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THE PARALYSING FASCINATION OF THE LATEST STEP. 
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Raviss i 
Mother (to Betty, who | bee t i | 
] to Betty ho has been sent ho ’ n of schoolmist “Bor 
ace pal ange ) : of schoolmistress). “Bur I HOPE YOU WERE SORRY POOR Miss 

| Betty. “Ou, I was, Morner; put I covucpn’ 


<t HELP CLAPPING MY HANDS UNDER MY BREATH.” 





‘Baceses Punch’s Almanack. for 1922. 




















: us an = oa oo a 

| | 

| | 
| 

| 
i 

j i 

| | 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

1 

! 

| 

| 

| 

! 

| 

| 

| 





Hlotel Maid. “\WHICH OF YOU RUNG THE BELL THREE TIMES?” Mild Individual. “I pip, I sHOULD Like A 


CUP OF COFF 
Maid. “WELL, DON'T YOU NEVER DO IT AGAIN.” 
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Sass — SS > / 
Scene—Non-Slop Train, London to Plymouth, leaving Paddington Station. Late Arrival, “Horr I'm not 
Very polite little Gentleman, “On, DON'T MENTION It, I'M GETTING OUT AT THE NEXT STATION,” 


SQUEEZING you?” 
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THE TIP-UP SEAT. 


‘““MUMMY, DO TAKE ME HOME. 


A CHRISTMAS REVIVAL. 


Arranged jor Michael, Anglo-Indian, aged three. 


Lert to myself this Christmas-tide, 
And free, as are the winds outside, 
To wander! far and even wide, 

I might have followed foolish courses, 
Have made for Monte’s morbid clime 
sintent (as in my careless prime 
How hopefully, how many a time) 

To drain the Bank’s resources. 


Less pre rb = 1 mis geht have fared 
To higher regions, better aired, 
And shod m yself with ski, and dared 

All sorts of petrifying dangers ; 
Fox-trotted while the jazz-drums rolled, 
And, when the Dead Year's bell was tolled, 
Clasped hands and sung the text of “ Auld 


Lang Syne” with total strangers. 


Left to myself, I might (I say) 
Have done the things in vogue to- day, 
Have drifted down some hen aten Way 
Marked by the seasons’ puncti ial cycle; 
3ut there is Michael; he is my 
God-grandson, and I don’t see why 
1 want to go afield when | 
Can shine and play with Michael. 
First I shall come with gifts in hand 
Kasy for him to understand, 
Refreshments of a sticky brand, 
A moke on wheels, a clock- work rabbit: 


I’m AFRAID I’M NOT STRONG ENOUGH FOR THIS SEAT.” 


Worpsworth, Ode on Intimatio 
i of Ear! y C hildhood, 


And then proceed to active sport, 

Engines that dash about and snort, | 

And notions of the noisier sort 
Of which I've lost the babit. 


And, as my creaking back I bend, 
Obedient to my yi uthful friend, 
The energies that | expend 

Will amply recompense the giver; 
To wrestle with him on the mat, 
And finish underneath at that, 
Ought to reduce superfluous fat 

And stimulate the liver. 


Moreover, “ ints “ Nature’s priest,” 


And ware. lately left the ast 

(Though he may not attach the least 
Meanin g¢ to antennas Intimations), 

Perchance by childhood’s healing art 


An inward grace he may impart 
And execute in my old heart 
Some needed renovations. 


And, though it all sounds quaint to you 
Who take a more enlightened view 
Of customs kept according to 
The dull and dim Victorian age, I, 
Remembering why we used to call 
Christmas the Children’s Festival, 
Wonder if moderns, after all, 
Are wiser than the Magi. O. 8. 


“The ye uth, who daily farther from the East 
Must travel, still is Nature’s priest.’’ 


is of Immortality from Recollection: 
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INNOVATION IN THE PANTOMIME. 





“Took HERE, Miss BLoOMVILLE—WHAT ABOUT A BIT OF A NOVELTY IN THIS SCENE? I WANT YOU TO ENTER RIDING ON THE 
MOKE. Do YoU THINK YOU CAN DO IT?” 








== ee ee 


tobinson Crusoe (breaking with tradition so far as to observe the isolation of the footprint), “Mam FRripay DOESN’T SEEM TO HAVE 
WALKED VERY FAR. I SUPPOSE HE FLEW THE REST.” 
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REALMS OF ART. 








AS A KEEN PHOTOGRAPHER AND A LOVER OF ART— 


























I WAS NATURALLY DELIGHTED TO MEET Sim CoBatt BLve, 


THE CELEBRATED PAINTER, 
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WHICH I HAD ALWAYs IMAGINED THE VERY HOME or ArT 











Punch’s Almanack for 1922. 








THE REALMS OF ART. 
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A TIME-OLD SCANDAL: THE NEWNESS OF THE NEW WOMAN. | 
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A TIME-OLD SCANDAL: THE NEWNESS 











OF THE NEW WOMAN. 
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MINCE MEAT. 
(By our Charivariety Artistes.) 
Ong of the curiosities of navigation 
is that in certain latitudes it is possible 
to spend two New Year's Days in suc- 
cession. That is why so many Scots- 
men go to sea. 





who recently took up poultry farming 
on a small scale has found it impossible 
to get her goose to thrive, even on what 
she understands is its natural diet of 
sage and onions. 


« Are birds melancholy ? ” it has been 
asked. We do not claim to be expert 
on these matters, but we understand 


explosion in a paint-shop,” have offered 
to join and get it over. 
* * 


A weekly paper inquires if Christmas 
is a good time to get married. It might 
be worth a trial, but we doubt if we 
should ever make a practice of it. 


* 





“* 
There is likely to be a great increase 








Children often ie 
have cause to com- {—_—_ 
plain that their 
mechanical toys 


are taken posses- 
sion of by their 
elders. Last Box- 
ing Day we were 
shocked to see a 
grown-up man 
driving a Ford car. 


We understand 
that in view of the 
need for economy 
the quaint old cus- 
tom of giving carol- 
singers a penny 
that has been 
heated in the fire is 
to be abandoned in 
Scotland. Infuture 
half-pennies will be 
used. 


Thin men, it 
seems, make the 
best carol-singers. 
This is due, of 
course, to the fact 
that they are more 
difficult to hit. 


Whatever you 











in the number of 
robins this year. 
It is generally sus- 
pected that quite a 
number of spar- 
rows have gone in- 
to the business. 


Owing to the tiny 
rooms in the new 














may think of the 
boy that eats avery 
hearty breakfast on 
Christmas morn- 
ing, mistrust the 
boy that doesn’t. 


Cigars are now 
in season. The 
surest way for the 
tyro to ascertain 
the quality of one 
is to offer it to a 
recognised connois- 
seur. If he puts it 











Government 
houses, puddings 
are being made 
much smaller this 
year. « , 

Theveteran man- 
ager of a restaurant 
has been writing in 
a contemporary to 
say that he was the 
first to introduce 
haggis to the Lon- 
don hotels. One 
cannot but regret 
the growing popu- 
larity of Press mat- 
ter dealing with 
crime. 


Weread ofa well- 
known Aberdonian 
who is coming to 
London to spend 








Setyremen MMT Manne 


DANSE DES VENTS. 





Christmas. It 
sounds rather reck- 


less. 
We understand 
that during the 


team of carol- 
singers will be 
strengthened by a 
forward line of first 
division football re- 
ferees. 





A West End firm 





into his pocket to smoke another time, 
well and good; if he prepares to light 
it, at once snatch it from him and 
smoke it yourself. 


Mistletoe, we are reminded, is one of 
those Yuletide institutions that are sur- 
vivals of Paganism. Among seasonable 
post-Reformation customs is that of 
putting holly in the pew-cushions. 


We regret to hear that a young lady 





just now that turkeys complain of being 
fed up. 


We have nothing but admiration for 
the young man who, when invited to 
explain his conduct under the mistle- 
toe, calmly replied, “ Season.” 


There is some talk of starting a Suicide 
Club in London. Several men whose 
Wives invariably buy them neckties of 
which the colour scheme suggests “an 











| 


advertises an automatic toy piano which 
is guaranteed to play for one hour with- 
out stopping. It is presents like this 
that do so much to widen the breach 
between a jaded parent and a small 
boy’s uncle. — 

“Some men would be advised to 
crack up their wives’ pastry now and 
then,” says a lady writer. In severe 
cases one might be able to borrow the 
L.C.C. concrete-crusher. 














coming season one | 














FANCY DRESS: THE PROBLEM OF SELECTION. 





or one that makes a nuisance of itself— 


Don't choose one that ’s or too cold— 
too hot 


















or one that won’t stop on— or one that doesn’t suit 
your particular style— 










pemaeer ATA 


ay ii WK DANNY 





In fact it is safest not to make yourself con- 


and don’t, above all 
spicuous, but to go dressed like everyone else. 


or your particular shape— 
4 : ; P things, be too funny. 
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MINCE MEAT. 
(By our Charivariety Artistes.) 
One of the curiosities of navigation 
is that in certain latitudes it is possible 
to spend two New Year's Days in suc- 
cession. That is why so many Scots- 
men go to sea. 


who recently took up poultry farming 
on a small scale has found it impossible 
to get her goose to thrive, even on what 
she understands is its natural- diet of 
sage and onions. 


« Are birds melancholy ?”’ it has been 
asked. We do not claim to be expert 
lon these matters, but we understand 








Children often 
have cause to com- 
plain that their 
mechanical toys 
are taken posses- 
sion of by their 
elders. Last Box- 
ing Day we were 
shocked to see a 
grown-up man 
driving a Ford car. 


We understand 
that in view of the 
need for economy 
the quaint old cus- 
tom of giving carol- 
singers a penny 
that has been 
heated in the fire is 
to be abandoned in 
Scotland. In future 





explosion in a paint-shop,” have offered 
to join and get it over. 
x * 


A weekly paper inquires if Christmas 
is a good time to get married. It might 
be worth a trial, but we doubt if we 
should ever make a practice of it. 


* 
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There is likely to be a great increase 








in the number of 
robins this year. 
It is generally sus- 
pected that quite a 
number of spar- 
rows have gone in- 
to the business. 
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Owing to the tiny 
rooms in the new 
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half-pennies will be 
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seems, make the 
best carol-singers. 
This is due, of 
course, to the fact 
that they are more 
difficult to hit. 


Whatever you 
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may think of the 
boy that eats avery 
hearty breakfast on 
Christmas morn- 
ing, mistrust the 
boy that doesn’t. 


Cigars are now 
in season. The 
surest way for the 
tyro to ascertain 
the quality of one 














Government 
houses, puddings 
are being made 
much smaller this 


year. 4 


The veteran man- 
ager of arestaurant 
has been writing in 
a contemporary to 
say that he was the 
first to introduce 
haggis to the Lon- 
don hotels. One 
cannot but regret 
the growing popu- 
larity of Press mat- 
ter dealing with 
crime. 

Weread ofa well- 
known Aberdonian 
who is coming to 
London to spend 
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seur. If he puts it 





Christmas. It 
sounds rather reck- 


less. 
We understand 
that during the 


coming season one 
team of carol- 
singers will be 
strengthened by a 
forward line of first 
division football re- 
ferees. 








into his pocket to smoke another time, 
well and good; if he prepares to light 
it, at once snatch it from him and 
smoke it yourself. 


Mistletoe, we are reminded, is one of 
those Yuletide institutions that are sur- 
vivals of Paganism. Among seasonable 
post-Reformation customs is that of 
putting holly in the pew-cushions. 


We regret to hear that a young lady 


just now that turkeys complain of being 
fed up. 


We have nothing but admiration for 
the young man who, when invited to 
explain his conduct under the mistle- 
toe, calmly replied, “Season.” 


There is some talk of starting a Suicide 
Club in London. Several men whose 
Wives invariably buy them neckties of 
which the colour scheme suggests “an 
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“Some men would be advised to 
crack up their wives’ pastry now and 
then,” says a lady writer. In severe 
cases one might be able to borrow the 
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FANCY DRESS: THE PROBLEM OF SELECTION. 


Don't choose one that ’s or too cold— 
too hot 

















or one that won’t stop on— or one that doesn’t suit 
your particular style— 





7 ieiig Al pees 


Bait 





In fact it is safest not to make yourself con- 


and don’t, above all P 
spicuous, but to go dressed like everyone else. 


or your particular shape— 
¥‘ P F things, be too funny. 
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SINGLE COMBAT; 


A War or 

Curtousty enough, 
mas ve. But it 
Boxing Day, 


OR, 
it 
was Boxing | 


1951 


was ne 
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| de nly appet red in the Pacific one night. 
|He did really want it. No one/fully. Always 
) 

| 
| 


try’s good bef 


not 
really canned it. But the Prime Minis 
of Banya was old and feeble; and 
had played Soccer 
House ese. XI1., and was 


t-| ter 


i ta 
Piute, 


his 
circumstances 


day, who } fessing 























Game el’s C shines bel haved disgn 1ce- 


re personal ambition, he 
made them a moving little speech, con- 
be lief 





ready to place his coun- 


that in the altered 
he was unequal to the 








‘B g Day, indeed,” said the Prime | still, in his fifty-seecond year, robust and | great task he had taken upon himself. 
Minister bitterly lmobile beyond the gh £m of Prime “ With sorrow, with shame,” he con- 
: cluded, “and yet, because it is for the 
. ; people, with resignation, I lay down 
f~ Oe att Q { my sword 
ie PS ay ee (ig — re No one picked it up. His voice broke 
my ee aed \ons boy cry pi Bo) Loe yk et Meo 1] 4} YI 
6B TADS Ne hay = fh dey 2 | is his eye pon ail those vigorous 
lh = Kia Dp AY Det young men who in purer atmo- 
7p 1} : a Ma} ‘sphere of a N Earth had been per- 
(o% 2) ab ) litted to } their way to the fore- 
ait vie ae ‘ 1 } 
( Ln Pe t of p p. {f it fell on one 
JR (wir i in more sigi y than on an- 
Ak ea ( er, } | d Ku ice Bris 
Wo <3 sii el le, t \ g Fore nh Secretary who 
a) OT Sire }was ki L sportsman through- 
C1 1% -V\EN re | , 
Ww ~~ \. WE x | 
N SAS) c 
a bf 4 
~ ON 
| li aN i 
j' SM tak nn Cos all 
“AEN, 
hued 
Tne CHa 4S OF THEI P VE NATIONS.” 
The Right Honourable Samuel Slate | Ministers, was certain he could make = 
Was the victim of y ! l idea short 1 k of ham. 
nisown Asay yur s Private Se etary Just then, unfortunatels the Banyans ial 
he had ( at t ir Was tg d} | id a polit l «1 s, and npudently 
thing, and he had determined to stop | selected as their new Prim Minister 
t Hi ica Was Single 4 ul Hie} none other than Charles Ant Per- 
ireame of wars be the 1 ms] rier, one-time Middle-Weight Champion 
CO cted in the ancient manner, on | of the] re World. He sapure- bred 
the lin of S thand Rustw Two} Banyan, and the only Banvan whose = 
ts « ched on either le L large | name vy kr to the public at all. 
plain, prepared to leap Upon ¢ ‘ er. | 
On] they did! t leap Instead, f n | 
the heart of each | t t ( ed al 
‘ | 
! man, very heavily arni the | 
' ea rs = a on PM ‘- . ‘Tue M1 HREW ALL THE RE 
n } n SOURCES O INTO THE BALANCE.” 
thre emn ind if cact the! 
very | 1 « r ¢ eS al ms out the country and had an American 
nd eds until tre er fatie service 
e of ther ell to the ground Then Lord iustace Bristle did not pick it 
rom one of the hosts ther nt up a up. Nor did Nigel Blake, the young 
reat shout; for that | t had won the War Minister, nor Stanley Masters, the 
Wal And they i went! youl og Pre ident of the Board of Trade, 
Phat was his idea Only it was essen The Prime Minister threw all the re- 
tial that Sohrab and Rustw hould be sources of the State into the balance. 
Prime Min ters, or at least Fore on Ambassadot ! ips Lord Chancellor- 
Secretaries. "Only thus could a nation ships, Judgeships were freely offered 
be sure that wars were not being ar- and firmly refused. The young states- 
ranged In an irresponsible manner. men of the day were prepared to go to 
A crude notion, perhaps, but in his any length to help their chief in a diffi- 
youth he had written so many memor- culty. They were ready to make speeches 
inda esse it that the Leagueof Nations id of infinite duration in any sense on any 
finally gave way and made his boyish subject. Only one thing they declined 
dream the rule of the world. to do, and that was to fight Charles 
Now he was himself Prime Minister Antoine Perrier with their fists. “ This 
of the great State of Bingo, and he is your war,” they said. ‘We would 
had declared war on the miserable little CHARLES ANTOINE PERRIER, not deprive you of it.” 
State of Banya. It was all about a] one-r™e Mippie-weicut CHAMPION OF THE So the Prime Minister began the 
wretched little island which had sud- ExtTine WORLD, distasteful business of training.. The 
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Someone sent the Joneses an awfully jolly little 
their drawing-room as a Christmas present, 





iit | 





we 


ist it 
1") 


| 
‘a 





cushion for 


The old curtains certainly seemed to put the scheme out 
rather. but new ones pulled the room together wonderfully. 





Choosing a new wall-paper to carry out the motif was also 
And now that they ‘ve removed a 


very exciting. 








It made the 











old chintz look very dull, of course, but that 


was soon remedied, 











It was great fun getiing a new carpet, more in keeping with 


the character of the room. 


gouce 
7 








cushion (whic 





h didn’t harmonise very well) they've really 
got a most cheery little room. 
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SINGLE COMBAT; 
or, A War or CHAmpions. 
Curtousty enough, it was not Christ- 
mas Eve. But it was Boxing Day, and 
Boxing Day, 1951. 


* Boxing Day,indeed,” said the Prime 


Minister bitterly. 


denly appeared in the Pacific one night. 
He did not really want it. No one 
really wanted it. But the Prime Minis- 
ter of Banya was old and feeble; and 
Samuel Slate, who had played Soccer 
for his House (Second) XI., and was 
still, in his fifty-second year, robust and 





mobile beyond the average of Prime 





‘THe CHAMPIONS OF THEIR RESPECTIVE NATIONS.” 


The Right Honourable Samuel Slate 
was the victim of youthful idealism— 
hisown. Asa young Private Secretary 
he had decided that war was not a good 
thing, and he had determined to stop 
it. His idea was Single Combat. He 
dreamed of wars between the nations 
conducted in the ancient manner, on 
the lines of Sohrab and Rustum. Two 
hosts crouched on either side of a large 
plain, prepared to leap upon each other. 
Only they did not leap. Instead, from 
the heait of each host there issued a 
single man, very heavily armoured, the 
champions of their respective nations, 
These men approached each other in 
the solemn hush, and hit each other 
very hard on their cuirasses and helms 
and shields until from sheer fatigue 
one of them fell to the ground. Then 
from one of the hosts there went up a 
great shout; for that host had won the 
war. And they all went home. 

That was his idea. Only it was essen- 
tial that Sohrab and Rustum should be 
Prime Ministers, or at least Foreign 
Secretaries. Only thus could a nation 
be sure that wars were not being ar- 
ranged in an irresponsible manner. 

A crude notion, perhaps, but in his 
youth he had written so many memor- 
anda about it that the League of Nations 
finally gave way and made his boyish 
dream the rule of the world. 

Now he was himself Prime Minister 
of the great State of Bingo, and he 
had declared war on the miserable little 
State of Banya. It was all about a 
wretched little island which had sud- 


Ministers, was certain he could make 
short work of him. 

Just then, unfortunately, the Banyans 
had a political crisis, and impudently 
selected as their new Prime Minister 
none other than Charles Antoine Per- 
rier, one-time Middle- Weight Champion 
of the Entire World. He wasapure-bred 
Banyan, and the only Banyan whose 
name was known to the public at all. 





CHARLES ANTOINE PERRIER, 
ONE-TIME MIpDLE-WEIGHT CHAMPION OF THE 





EntrreE WORLD. 








Samuel’s Cabinet behaved disgrace- 
fully. Always ready to place his coun- 
try’s good before personal ambition, he 
made them a moving little speech, con- 
fessing his belief that in the altered 
circumstances he was unequal to the 
great task he had taken upon himself. 
“With sorrow, with shame,” he con- 
cluded, “and yet, because it is for the 
people, with resignation, I lay down 
my sword.” 

No one picked it up. His voice broke 
as his eye fell upon all those vigorous 
young men who in the purer atmo- 
sphere of a New Earth had been per- 
mitted to push their way to the fore- 
front of politics; but, if it fell on one 
man more significantly than on an- 
other, it was upon Lord Eustace Bris- 
tle, the young Foreign Secretary, who 
WAS known for a sportsman through- 





“Tux Prime MINISTER THREW ALL THE RE- 
SOURCES OF THE STATE INTO THE BALANCE.” 


out the country and had an American 
service. 

Lord Eustace Bristle did not pick it 
up. Nor did Nigel Blake, the young 
War Minister, nor Stanley Masters, the 
young President of the Board of Trade. 
The Prime Minister threw all the re- 
sources of the State into the balance. 
Ambassadorships, Lord Chancellor- 
ships, Judgeships were freely offered 
and firmly refused. The young states- 
men of the day were prepared to go to 
any length to help their chief in a diffi- 
culty. They were ready to make speeches 
of infinite duration in any sense on any 
subject. Only one thing they declined 
to do, and that was to fight Charles 
Antoine Perrier with their fists. “This 
is your war,” they said. “ We would 
not deprive you of it.” 

So the Prime Minister began the 








distasteful business of training.. The 








soe mmo we 
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League of Nations, which had formally 
declared the war to be a righteous war, 
had fixed the weights at eleven-stone- 
two. The Prime Minister was twelve- 
stone-one and flabby at that. So he 
studied the films of all the World’s 
Greatest Fights for the previous thirty 
years and did his best to imitate the 
heroes of the past therein featured. 
For instance, sun-up always found 
him hoofing the roads, clad only in a 
silk vest and running shorts, and fol- 
lowed only by his seven trainers on 
| bicycles, by forty-three Pressmen and 
| photographers on horseback, by six- 
teen State detectives in motor-cars and 
high-speed tanks, and by the spies of 
Banya in clouds of aeroplanes. 
At intervals in the busy round of Goy- 
ernment he stepped out into the back- 
yard and “developed pep at hand-ball” 
or “hammered the pigskin like a rivet- 
ing machine,” or jumped up on to a 
chair and down again a hundred-and- 
fifty times without stopping, or rushed 
to the State baths and swam a quarter 
of a mile, or skipped a thousand skips, 
or simply lay on his back and waved 
his legs in the air. He grew supple. 
But the Prime Minister was a good 
eater, and the other part of training was 
more difficult. To have to sit through 
one of the Lord Mayor's Luncheons 
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Tue Primz MINISTER GOES INTO TRAINING, 


| 
without wine, without cigars, without 
| even eating properly, was intolerable. 
| His seven trainers stood behind him at 
| public functions, grim-faced, thick-eared 
men, disguised as toast-masters and 
head-waiters ; and they had consider- 
| able trouble with him. He had a 
childish craving for turkey and bread- 





Us ‘ 
oot} wih at 








sauce. It may have been a mere coin- 
cidence that turkey and bread-sauce 
figured on the menu of nearly every pub- 
lic dinner at that time, though in poli- 
tical circles this was openly attributed to 
enemy intrigue; and 
The Post in an out- 
spoken article drew 
attention tothe large 
number of 
of Banyan extrac- 
tion employed 
chefs oy minor mem- 
bers of the nation’s 
kitchen staffs. 

Wherever he dined 
the special portable 
aluminium scales, 
presented by the 
loval citizens of Port 
Slate, went with him; 
and whenever tur- 
key and bread-sauce 
or other favourite 
delicacy approached 
he insisted on slip- 
ping out of the Guild- 
hall to weigh himself 
and prove to his trainers how light he 
was. The other guests imagined he 
was settling a strike. 

The Great War was fixed for Boxing- 
Day, that high festival of sport, and, 
since Bingo had 
won the toss, it 
was to be fought 
in the Cuthbert 
Hall, the home 
of sacred con- 
d\n certs and Com- 
munistic 
r¢ 4 - ings. Charles 
| Antoine Per- 
yr rier had arrived, 
3 on Christmas 
Eve, in prime 
condition and 
was comfortably 
lodged in the 
royal palace at 
Bunting, where 
he was already 
Ss. a popular idol, 
\ In the morning 
\\ the two armies 

were weighed. 
Perrier weighed 
11 st. Llb. 15 oz. 
The Prime Min- 
ister of Bingo 
had overdone it 
and he weighed 
only 11 st. 0 Ib. 135 oz. At half-past 
one there was a State Luncheon to 
entertain the distinguished company 
of foreign Pressmen, Ambassadors and 
Monarchs who had come over to watch 
the war. The Prime Minister ate reck- 
lessly, knowing that he had something 
in hand. There was turkey and bread- 


persons 


as 


meet- 








sauce, of course, and he ate that. He 
also drank some port. He was weighed 
constantly. He was weighed before 
lunch and after lunch. He was weighed 
between the courses. And he went up 





“His SEVEN TRAINERS STOOD BEHIND HIM, DISGUISED AS 
TOAST-MASTERS AND HEAD-WAITERS.” 


and up. The seven bogus toast-masters 
and head-waiters could do nothing with 
him. They were relieved when he left 
the Guildhall only 11 st. 1 lb. 82 oz. 
The Cuthbert Hall was crammed five 
days before the fight began; the queue 
for the few seats that cost less than ten 
pounds had stretched for seven miles, 
four deep. On the way to the dressing- 
room the Prime Minister slipped away 
from his escort and surveyed the audi- 
ence from a doorway. The whole of 
Kurope was there, Tier by tier the vast 
hall rose up before him like a shimmer- 
ing jelly entirely composed of evening 


dress. Many of the women wore real 
> al 
jewels. The huge organ rumbled and 


roared a number of airs appropriate to 
the season of peace and goodwill. The 
Prime Minister remembered patheti- 
cally that it was Christmas. 

In the centre he saw a tiny square 
speck of brilliant light. In a short 
time he would have to go into that tiny 
space with very few clothes on and be 
knocked down for his country by an 
enormously strongman. He overflowed 
with peace and goodwill. 

The Prime Minister noticed a curious 
sensation in the back of his legs. He 
turned and ran very fast down some 
dark stairs into a buffet. Instinct 
urged him to take steps to restore his 
courage. In the buffet he took three 
steps—very strong ones. During the 
third step he noticed under a glass 
dome a mountain of shiny penny buns. 
The Prime Minister had a childish pas- 
sion for shiny penny buns, which the 
luxury of his way of life seldom allowed 
him to indulge. Without thinking he 
took a bun and slowly munched it, 

















| 


| 





| 
| 
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| 
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reflecting on the honour of his country. 
Halfway through he began to munch it 
He finished it at a gulp 


very quickly. 





“Tlow MUCH DO THESE 


and snatched a second bun. A vile ex- 
pedient had suggested itself. 

When he had eaten three buns he 
said to the barmaid, “ How much do 
these things weigh?” 

The young lady polished a glass with 
a vestal air. “ Now, then; I don’t want 
none of your nonsense,” she said. 

The Prime Minister ate two more 
buns. Then he said, “ Really, I wish 
you'd tell me. The fact is, 1’m doing 
this for a wager.” 

The barmaid thawed. ‘ How should 
I know? Ireckon they come about an 
ounce, my dear; but there—you can’t 
be sure of nothing these days what 
with the Government,” she said. 

Sixteen ounces to a pound ! 
buns to a half-pound! 


Eight 
If he could eat 





THINGS WEIGH?” 





The records of statesmanship show 
no instance of a Prime Minister who 
has eaten even six buns at a single sit- 
ting, and the Right 
Honourable Samuel 
Slate began to under- 
stand that curious 
abstinence. His jaws 
ached with chewing, 
yet they seemed to 
make no impression 
on the seventh bun ; 
his mouth was full 
of bun; his whole 
head was full of bun ; 
it was swelling the 
top of his skull, pro- 
ducing a sense of 
suffocation and ap- 
preaching insanity ; 
it was working into 
his lungs; there was 
a singing in his ears. 

The barmaid showed 
no surprise. “ Didn’t you 


have no dinner?” she 
said kindly. 
The Prime Minister 


made no reply. For the 
first time in his life he 
was speechless. 

Through the vast hall 
his trainers sought him, 
desperate with anxiety. 
The doors were closed 
and fifty-three persons 
of known Banyan sym- 
pathies were arrested on 
suspicion of having ab- 
ducted the champion of 
Bingo. A rumour sped 
among the audience that 
he was 
dead. The 
organ play- 
ed louder 
and louder. 
Charles An- 
toine Per- 
rier waited 
impatient- 
ly, rubbing 
his huge 
arms. 

And the Prime Minis- 
ter, with the help of a 





large jug of pure water, 
finished the seventh bun. 
He was past thought; he 





“His WHOLE HEAD WAS FULL OF BUN 





was delirious; the buns 
had gone to his head. As 
when a long-distance run- 
” ner totters up the straight, 
remembering not what 


eight buns, or even seven-and a-half,| folly induced him to undertake to run 


he would be safe. 

But could he ? 

The sixth bun went down with the 
greatest reluctance; the seventh was 
intolerable. 


for three miles without stopping, know- 
ing only that he must run just a litile 
further, he knew remotely that he 
must eat just a little more or all was 
lost. 








And he could not eat another crumb 
—not at least another crumb of bun. 
He clutched despairingly a slabby bis- 
cuit oozing currants. 

“ Heavy things, them currants,” said 
the young lady. 


“Thank heaven,” said the Prime 
Minister, and eagerly devoured it. 


Then he crawled up the stairs. 

In the dressing-room his frantic 
trainers wept upon him joyfully and 
tore his clothes from him and cast him 
violently upon the scales. 

And he weighed 11 st. 2 lb. } oz. 
He was too heavy ; he was disqualified. 
Bingo had lost the war. True, the 


generous Perrier was ready, nay, anxi- 
ous, to waive the point; true, the people 
clamoured for a fight, correct or no. 
But the League of Nations, as umpire, 
would not permit it, and the Right 
Honourable Samuel Slate, with a noble 
disappointment in his voice, surrendered 






“CHARLES ANTOINE PERRIER 
IMPATIENTLY.” 


WAITED 


to the state of Banya all claim 
to the island in the Pacific, the 
name of which unfortunately es- 
caped him at the moment. 

As for the audience they were 
almost appeased by the exhibi- 
tion of a striking film of the first 
seven rounds of the Great Fight, 
which had been in readiness for 
some weeks, 

Two days later the island in 
the Pacific disappeared suddenly in the 


night. A. 2. Hi, 








A contemporary reminds us_ that 
Christmas Day falls on a Sunday this 
year, This means, of course, that it 
will clash with the Sunday pictorial 
newspapers—a great pity. 


Several earnest men and women are 
trying to discourage the practice of 
giving children boxes of soldiers or 
other toys of a warlike nature. All 
the same we intend to let our little 
nephew have that clock-work model of 
Mr. Wrixston CuurcHILn. 
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SOME ORDINARY EPISODES TREATED AFTER THE MANNER OF THE GRAND 


— 





THE SUFFOCATION OF THE ALARM CLOCK, 


“SEVEN O'CLOCK.” 











THE RECALCITRANT EVENING TIE. 


“Room No. 13.” 























“THREE YounG Women,” or “THE SANDBAGGING OF THE BisHop.” 


“SoMETHING IN Mary’s ROOM.” 


A COUNTRY-HOUSE PILLOW-RAG, 























IN PARIS JUST NOW ONE DANCES ONE’S OWN PARTICULAR STUNT WITH ALMOST COMPLETE DISREGARI 
OF ONE'S PARTNER, 






WHY NOT BE ENTIRELY INDEPENDENT? 


a 
AN 
R2\\ 





















































“T say, IS THERE A BOOT DOWN THERE?” 
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“Yrsstn—I’LL THROW IT UP TO you.” “THANKS, 





is 
eau 


A, 





I WANT TO HAVE ANOTHER SHOT.” 
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“WHAT ON EARTH ARE YOU DOING THERE? Don’r yOU KNOW THIS Is A CHRISTMAS PAGE?” 
“Boo-Hoo! THE ARTIST WAS ON HIS SUMMER HOLIDAYS WHEN THE EDITOR TOLD HIM T9 DO SOMETHING—A-AND HB-HE’s— 





FORGOTTEN TO TAKE US ovT,” 
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Chorus (to father who, while clearing the snow from the doorstep, has been caught in an avalanche from the roof), “Ir you're 
MAKING A SNOW-MAN, DADDY, CAN WE COME AND HELP you ?” 



































THE WALKERS. 
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THE WALKERS. 
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Servant, “May IT PLEASE MY LORD, THE GLEE SINGERS AND THE HIRED ASSASSIN HAVE COME FOR THEIR CuristMas Box.” 


Master. “On, pasH 1T! I supposre I MUST GIVE THEM SOMETHING. 
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Aged Pessimist (Merrie England period). “ An, 
SEEN HOW PEOPLE COULD LET THEMSELVES G 














But rr’s PRACTICALLY BLACKMAIL.” 
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CHRISTMAS IS NOT WHAT IT WAS IN MY YOUNG Days. J'vEN YOU WOULD HAVE 


O AND ENJOY THEMSELVES PROPERLY,” 
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ONCE on a tramp in the country, many a year ago, 

I came to a crossways’ finger-post, in a winter afterglow, 

And one arm said To Blackberry Hatch, and the other To 
Bramble Row. 

I tossed a penny to settle the hitch of an open mind; 

Heads for the Row, and tails it was: I followed my fate, 
to find 

Blackberry Hatch was just an inn of a most familiar kind, 


Dinner was eggs and bacon; breakfast was eggs and ham, 

In an atmosphere of ancient shag, antimacassars and jam; 

And I mused, as J took the road again, what a 
beggar I am. 


luckless 


I never took the turning where faéry fortune lies; 

I foot the roads of the world and still that caravanserai 
flies, 

The inn of inns with its noble bins and bills of a graceful size. 

Never for me the landfall, crowning an eve of June, 

When the soft descant of the dinner-bell floats on the mill- 
stream’s tune, 











AT THE SIGN OF “THE BLUE MOON.” 


| 





| That was a great old country | 
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At the hostelry of the golden age, the sign of the old | 


* Blue Moon.” 

There the end of the rainbow shimmers above the roof: 

The lavender sheets are fairy web with happy dreams in 
the woof ; 

The beer is beer of the great old days; 
proof, 

Down in the old inn-garden, all by the bowling-green, 

There’s roses and lilies and daffodowndillie 
berry-beds between, 

And a dry-fly trout-stream (free to the guest) meandering 
through the scene. 


3, With straw- 


The waiter ’s a born vaconteur : 


Betty the chamber-maid 
Warbles as Parrtand Pasra did 


the whisky is over 


Boots is a W iggish blade; 


Mine Hostisan elderly nobleman wliosimply hates tobe paid. 


tramped in long ago, 
And that was a jolly finger-post, if only a man could know 


To give a miss to the Hatch and take the way that leads | 


to the Row. 

















| Still, we fancy he has visited other 


SUC ceeded. 





| of a monkey at the Zoo, 


| themselves for an experiment of this 
| kind rather than allow it to be inflicted 
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CHARIVARIA. 


A Lonpon sewer-man has just retired 
after forty-four years’ service. It is 
not yet known which newspaper has 
secured the serial rights of his memoirs. 





“The Prime Minister has never pre- 
viously visited South France in the 
strict season,” says an evening paper. 


places quite as strict. 


It is not generally realised that the 
New Year's good resolutions of Cabinet 
Ministers are made for them by their 
private secretaries. 


The leech, we read, is popular again, 
It makes a charming pet for anyone 
who can't afford a tax-collector. 

." 

“The wife of the Registrar of 
Births and Marriages has this week 
presented him with twins,”” says a 
Bedfordshire paper. It seems only 
fair that he should know what it feels 
like, 


\ man has been charged at a London 
police-court with trying to sing in the 


IN CHAR 





A performing dove escaped last week 
from a music-hall and has not yet been 
found. When last seen it appeared to 
be travelling in the direction of Dublin. 


The Porr Laureate asserts that it 
can easily be proved that the earth is 
more like a pear than an orange in 
shape. We can’t think what deters him 
from doing so in words we could all sing. 


A recent weather report announced 
that the summits of the Snowdon range 
were white with snow. The timely 
publicity given to this fact saved dis- 
appointment to many who attributed 
the whiteness to sifted sugar. 


It is rumoured that the Cabinet has 
consulted Sir Eric Greppes as to whe- 
ther they are justified in going to the 
expense of publishing his Retrenchment 
Report. 





We record with deep sorrow 
the death, on Friday last, of our 
colleague and friend, Claude Allin 
Shepperson, A.R.A. We mourn 
the untimely close of a long and 
happy association with one whose 





streets. We shudder to think what 
would have happened to him if he had 


Correspondence in a Sunday paper 
has disclosed that, in connection with 
an investigation of the absence of vita- 
mines in beer, it was added to the diet 
We under- 
stand that, if they had known, several 
plucky fellows would gladly have offered 


upon a dumb animal, 


From Leicester comes the extraordin- 
ary report that during a recent storm 
a local hen laid an egg as large as one | 
of the hail-stones. 





work, always distinguished by 
great beauty of design and by a 
very personal quality which gave 
it a place apart, was first widely 
appreciated, and will be best re- 
membered, through his contribu- 
tions to Punch. The Proprietors 
and Staff desire to offer to his 
wife and family a true sympathy 
in their grief. 











The Sydney Labour Council have 
protested against the refusal of Japan 
to withdraw her troops from Siberia. 
Should this not prove successful it is 
expected they will send Japan a pretty 
stiff letter about it. 


According to The Morning Post Lents 


——————————————— 
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In view of the possibility of reduced 
fares on the underground railways it 
is believed that the Companies intend 
to take drastic measures to put a stop 
to the practice of travelling third-class 
with a first-class ticket. 








A BRIGHTER TELEPHONE. 


AccorpinG to the daily Press “ gra- 
mophones with special records that 
say, ‘Hullo! Are you there?’ have 
been introduced into the testing-rooms 
of the London telephone exchanges.” 

This is an idea which, if properly 
developed, will do much to ameliorate 
the lot of the public. 


the public exchanges there is no reason 
why in addition it should not be em- 


to mollify the subscribers. Those long 
minutes at the telephone when nothing 
whatever happens might well be en- 
livened by “ Whisper and I shall hear,’’ 
or “I'se a-waitin’, waitin’, waitin’ for 
yer, Jose, in the old place, all alone ;"’ 
or on those occasions, when the oper- 
ator rings uptosay, “ Holdthelineyou're 
wanted,” and then nothing results, the 


art thou?” 


ployed at the exchange to say “ Hullo!” 
and “ Are you there?” Mr. KELLAWAY 
might be persuaded to let us have the 
entire “Telephone Operators’ Polite 
Conversation ”’ set to music, and records 
made by operatic stars. 
extremely difficult to be cross with the 
telephone if one heard Madame Me.pa 





again, please.” Only a churl, I think, 
would bang down the receiver on being 
called to the telephone to hear Madame 


| Terrazzint, with many a bird - like 


| trill, singing, “I’m sorry you've been | 


| ter-r-1 -r-roubled.”’ 
| Of course such an innovation might 


singing, ‘* Number engaged, r-r-r-ring | 


jhas ordered Communists to eat the | bring its own peculiar drawbacks. For 





A communiqué from Melilla states|leek. It is expected that a party of 
that the Moors and the Spanish re-| Welsh gardeners will shortly leave for 
cently fought hand to hand and used) Russia to supervise the sowing of the 
two guns. The latest report is that the | Steppes with Mr. Luoyp GrorGr’s fav- 
Spanish team is leading by two goals | ourite vegetable. 
to nil., with every prospect of getting | 


into the Second Division this season. We are asked to say that the Scots 


jmman who was reported to have been 
A watch, the hands of which go round | seen sober on New Year's Eve has de 
backward, was exhibited last week in a) clared his intention of spending his last 
jeweller’s shop in Cheapside. Just the | bawbee in order to find out who first 
sort of present for a plumber to give | started the slander. 

his mate. 


In a collision with a tree when 
motoring through Oxford a well-known 
pugilist was thrown out of his car, 


A chorister of St. Paul's has become 
& nigger- minstrel. Can this be an 
effect of the contagious jollity of the 
Dean ? 


| hot stuff. 


Some of those Oxford trees are pretty | 


jinstance, I can foresee trouble should 
| the gramophone needle get caught in a 
| groove of a worn record, with the result 
|that anyone trying to bring off a large 
| business deal with but a minute to spare 
| might be exposed to this: “ Have they 
| answered yet-yet-yet-yet-yet . . .?’’ or, 
in a telephone-hox, “ Put in three pen- 
pen-pen-pen .. .” 

The thrifty G.P.O. should do its best 
| to encourage the gramophone idea. It 
would bring business. Everybody would 
| use the telephone on all wi er occa- 
}sions, not so much with the idea of 
getting the number wanted as in the 
hope that the telephone would play 
/some favourite, such as “I hear you 
| calling me,” or selections from Paticnce. 


| 
| 
| 
} 
} 
| 
} 
} 


| 


If only the use 
of the gramophone can be extended to | 


ployed to strike up appropriate music | 


situation would be greatly improved by | 
the gramophone playing, “ Alice, where | 


Again, if the gramophone can be em- 


It would be | 
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NO, THESE ARE NOT THE “SISTE 


THE CHESS PROBLEM. 


player. I merely know which of the 
pieces walk and which of them slithe: 
and which of them jump. I had never 
taken more than a vicarious interest in 
the game. 

Yet I had always admired those men, 
frequently foreigners and therefore not 
nurtured in the hardy traditions of 
British sport, who can meet fourteen 
opponents at once, though blindfolded 
and gagged and manacled and otherwise 
tormented, and give them a bisque and 

| a beating. I liked to read about them. 
| 1 preferred it to boxing. When they 
told me that 
Tcnekovski P—K3 
CasaBranca P—KB4 
| I seemed to see the scene: the tense 
| white faces of the combatants, the 
, seconds with their sponges, the nervous 
flick of the wrists, the timekeeper count- 


| ing the hours, the chequered square. | 


| If they would only write : “ Tchekovski 


| opened with a jab at K3 and Casa- | 


| bianea countered with a left swin 
| the Slovene’s KB4,” I have always 
| felt that even the dullest reader would 


SRS SUE” 


g to} 











EXECUTING 


be as much thrilled as by the boy 


battler from Bootle. 
StRICTLY speaking 1 am not a chess | 


And then one day I was seized with 


}a sudden fancy to unravel a chess pro- 


|blem myself. You know the way that 


these problems are presented in the 


| Press. The artist who draws them is 
| not really a good artist, because his 
| intention is clearly to depict a bird's-eye 
view of the chess field; but his picture 
|is quite wrong, as may be easily ascer- 
| tained by climbing on to the top of a 
| piano or bookcase, lying face down- 
| wards and watching a game from 
above. It will then be seen that only the 
tops of the chessmen are visible from 
i this position, whereas the chess prob- 
lem artist draws the entire silhouette 
|of castles and pawns, and the complete 
| profile of the knights, the kings and 
'the queens. What is worse, he uses a 
| mitre to represent the bishops, although 
in the vast majority of chess-sets this 
controversial form of head-gear is 
|rightly omitted, for chess, like draughts 
iand halma, should be a strictly non- 


|sectarian game. All this causes a good 
|deal of trouble and confusion in setting 
|out the problem. 

| However, as I say, I started a chess- 


A STEP-DANCE; THEY ARE MERELY TWO FAIR 


| problem. That would be about the 
| middle of November, 1921. 
| to play and mate in three moves. Each 
| king was surrounded by a little covey 





White had | 


| of pawns, and there were a lot of castles | 


they were not to have taken each other 
an hour or so before the problem began 
and prevented all this bother. 

I gave the problem all the odd time 
I could spare for about a fortnight, 


ously spared from my serious duties. 
I ceased to take exercise. I began to 
have a perpetually harassed look. | 
almost stopped eating, and only the 
necessity for keeping a clear head pre- 
vented me from giving way to drink. 

After about three weeks I drifted into 
speaking of the castles as rooks, always 
one of the most serious symptoms. It 
may be compared to talking about “par” 
figures at golf. Little peace is likely to 
be known in households where these 
things are allowed to occur. 

I think it was on the fifteenth of 
December that I purchased a tiny port- 
able chess-board, with pieces that could 





and a good deal of even time, gener- | 


and knights and bishops lurking about | 
in such unlikely situations that you | 
could not help thinking what mugs | 














| chiefly on nerve-tonics and malted milk. 


| solution, wake with a glad ery and get 


| and I should have begun to hop. 
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be stuck into holes by means of pegs, 
so that I could continue to wrestle with 
my problem in the train. It was cer- 
tainly about that time that I began to 
write down on paper all the possible 
moves of all the pieces in all possible 
circumstances and to allude to the 
squares by letters and numbers, like the 
maps in France. I was living now 


I used to dream that I had found a 


up in the chill dark only to find that I 
had invented a mounted bishop in my 
dream, and that it was a dream indeed. 

Christmas came and I went away to 
a house that was filled for others with 
festivity and mirth. But not for me. 
On the plea of writing letters or having 
work to do, I was always creeping away 
from the merriment to my furtive task. 
When the Yule-log was being dragged 
in with joyous shouts, when the can- 
dies on the Christmas-tree were being 
lighted, alone and haggard I was try- 
ing the fifteenth variation (the one that 
begins Kt—Q4) for the hundred-and- 
fiftieth time. 

In the drawing-room, when I was 





unobserved, I would steal away into a 
corner and take out my little box. They | 
tried to interest me in other pastimes. | 
They made me play Russian patience | 
once. A stupid rowdy game. The} 
kind of game that Russians would play. | 
There is probably a State school in | 
Russia for training patience-players. | 
Intellectual support of the Trorsky- 
LENIN régime, 1 have no doubt, was 
originally derived from the ranks of 
the Russian patientsia. They tried | 
a charade, but I could do nothing but | 
move diagonally across the room and | 
push away achair. A day or two more | 








On almost the last; morning of the 
year I was hard at work after breakfast 
when a small boy called Antony who 
was staying in the house interrupted 
me, 

“T want you to come along and play 
pirates,” he said. 

“IT can’t,” I told him; “I am ex- 
tremely busy.” 

“T know the moves at chess,” he 
declared proudly, hovering round with 
his head on one side. 

“Qh, do you?” I said sardonically. 
“Well, I’ve had one move here, and ] 
want to mate in two more. What 
would you do?” 

“Oh, I’d just shove this old castle 


| here,” he suggested, evidently at ran- 





dom, 

* Rook, rook!” I cried with a shiver; 
“not ‘castle.’ Well, and suppose we 
did, my boy,” I went on patronisingly, 
“the black king sidles away on to this 








square, I say check with my knight 
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Convivial Member (with the best of intentions). “I WANT TO INTRODUCE YOU TO A DEAR 
OLD FRIEND OF MINE—ONE OF THE VERY BEST—ONE OF THE WHITEST MEN UNHUNG.” 








and Black—Black—good heavens !— 
the bishop in the far corner—yes, yes, 
the square was covered.” 

He was right; and how many hun- 
dredsand hundreds of times had I not— 

“Come along,” I said, “ we'll play 
pirates.” 

The treasure hoard of Kidd, consist- 
ing of minute but very precious ivory 
ornaments, is buried in a spot near a 
rose-bush, known only to Antony and 
myself. It will be dug up next Christ- 
mas—perhaps. 

After all Chess is a very un-English 
game. I prefer “ Put and Take.” 
EvoE. 








A Kicker ? 


“Welsh Cob, active with her harness, reason- 
able price.”—Local Paper. 








“Three inches of snow and ten inches of 
frost were reported this morning from East 
Scotland.”—Local Paper. 

We remember, however, even longer 
frosts than this. 





“Seven Zaglulist dissentients have rejoined 
two remaining members of Zagelul’s delega- 
tion, and are holding meetings at Zagulu’s 
house.”—Provincial Paper. 

Presumably to determine how to spell 
their leader's name. 





“The German Chancellor stated in the 
Reichstag yesterday that Germany should 
wash her hands of the Reparations problem 
and devote her attention to. . . stealing in 
Glasgow a domestic servant's certificate of 
character.”—Scotch Paper. 


Another of these scraps of paper. 
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| of ostentation and self-advertisement.”’ 


6 PUN 


NEW YEAR SURPRISE PACKETS. 


For myself I cannot claim to be a | 
very constant reader of “A Lady In 
Society.” It is my cook-house ‘kee per, | 
Mrs. Perks, who is the real devotee. 
Indeed, Mrs. Perks’ whole attitude to 
life is regulated by those intimate little 
chats with “A Lady In Society ” to be 
found each week in the pages of Home 
Notions. 

But it so happened, a few days ago, | 
that Mrs. Perks, alarmed by my unex- | 
pected approach, made a hasty evacu- 
ation of my easy-chair and left her 
Home Notions behind her in the rush. 

It was in this way that I was fortu- | 
nate enough to come across the advice 
of “A Lady In Society” on the subject 
of New Year gifts. 

“The making of gifts, which should 
al this season be one of the most blessed 
of our pleasures, " wrote “A Lady In 
Soc iety, ° ‘is, in these days of bad 
manners and the vulgar Newly Rich, | 
likely to become a recurring nightmare 


] 
| ventleman would indulge in th is sort a 
| blatant lavishness.’ 


had just returned from a strenuous 
afternoon of belated shopping, but I re- 
moved my feet from the mantelpiece 
instantly and straightened up. 

“There is an etiquette governing the 
giving of presents,”” she continued, | 
“just as there is for all the other amen 
ities of Refined Circles. Do not try Lo 
make your gift look as though it cost 
more than you paid for it 

I glanced guiltily at the table where 
my little selection lay waiting to be | 
labelled and despatched. There was 
that dress waistcoat I had chosen fo 
Harold. I had placed it in its box, 
imitation pearl buttons uppermost, to 
impress his eye as soon as he opened it. 
Clearly such ostentation was a breach 
of the social code. So I got up and 
gathering a little soot from the back o 
the chimney, smeared it lightly here 
and there on Harold's white ' waistcoat 
Obviously Harold would now decide 
that the thing was shop-soiled when I 
bought it and had been secured at half 
price. 


I sat down again with a sigh of 


| relief 
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| advertisement 


' followed the lead with fifty- thousand 
pound estates, a stud of fabulously ex ex 


“Tt was an American millionaire,” 
“A Lady In Society” reminded me, | 
“who first set a bad example to our 


own profiteers by giving a million-dollar | 


house as a little Christmas present toa 
near relative. The opportunity for self- 
was too good to be 
missed, and, during the boom, tin, coppei 
and pork kings in this country quickly 


pensive motor-cars, or whatever would 
command suflici ently startling para- | 
graphs. I cannot impress too strongly 
upon my readers that no true lady or | 


NCH, 


i asked me to accept, as a sin: ull token of 
her esteem, 


| solemnly 
| iInine (neal or othe 
i such a gift from me this New Year. It 
i Was nol that 1 bes 
1 | It was simply that 1 could not bear to | 


iol gloom Ove r me in 1922, 


litais only the pain staking giver who has 
| the right to be cheerful. If we have not 


| An omelette 
} approached with caution. 


THE “LONDON 


“OR 


Now you begin to see what a bene- 
factor “A Lady In Society” is. With- 
out her guic ling hand in our daily lives 
Mrs. I ’erks and I might come the most 


CHARIY ARI. 





horrible purlers. For instance, but for 
this warning I might very well have | 
walked into the kite hen on Christmas | 
morning and presented Mrs. Perks with 
a diamon i tiara. And Mrs. Perks, not 
to be outdone, would then most like ly | 
have led me out into the back-yard and 


a brand-new Rolls-Royce, 
or something of that sort. 

As for million-dollar houses, | or 
my hand on the printed words of 
Lady In Society,” and there and thes 
that no f | 


vowed relative of 
rwise) shx 


vuld receive 


udged the money. 


be thought 


ungenth manly by 
In Society 


“A Lily 


It would have cast a sort 


“It is good to be a cheerful giver, 
‘A badly! in Society ’ pointed out, ' ‘but 


spent sufficient and forethought 
on this business of giving, it will rob | 
us of our Own enjoyment of the 


season. 


tune 


festive 
My last word to my readers 1s | 
that the most vital and ne cessary part 


|of any successful scheme of present. | 


making is the thrill of sw prise, | 

Whilst Lam, lL hope, no snob, neither 
am Ll the man to doubt the word of a 
Real Lady, especially if she happens to 
be in Society. 
to the table: 
with a 


Accordingly ier turned | 
sand regarded my purchases 
critical eye. There was the 
waisteoat for Harold, the work basket 
for m yu riden aun t, the pogo stick for | 
my little nephe wr lane nee, and the book- | 
rest for dear old gouty Uncle Roger. 
The thiill of surprise ? Well, it 
wouldn't take long to rearrange things 
After all, any silly 


ass could see that 


| But Time’s the tinker that 


Janu. ARY 4, 192 22. 


THE TINKER. 


Wnuy were the wonderful hours so brief, 
When the blackbird sang so sweetly ? 
(nd what, in sooth, is the coin of youth 
But elfin gold, gone fleetly, 
So fleetly. 

Time's a tinker and Time's a thief 
And what he don’t take trash is; 
He takes the boy and the morning's joy, 
And he leaves us age and ashes, 

The egg-shells and the ashes. 


1Oh why was the haleyon all too fleet 
For ever an eye to follow, 
His diamond day and the songs of May 
And the bluebells in the hollow, 
So hollow ? 
s a tinker and Time's a cheat ; 
You ll know him when he passes, 


Time’ 





For he takes the wine of the Spring 


sunshine 
And he leaves us empty classes, 
The broken empty glasses. 


(nd the silver cord of the golden harp 
That once was rung so dearly ? 

‘Tis woful frayed for the tune’s been 

played, 
And the lilt forgot-—or nearly, 
So nearly. 

Time's a tinker and Time's a sharp 
As all his tricks do teach one, 

And harp and merle or a singing girl 


Ile ‘il steal the song from each one, | 


The May-day song of each one. 
And the loves you loved and the laughs 
vou laughed ? 
Ah, Time ’s the cutpurse cleve 


They 're in his pack and they ‘re on his | 


back, 

And he’s down the road for ever, 

lor ever, 
knows his 
craft 

In every sign and token, 

| And, soon or late, tis as sure as Fate, 
He ‘ll pateh the things left broken, 
A heart or aught that’ s broken, 


The Right Spirit. 


. er » “Jnwisnh Lapies’ Guinp 
‘A Lady in Society” should know best. | A Flannel Dance will be hela in the Guild 
So I addressed the evening waistcoat} Hall Thur sday, December 8, 


to my maiden aunt, the work-basket to 
Harold, the book-rest to little Clarence 
and the pogo-stick to Uncle Roger. 

“There,” I said, as I tied on the last 
label, ‘| couldn't do more even if | 
were In Society myself. That ought to 
surprise them a bit.” 

And, if I may judge by the warmly- 
phrased letters of acknowledgment | 
am alres uly receiving, it did. 
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j 











‘However, it is 
words of the omelette 
for omeletios,” 


ognised that, in the 
gs have to be 
Daily Paper. 


that 


broken 


speaks should be 








This — prove the Dance of the Season, 
Refres hments will be served free.” 
Advt. in South African Paper. 

“Mr. A. . of Bulawayo, has kindly 
donated six bottles of whisky to the Jewish 
Ladies’ Guild dance, which takes place on 
Thursday, the 8th instant. The ladies hop 
many Will follow Mr, ——’'s excellent example.” 


inother paragraph in same paper 


From the Priae Mnustme’s mes- 
sage to Mr. Banrour as rendered in a 
provincial journal ; 

“We have itched with admiration and 
thankfulness the clear and vigorous lead given 
by your statement (?) at Washington to this 
great cause,” 


Our office-boy is also much tickled. 


at 8.30 p.m. | 
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MANNERS AND MODES, | 


SYMPATHETIC EFFECT PRODUCED BY THE APPEARANCE OF AN ULTRA-MUSCOVITE CONFECTION IN A 
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| as if they were forming words. 
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Habitué (introducing his wife to favourite hotel). “HERE, WAITER, WHERE'S MY HONEY?” 


Waiter. “I'm sorry, Sik, BUT SHE DOESN'T WORK HERE NOW.” 








ACROSS THE POND. 


VI. 


Pernars I went to Congress on a| 


bad day. 

A member of the House of Repre- 
sentatives was speaking when I en- 
tered. I knew he was speaking because 
every now and then he waved one of 
his arms like a man doing physical 
exercises or pointed a forefinger in a 
hostile manner at one of his colleagues, 
and sometimes, when he turned my way, 
I could see that his lips were moving 
What 
the words were I could not discover 
because of the buzz of conversation 
among the other members, who were 
sitting down or walking about or 
arguing quietly in corners. Did I 
say “buzz"’? I have heard a fairly 
substantial buzz in the House of 
Commons during the speeches of indif- 
ferent speakers; compared with that 
the conversation in Congress amounted 
to a roar. The maddening thing was 


| that one could hear so little of the 
| conversation. Just underneath me there 


| were four members standing together, 


with their backs to the Chairman, and 





{they were having a capital argument 
| about—what do you think ?—Prohibi- 
jtion. Unfortunately there were many 
of their remarks which 1 was quite 
unable to catch, owing to the noise 
made by the other members. I thought 
this was inconsiderate on their part. 
Meanwhile the gentleman in the 
middle went on doing his exercises in- 
defatigably, and far away, behind a 
little marble altar with a green baize 
top, the unfortunate Chairman sat and 
watched him in a sort of fascination. 
Nobody else, however, seemed to take 
the smallest interest in the man’s exer- 
cises. I counted about ninety members. 
Some of them were reading newspapers 
and some of them were chewing some- 
thing, and one or two were sucking 
large cigars; I imagine they had no 
matches, for they made no attempt to 
smoke them. Then there were a num- 
ber of young boys running about the 
place with papers—new members, I 
suppose, for they were rather better 
dressed than the others; but at that 
age one could not expect them to be 
quite so keen on politics as the rest. 
At last, however, I discovered that 
there were at least four men who were 


| 





] 
j 
i 


| 





closely watching the speaker a few 
yards away from him. After a little 
one of these men stood up and began 
to do some exercises of his own; but the 
speaker made such a hostile gesture at 
him that he sat down again, cowed. 
sut not forlong. Ina minute he stood 
up again, and this time the other man 
made no objection. He stood there ap- 
parently listening, and the second man 
stood there apparently talking, but what 
he said I have no more idea than the 
maninthe moon. I fancy, though, that 
it was something rather disgraceful, for 
nearly all the other members began 
conversing more loudly than before, as 
if to keep some dreadful secret from 
reaching the ears of the public gallery. 
Meanwhile the other three men were 
tired of watching, and, seizing their 
opportunity, they stood up too while 
the other men were not looking. Now 
there were five of them standing up in 
a nice little confidential circle enjoying 
a nice little confidential talk together. 
First two of them talked, and then 
another two, and then the fifth man 
talked with one of the first pair, so that 
you scarcely ever had the same two 
men talking at the same time, which 
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Three of 
them had their backs to the Chair- 


was a good arrangement. 
| man, so that he, poor man, was cut off 
1 





ee 


| from the whole thing, which was not 
so good. But I thought it was a very 
solemn thing to see those five earnest 
men solemnly discussing affairs of state 
| (I assume) in that noisy place, as you 
may see a group of venerable financiers 
pause a moment in the City to settle 
the future of far-off nations, quite un- 
moved by the din on every hand. 
| With that thought I stole out and 
| visited the Supreme Court. ‘“ We needs 
must love the highest when we see it ;” 
but the Supreme Court, though im- 
_ pressive, was dull by comparison, and 
I returned, fascinated, to the Lower 
House. 
When I got back a man was making 
a speech, and he was talking so loud 
that the other members could scarcely 
| hear themselves speak. At any rate 
most of them had given up all attempt 
at conversation and were watching the 
' man rather disgustedly, I thought. 1 
‘don’t know why, for he was a much 
more athletic speaker than the other. 
First he stood at a little lectern in 
| front of the Chairman and shook his 
fist at everybody. Then he tired of 
that lectern and walked over at a brisk 
pace to another one some yards away, 
where he shouted very loud and extra- 
ordinarily fast about the Gentleman 
from Alabama. Then he spurned both 





the two of them, working himself up 
into a rage. When he was properly 
| worked-up he abandoned the lecterns 
altogether and came right out into the 
open, roaring furiously about the Gentle 
man from Oklahoma. 

His eye had caught an inoffensive 
little old man on the front bench, with 
white hair and spectacles, who, so far 
as I could see, had done him no harm 
whatever. He stooped down and peered 
in the old man’s face, as if he was not 
quite swre whether he was really there 
or not. When he had decided that it 
vas a real face he shook his fist at it 
and marched away in a great rage, 
delivering a stinging sentence about the 
Informal Contracts Bill as he marched. 
The Chairman seemed to think that 
this was a bit too strong, for he stood 
up and hammered with his hammer; but 
no one seemed to pay any attention, so 
he sat down again. 

Just then a great calm was seen to 
descend upon the speaker and he an- 
nounced in a deep whisper that he was 
going to measure his words; so we all 
settled ourselves in our seats, for we 
knew that that would take him a long 
time. Unfortunately he caught sight 
of the little old man again, and, march- 


lecterns and just strolled about behind | 














ing back to him, he stooped down and 
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I was 50 


I wasn't 
INTERESTED IN THE BEAUTY HINTS AND CONFESSIONS IN THE PROGRAMME,” 


NOTICING : 








examined him once more, like a man 
examining an insect he has found 
under a brick. What he saw seemed 
to infuriate him. He shouted a rude 
question at the old man about the 
Gentleman from Missouri, and before 
the old man could think of an answer 
he answered it himself. ‘ Naow!” he 
said, with one of those bitter sideways 
smiles that run half-way up the cheek ; 
and he shook his head from side to 
side, and he stamped his foot with a 
loud bang, and far and wide the mem- 
bers stirred uneasily in their sleep. I 
knew now that the little old Gentle- 
man from Indiana was going to die. 
Nothing could saye him from that 
ferocious Irishman. 

But apparently the Chairman too 
had been measuring the man’s words ; 
and they were too long. He stood up 
and hammered very firmly, and the 





orator went back to his seat like a | 
lamb. The old man was saved. 

I am afraid he was a demagogue, that | 
speaker. But he was a good walker. 
A. P. H. | 

Another Impending Apology. 

“Mr. , M.P., won the challenge cup | 
given by himself for the best beast at —— fat | 
stock show.”—Daily Paper. 











“ 





Free Church, 11 a.m., ‘ Ahab and the | 
Fishbite.’”"—New Zealand Paper. 
It was after this incident, you remem- 
ber, that Jezesen nicknamed him “The | 
Judicious Hooker.” 





| 

From a reported speech by the Head- 
master of Eton :— 

“They did not want to make our games a 
professional kind of trial, merely for the 
amusement of people who hardly knew one 
end of a football from the other.” 

Morning Paper. 
That cuts us out of the fun. 
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THE 


THE BATTLE OF THE BIRD. 


Tue following correspondence has 


| been placed at my disposal. I consider 


myself to be under a national obligation 
to publish it.—E. V. L. 

I. 
Mr. Launcelot Barkley to Messrs. Murk 
and Son, Fishmongers and Poulterers. 


Dear Sirs,— When I took The Towers 


| I received a letter from you asking for 
| custom and assuring me of your best 


| attention. 


The first thing I ordered 
from you was a chicken, but the chicken 
that you supplied was without a liver, 
although in your account I found it 


| charged for as though it were complete. 


I am therefore deducting sixpence. In 
future, if you cannot supply chickens 
with livers, I will go elsewhere. 


Iam, Yours faithfully, 
LauNCELOT BARKLEY. 
Ul. 
Messrs. Murl: and Son to Mr. Launcelot 
Barkley. 


Dear Sir,—We regret that you find 
fault with our account. The chicken 
was similar to those with which we are 
accustomed to provide our customers. 
If you wish for the liver you have but 
to say so and it shall be sent. The 
price charged for the last chicken is the 
lowest possible and we cannot agree to 
your deduction. 

Always to command, We are, 
Yours obediently, Murx anp Son. 

















TIME-SAVING ONE-PIECE DRESS. 


II, 

Mr, Launcelot Barkley to Messrs. Murh 
and Son. 

Dear Sies,—lf I were not an invalid 
I should come to see you in person and 
put the case more clearly than I can in 
writing. But that is out of the ques- 
tion. My point is this—that when I 
order a chicken I order a chicken: that 
is to say, a bird with all its edible 
organs intact. Among these the liver 
occupies a high place, is indeed thg 
chicken’s principal delicacy, whether 
it is eaten solid or merged with the 
gravy. A chicken lacking its liver is 
not a chicken, but only partly a chicken, 
and must be charged for accordingly. 
Perhaps you have never heard the 
phrase, “liver wing”? It means the 
wing under which the liver is cooked, 
and good hosts offer these as a special 
privilege. 

It is considerate of you to say that 
if I order the liver to be sent I shall be 
obeyed. But my point is that sending 
the liver should be automatic. If I 
ordered a lobster would you retain the 
claws ? ‘ 

I certainly cannot pay full price for 
a chicken that lacks an essential organ. 


I am, Yours faithfully, 
LaunceELoT Bark Ley. 
IV. 
Messrs. Murk and Son to Mr. Launcelot 
Barkley. 


Dear Sir,—Waiving the matter of 
the deducted sixpence, we beg to repeat 


|that it has long been our habit to send 














our customers chickens without liver, 
unless the liver is specially demanded. 
No one before has ever complained. 
We would add that if you do us the 
honour to order a lobster from us it will 
be found to have its claws attached. 
Always to command, Weare, 
Yours obediently, Murk AnD Son. 


v. 
Mr. Launcelot Barkley to Messrs. Murk 
and Son. 

Dear Sirs,—If, as you say, I am the 
first person to complain of your wholly 
unwarrantable and, I am tempted to 
add, dishonest retention of the liver, all 
I have to remark is that 1 seem to have 
come to live in a singularly pusillani- 
mous district, and I am glad to have 
been put in the position of champion to 
such a set of cowards and poltroons. 
It is time they had someone to fight 
their battles for them; and not only 
they, but I am given to understand 
that all over England weak-kneed people 
are allowing plundering poulterers to 
swindle and rob them in this way. 

Since you are so unwilling to admit 
that there is anything amiss in your 
conduct, I must, at great inconvenience, 
make other arrangements as to birds. 


I am, Yours faithfully, 
LAUNCELOT BARKLEY. 
VI. 
Mr. Reuben Murk, Jun., to Mr. Launcelot 
Barkley. 


Dear Sir,—Writing on behalf of 
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THE CONFERENCE HABIT. | 
Mr. Wixston Cuvurcuitn. “JOLLY PLACE, CANNES. WHERE'S YOUR NEXT CONFERENCE?” 
Mr. Lioyp Grorar. “WELL, I’M TOLD THE SCENERY'S PRETTY GOOD IN HONOLULU,” 
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Hostess, “AND W 


the first time we have heard our highly 
respectable neighbourhood called “ pu- 
sillanimous,’ which the dictionary in- 
forms us means faint-hearted and mean- 
spirited. We think it premature in a 
new-comer to say hard things of a dis- 
trict in which such gentlemen as Lord 
Lankerville, Lady Toughborough and 
Sir Henry Brigstock, to name no others, 
have long been honoured residents, and 
also where so fine a War Memorial 
has been erected. In the opinion of 
father and self no words could be less 
well-chosen than “ cowards ” and “ pol- 
troons.” If the neighbourhood were 
what you call it we feel sure that the 
Bishop of Marchester would not bring 
his family here every summer. 

We regret to lose your custom, but in 
the matter of chickens we would point 
out that it is the practice not only of 
ourselves but of poulterers all over Eng- 
land to sell the livers separately. 

Ibegtoremain, Yours respectfully, 
Revupen Murk, Jun. 
Vu. 
Mr. Launcelot Barkley to Messrs. Murk 
and Son. 

Drar Sirs,—I confess myself beaten. 

Please continue to serve me with 
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HAT GOOD RESOLUTIONS HAVE Yor 


chickens, and do not hesitate to remove 
any parts for which you can find a 
ready sale or which other customers 
desire, according to the practice of 
honourable poulterers all over England. 
If the Bishop of Marchester should ex- 
press the wish to have the breast of 
my chicken, let him have it. If Lady 
Toughborough puts in a plea for the 
wing, acquiesce. Purvey the liver, if 
desired, to Lord Lankeryille, and give 
Sir Henry Brigstock the opportunity of 
devouring the gizzard. But be sure to 
charge me for the whole bird, or I shall 
—most unreasonably—be dissatisfied. 
Yours faithfully, 
LaunceLot Bark Ley. 





Smith Minor Again. 


Question. Give some account of the 
life of Achilles. 

Answer: He was cursed by his 
mother, fell into the river Stynx and 
Was ever afterwards intolerable. 


“Can any Lady thoroughly Recommend a 
Young Nursery Governess for boy of 5} and 
girl of four? Knowledge of health, good 
needlewoman ; Dalcroze or York Trotter pre- 
ferred.”— Provincial Paper, 


| We suppose a Fox Trotter would not do. 





MADE FOR THE NEW 











YEAR?” 


Another Impending Apology. 

“Lady Winifred - left Viceregal Lodge, 
under the Seditious Meetings Act.” 

Indian Paper. 
This appears under the heading “ Social 
and Personal,” but seems to us more 
personal than social. 
Our Retiring Dandies. 

“It must be nearly half a century ago that 
Sir John - used to set the fashion to 
London's smart young men... Isaw him 
in the Park yesterday morning wearing the 
top hat out of which he never appears.” 

Daily Paper. 


“A re-decorated, or re-papered or distem- 
pered wall is always an appreciable form of a 
Christmas gift.”—Local Paper. 


But very difficult to wrap up. 


“ Major-General Sir Webb Gillman, com- 
mandant of ‘ The Ship’ (as Woolwich Academy 
is known the world over)."—Evening News, 
There ’s many a slop... . 

“Wanted, Poultry Farm, 3 to 10 Acres, 
within easy reach of Weston-super-Mare, Bris- 
tol, Bath, or even Gloucester.” 

Advt.in West-Country Paper. 
Who is this, in the words of Swax- 
spEARE (2 Henry VI, ii. 1), “ that hath 
dishonour’d Gloucester’shonest name?” 
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AT THE PLAY. 
“Tur Truts Asout Biayps” (GLOBE). 

In the preface to The Sunny Side, 
his final collection of Punch articles, 
Mr. Avan Mine announced that the 
time had come for him to put away 
childish things, such as high spirits and 
irresponsibility. In his new play, which 
may be said to mark the transition 
period, he presents a serious problem 
which hasa humorous side; nota “sunny 
side” but rather a cynical; not fun 
thrown in (except incidentally) for the 
joy or relief of it, but woven into the 
serious texture of the play and essential 
to its design. 

The Truth About Blayds has nothing 
to do with Canvertry, though the 
Great Man of the play must have had 
a nice sense of humour or he could never 
have carried through, and apparently 
enjoyed, his masterly imposture. There 
was no indication that in his “ 1863 
volume,” the only one from his own 
pen, he unbent into light verse. With 
the exception of those young barbarians, 
his grandchildren, everybody took him 
seriously. 

Much skill was shown in the leading- 
up to his introduction in person on the 
stage. Dimly and awfully we had pic- 
tured this god-like figure—practically 
immortal, for was it not his ninetieth 
| birthday ?—through the eyes of those 
| devout worshippers, his daughters and 


the priesthood ; through the eyes, too, 
of his bored and rebellious grand- 
children, who loathed the stuffy temple 
atmosphere and regarded him as a 
tyrant Juggernaut to whom their bright 
youth was being sacrificed. And then 
at last the divinity was revealed to us in 
the flesh, not mounted on a monstrous 
| roller or a flaming chariot, but just a 
wheeled chair. 


we had the dearest old dotard, with a 
gentle word for all, a pleasant fund of 


appreciation of the homage of the liter- 
avy world. Mr. Norman McKixnern 
played the part almost too well for the 
author's purposes; certainly the re- 
grettable disappearance of so delight- 
ful a figure (though his death was 
necessary to the discussion of “the 
truth about” him) gave a touch of 
anti-climax to the rest of the play. 
With the opening of the Second Act 
the old hypocriteis dead and buried—not 
in the Abbey, for this honour had been 
declined by his younger d 





At once we saw that, if ever he was a | 
despot, it must have been ages ago; that} the British public was not likely to be 
the tyranny of which his grandchildren | satisfied with mere argument, however 
complained was nothing more than a/| entertaining as arevelationof character, 
tradition kept up for his own ends by }and that something must be done to 
the high-priest, their father. For here | appease their appetite for romantic sen- 


reminiscent anecdote and a childlike | 





son-in-law, well-versed in the ritual of | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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sole executrix, to whom he had confessed 
at the last that his fame was founded 
on the poems of a dead friend, one Jen- 
kins, which he had pinched. Ina long 
statement, full of the bitterness of dis- 
illusionment, she recites the painful 
facts to the assembled family, and con- 
tends that they must be made public, 
since it was unthinkable that the rela- 
tives of the deceased rogue should profit 
by either wealth or glory dishonestly 
acquired. The remainder of the play 
is largely concerned with arguments, 
abounding in casuistry, for and against 
this contention. The discovery, in the 
Third Act, of Jenkins’ will, by which he 
had left everything to Blayds, settles 
the financial side of the question ; for 








NINETY 


Blayds 7 


AND NOT FOUND oOwU?r, 
» « Mr, Nokwan McKuxyer, 


the rest, the possible theory of * hallu- 
cination” satisfies the more elastic 
consciences 


Mr. MILNE of course recognised that 


timent. So we were given, as a second- 
ary motive, the romance of Isobel and 
a gentleman whose offer of marriage 
she had declined eighteen years ago in 
order to devote herself to her father ; 
and the Second Act closes with her 
reflections upon the domestic joys that 
she has missed by a sacrifice now proved 
to have been lavished on what she con- 
siders to have been an unworthy object. 

Clearly Mr. Mine took some risk in 
this appeal to our pity, for Blayds, 
absent or present, alive or dead, had 
been made so much the central figure 
of the play that some of us were not 


aughter, Isobel, | quite prepared to transfer our interest 





to the tragedy of Jsobel’s wasted life. 
Besides the author had supplied us 
with good reasons for remaining dry- 
eyed and even callous. The truth is that 
we ought not to have been very fond 
of Isobel. We ought to have doubted 
whether a really nice woman would 
have given the old man away like that 
before the whole family ; still more, we 
ought to have asked ourselves whether 
a daughter, alleged to be a pattern of 
filial piety—and indeed we had seen 
exquisite touches of gentleness in her 
care for him—would have threatened 
to expose him publicly, even by way of 
indulging the most selfish of con- 
sciences. Might she not have been 
content to contide his secret to just 
one pair of ears—her lover's for choice 
—and salved her conscience on the 
financial question by finding some ex- 
cuse for waiving her legacy’? 

But it was plain that her trouble 
was not a mere matter of conscience. 
Her tone in discussing her father’s im- 
posture had suggested the idea of wrong 
done to her personally, even a faint hint 
of desire for revenge. Indeed she her- 
self admitted that her devotion had not 
been the pure devotion of love, but that 
she had wanted to be associated with 
his greatness and have an intimate 
part in his immortality. 

You see, then, how one might have 
been justified in refusing to her the full 
sympathy that she claimed. Ifshe had 
sacrificed married happiness from a pure 
sense of love and duty, we might have 
been sorry for her, but she would not 
have been sorry for herself. Though 
disillusioned she would have counted 
the sacrifice worth while. But if she 
made it for a motive in which personal 

pride and ambition had a place, then 
| she might be sorry for herself, but we 
‘could not properly be expected to take 
wny large share in her sorrow. 

However, Miss IrENr VANBRUGH Was 
not to be put off by any such dull 
reasoning as that, and, thanks to her 
acting and the words that she was 
given to do it with, her appeal got 
home—or most of the way. 

I thought that the opening dialogue 
(up to the grand-daughter’s welcome 
entry) was a little drawn-out, and the 
|same might be said of the argument in 
ithe Third Act, which, I am informed, 
has undergone some abbreviation. Also 
| the happy ending—not to theargument, 

which remained inconclusive, but to 
the affairs of Isobel and her man— 
seemed rather perfunctory, though there 
was a typical note of freshness in its 
treatment. But these were trivial 
blemishes in a brilliant play. 

As Isobel, Miss Irenr VanpruGu had 
her adorable moments, but, as I have 
hinted, it was not a very gracious na- 
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Under-keeper (after a passage of arms with shooting tenant). “HE’8 NO GENTLEMAN YON.” 
Head-keeper. **AND WHAT MAKS YE SIC A JUDGE O’ GENTEELITY ?” 


Under-keeper. “ WEEL 











though Mr. Minne did not seem to be 
conscious of this. I have spoken already 
of Mr. Norman McKixnev’s perform- 
ance as Blayds—a remarkable tour de 
force on the part of almost the last 
actor that one would have suspected 


genial. Mr. Dion Bovctcautt dom- 


reflected glory of hero-worship. I liked 
the sincerity and unobtrusiveness of 
Mr. Ion Swintey as [sobel’s lover ; and 
| Mr. Jack Hopps made a most vivacious 
Philistine. I was not quite so happy 
| about Miss Farra Cetni who played his 
rebel sister. She seemed to be «a little 


| | cramped in this pontifical interior; to 

| get the right freedom for her boyish 
‘ | figure she needs to be outdoors. 

| As for Miss IRENE Rooke, who ap- 
peared as the dutiful wife of the high- 
priest of the Blayds’ cult, she was per- 
; haps the most attractive personality in 
the whole cast. Content to play the 
| part of just a good stupid woman, she 

| was never out of her humble place in 
| the picture. “I don’t understand,” she 
. kept on saying, and let those nice wide- 








set eyes of hers gaze vaguely on a 








| as likely to find such a character con- | 





, I KEN A FROG FRAE A SALMON ONYWAY.” 


ture that she was asked to present,|mystery that was too much for her.| guggestion and Auto-Suggestion. 
“ Why should he need to steal anybody | 


'else’s poems when he could write such 
beautilul ones himself?"’ Nobody on 
ithe stage paid any attention to her, but 


| I was her rapt worshipper all the time 


|in my stall. 
It is no light tribute to Mr. Mine's 
art that he should have been able to 


inated the play with his clever portrait | command the services of so splendid a 
of the type that simply wallows in the} company. 


0.5. 





| « Mrs. Henry Whitson took a motor trip 
| to Stotts City, Monday, where she had all her 
teeth out. She was accompanied by Opal 
| Rivers, Maggie Sietz and Nellie Kline, who 
enjoyed the outing.”"—American Paper. 


They would. 





| Anessay by an eight-year-old boy :— 
“A cow has four legs and a tail and it is 
undone a bit at the end to wag the flies off.” 


Evidently there are no flies on him. 





“CatcurTa, Monday. 

The Governor of Bengal announced in the 
Legislative Council to-day that the Viceroy 
had acceded to the request made by the bandit 
Malaviya that he would receive a representa- 
tive deputation.”"—Evening Paper. 
We regret to learn that the hitherto 
respected Pundit Malaviya has adopted 
predatory methods. 
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There was a dark lady of Rye 

Whose motto was “ Never say dye ;” 
But, thanks to three parrots 
She trained to say “ Carrots!” 

Her tresses turned red in reply. 


There was a Victorian roué 

Who went to a lecture by Cove; 
Since when there’s no question | 
That auto-suggestion 

Has made him not quite so “ Old Q-y.” | 





“UTMOST LIMIT. 
Orree oF Brirars To IRELAND.” 
Headlines in Australian Paper. 


It seems to us to go beyond the limit. 





From a chureh notice :— 


“The Sale of Work proved to be more satis- 
factory than the most sanguinary of its pro- | 
moters expected.” 
lt looks as if the purchasers had been | 
intimidated into generosity. 





‘ Sun Rises This Morning . . 6 23 


Sun Sets To-night.....3 6 
Moon Rises. ...., 623 a.m. 
Moon Sets...... 3 6pm.” | 


Liverpool Paper. | 

Old Sol’s slavish imitation of the lesser | 
luminary is greatly to be deprecated. | 
iii j 
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THE PENALTIES OF GENIUS. 
Mr. SwiGBrook TO GO TO JERICHO. 
(By our Special Interviewer.) 





Wiru that clairvoyance which is one 
of his greatest charms Mr. Swigbrook, 
anticipating our questions before they 


| were uttered, at once plunged into a 
long and animated monologue on his 


plans and projects. “ Whether I am 


| going to Tokio to see my Cicero when 


| return of 
| way 


| there 
| Sanskrit, 


| The correspondence I 


it is produced in the cherry-blossom 
season,” he began, “is at present on the 
knees of the gods. But I am certainly 
going to Jericho in February to see it 


produced there on the occasion of the | 
Thanet, who by the} 


Lord 
has commissioned me to 
a cycle of Biblical plays, beginning 
with the Deluge. Cicero, > 
[ may incidentally men- 
tion, has been trans- 
lated into quite a num- 
ber of languages. Be- 
sides a Yiddish edition 
are versions in 
Esperanto, 
Tamil, Telugu, Pidgin 
English, Romany and 
Malagasy. It is also 
to be produced at Salt 
Lake City, where the 
State schools have just 
adopted itasa text-book. 

“You want to know 
about the contents of 
my letter-bag ? Well, 
lL need hardly tell you 
that it always contains 
something interesting. 


had over Cicero was 
simply enormous, the 
bulk of it, curiously 
enough, from America ; 
| but really there was 








write 





the writing of Cicero involved an abso- 
lutely incredible amount of study, Even 


| now IL ean hardly understand how alone 


I did it. But the colossal labour of 
mastering and digesting all Latin liter- 
ature from Romuvs to Jutrus Casar 
has been of great service to me in writ- 
ing my Pompey, and will continue to 
be so when I embark on my Brutus, my 
Horace, my Maecenas and my Augustus. 

« And now I see that you would like 
to ask me about my lectures. Really I 
don't know that I have very much to 
say on the subject. I infinitely prefer 
the creation of masterpieces to the 
discussion of them. Still one cannot 
always be creating; Apollo must un- 
bend his bow at times; and also it is 


| well that the public should occasionally 
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A LESSON IN MANNERS. 

I waLkep quickly down Pall Mall 
and was on the point of crossing the 
road which leads into St. James's Square 
whena large powerful carswung rapidly 
round the corner without warning, 

With a frantic effort I sprang back 
just in time to save myself from being 
knocked down, and at the same instant 





I became aware that someone else was 
about to step on to the road. I was| 
between him and the car, so that he 
could not see his danger, and with an 


instinctive impulse I threw out my | 
arm to stop him. The back of my hand | 


struck him on the chest. 
He was a man well 
groomed and of grave and dignified 








_ “For HEAVEN'S SAKE DON'T QUARREL WITH ME IN THE STREET, MarrHa. 
WHAT HAVE WE GOT A HOME FOR?” 


he had just come out of 


}one of the best Clubs. | 

He turned his head | 
and glared at me with | 
haughty astonishment. | 

I felt horribly guilty of | 
a piece of inexcusably | 
bad manners. What] 
right had I to treat him 
as if he could not take 
care of himself? If he 
chose to get run over 
what right had I to in- 
terfere? 

All this he conveyed 
| tome in one frigid stare. 
| Itindicated that I ought 
| to restrain my vulgar 
impulses. It implied 
that his safety was no 
affair of mine, and, 
moreover, that he had 
no intention whatever 
of being indebted to an 
absolute stranger for it. 


Ba | demeanour. Probably 








hardly a place onthe surface of the globe | be brought into personal contact with 


from which I did not receive some com- | me, so that they may be able to answer 
munication or other, to say nothing of | the question, ‘And did you once see 


| wireless messages from thesolarsystem. 
“Where, you ask, is the Pompry 
play to be shown? So far I have not 
| yet decided. The difficulty is not in 
securing a theatre, but in securing the 
theatre best suited to one’s specific re- 
| quirements. I should prefer the Temple 
at Paestum, or perhaps the Parthenon 
at Athens, but the cost of transporting 
either to London would be considerable, 
| possibly prohibitive. 
| “When I am asked, as I see you are 
| Obviously about to ask me, whether I 
prefer ancient or modern themes, the 
| answer is really very simple. The work 
in hand is the work I prefer. A play 
in hand is worth two in the bush. 
But, to be quite frank, I must admit 
that the writing of one play not in- 
frequently assists me in another. Thus 





Swigbrook plain?’ 
resonant aflirmative. 

“Yes, you are right, as I can infer 
from your expression, in assuming that 
I am not exclusively interested in 
any particular period of literature. All 
claim my attention, not least that era 
which boasts such poets as MASEFIELD, 
Yeats, De tA Mare and Jonn Drink- 
WATER. And that reminds me that the 
preparation of my new volume of 
poems has encroached so heavily on the 
time—viz. 4°30 to 4:45 p.m.—which I 
had intended to reserve for my Cavour 
play that I have not yet advanced 
beyond a mere scenario and the per- 
usal of several thousand volumes of 
contemporary literature. But on my 
return from Jericho I mean to set to 
work in earnest on my Italian cycle.” 


with a glad and 





I faintly murmured 
an apology and added, “I thought you 
would be run over.” 

But I was conscious that this was 
no excuse. So was he. Yet in spite 
of such provocation his behaviour was 
perfectly correct. He was that type of 
Englishman whose behaviour always 
is perfectly correct. 

With a stiff inclination of the head 
he acknowledged my apology and re- 
plied, “ I am obliged to you, Sir.” 

His tone was polite but very cold, 
and he passed on his way with un- 
ruffled dignity, while I in a chastened 
mood turned into St. James’s Square. 

Although undoubtedly I saved his 
life I hope he bears me no ill will for it. 
I shall know better next time. 








“The Post and Western Mail should roalls 
bury their heads in sackcloth and ashes.” 
Morning Paper. 


dressed, well | 





At the same time putting on sand. 


— 
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GREAT ACHIEVEMENTS OF 1921. 
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Mr. Seprimus X. J, CLaGG, WHO MASTERED THE NEW MAsTeR JOHNNIE CLUFFERS, A MESSENGER BOY WHO RE- 
“THERM” SYSTEM OF READING THE GAS-METER, FUSED TO LOITER AT A STREET FIGHT WHEN ON AN ERRAND. 
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Mr, WALBERS WICK, POUNDER OF THE Foop Leracur, Mr, PARKINGTON Bixnco, WHO SECURED AN AUTOGRAPH 
WHO WAS INSTRUMENTAL IN GETTING A PENNY KNOCKED PROM A CELEBRITY IN A DENTIST'S WAITING-ROOM, 
OFF THE PRICE OF SARDINES 
— 
| - 
a 
\ 
\ 
pik 
} 
i 
| 
i 
| 
| ! 
| 
I | 
j 
4 ! 
, A aes ’ ¥\ 
<_ AR RIeN wl 
CounciLLoR MaGes, OF WIGGLEFORD, WHO GAYFR THE Miss Trixie LeEvINE, THE POPULAR REVIVE ARTISTE, 
WORKMEN A BIT OF HIS MIND ON THE PRESENT SYSTFM OF WHO REFUSED TO HAVE HER- PHOTOGRAPH TAKEN FOR THE } 
} LAYING BRICKS PAPERS DURING THE SEASON AT DiprpIncTron-on-Spa, | 
| ? nICKS, 
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WEATHER AND WHY. 

I nave discovered why the weather 
has been all wrong lately. 

You know what I mean. Those 
muggy days when it ought to have 
been frosty and those frosty nights 
when it ought to have been mild. And 
it's really so simple that I wonder no 
one has thought of it before. 

It is due to the fact that they ‘ve 
started cutting down those Govern- 
ment Departments at last, and they ‘ve 
begun on the Weather Office. 

Of course you know how the weather 
is arranged. The Clerk of the Weather 
| gets up on a nice bright crisp morning, 
puts on a nice new pair of white spats 
and starts off for the office without an 
umbrella. And then some junior clerk, 
| fed up with waiting, sees some lightly- 
clad enemy passing along the street 

and resolves to try a little experiment 
'on his own account before the chief 
| comes. So he whistles up a few clouds 
| and switches on a sharp shower. And 
the Clerk of the Weather arrives at the 
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And he goes back sadly to his room 
and has south-westerly breezes instead. 
+ * . 

In every department it is the same. 
Where is the delightful and thoroughly 
efficient girl who used to do that fancy 
cirrus cloud-work on a moonlight night? 
Gone. Simply because one of the 
Geppes inspectors saw her doing it 
and mistook it for a new openwork sort 
of jumper. And that sweet girl whose 
particular job it was to temper the wind 
to the shorn lamb? Gone. The lambs 
will have to rough it this year. And that 
shy little mouse who could always put 
her hand on anything that was wanted, 
from a thunderbolt to a zephyr? Gone. 
All gone. 

And the Clerk of the Weather sits 
in the midst of desolation and tries 
hard to carry on. But it is up-hill 
work, 

So after all we mustn't blame him 


* * 





| Christmas. 


too much for the sad mess he made of 
He did his best, but detail 
was never his strong point. He found 


}a very decent little frost for Christmas 


| office wet and in a thoroughly bad tem- | Eve and even a small snowstorm about 


ver. Then you and I pay for it. 

Naturally, as it’s a Government De- 
partment, we pay for it anyway. But 
when the Clerk of the Weather is an- 
noyed we pay for it every way. 

And now the whole department is, 
mathematically speaking, at sixes and 
sevens. The poor chap literally hardly 
| knows where to turn for a handful of 
| hail or a ray of sunshine. There he 
sits behind one of those solid expensive 
| desks, examining samples of snow with 
his muffler on and looking very worried. 
Rarely now is seen that glad smile with 
which he was wont to despatch thunder 
storms to early garden-parties or send 
snappy little frosts after the celery. 
He is losing faith in the efficiency of 
his department. He is never really sure 
about a thunderstorm now. And they 
used to be able to get you thunder like 
lightning. 

He glances out of the window and 
decides that the time has come for a 
flutter of snow. He picks up his tele- 
phone with a pathetic hope-deferred 
sort of look. He turns the little inter- 
communication switch and speaks. 

“ Hallo!” he says, “ Hallo! Hallo! 
Oh, con——! Hallo!” 

And then he sighs and gets up. He 
wanders out into the deserted corridor 
and goes gently through a dusty door- 
way. But the room is bare and the 
telephone wire comes straight down 
from the ceiling with a telephone hang- 
ing like a fish at the end of it. Nothing 
looks so deserted as a telephone wire 
coming straight down from the ceiling 
with a telephone hanging like a fish at 
the end of it. 


dusk. But the stock of snow ran out, 
and for the life of him the poor chap 
couldn’t find where they used to keep it. 

So when you looked out late on 
Christmas Eve and found yourself dis- 
appointed of a white Christmas the 
Clerk of the Weather was shuffling 
moodily back to his room through a 
deserted corridor. 

He had taken rain instead. 








HOW TO BRICHTEN HUNTING. 





Dear Mr. Puncu,—I have read with 
| great interest the lively dialogue on the 
subject of “ State Aid for the Chase” 
in this week’s issue of your valuable 
paper. Many of us are but too well 
aware of the present expense of hunt- 
ing, which does not seem to have con- 
formed to the figures for the reduction 
in the cost of living given each month in 
The Labour Gazette, and indeed is not 
even mentioned in that periodical. 
But, Sir, I am a little doubtful about 
the chances of obtaining State aid just 
now, however desirable that may be, 
and I beg to give you a much more 
practical suggestion: Why not adver- 
tise hunting ? 

We live in an age of advertisement. 
It is not love, it is advertisement, that 
makes our world go round. Yet the 
ancient and typically British sport of 
hunting is almost alone in scorning the 
aid of a little judicious publicity. 

It is true that accounts appear in 
the Press of the doings of the various 
packs. But do they advertise hunt- 


ing? No. They make no attempt to 
do so, 





| With dancing eyes and parted lips the 











What we want is something of this 
kind: 

Tue Soutn Botney.—This charming 
old-world hunt invariably shows its 
patrons good sport. No blind ditches, 
All hedges carefully trimmed. No 
ploughing allowed. Foxes guaranteed 
to run towards home after 3.30. Try one 
day with us and you will never hunt any- 
where else. Master, Mr. Courtley Gates. 

Tue Porrersury.—Do you like com. 
fort when hunting? Then come with 
The Master personally superin- 
tends the comfort of every member. 
Choice liqueurs supplied at every meet. 
A check always arranged to synchro- 
nize with the luncheon-hour. And the 
country is honeycombed with a network 
of lanes. Try one of our special easy 
days for beginners. 
Master. 

So much for the general advertise- 
ments. We then come to the particular 
advertisements, the records of actual 


us. 


Colonel Craw ley, 


days. These should run more like 
this :— 
THe Benrmoor met at Pothook 


Hanger yesterday. It was a perfect 
autumn day, and the prettiest sight in 
the world as the field moved off to Ash- 
bin Covert, the red ribbons on the tails 
of the horses flashing in the sunlight. 
[t was not long before a tell-tale sound 
came from the far end of the wood. 





ladies of the hunt dashed off, the men 
following courteously behind. Across 
the noble slope of Tumble Down they 
raced . . . and so on. 

Or 

Tue Posnrort had another enjoy- 
able day on Tuesday. Indeed followers 
of this hunt invariably see good sport. 
The meet was at Bottlecombe Park, 
and the surroundings there were so 
delightful that most of the day was 
spent in the adjacent coverts. 

That is how it might be, how it 
should be done. That is how a sport 
which has become perhaps a little an- 
tiquated may be invested with fresh 
pep and punch. 

Indeed I foresee for hunting, if my 
ideas are carried out, an unprecedented 
boom. Overcrowding ? What of that, if 
hunt subscriptions are down to 12s. 6.? 

I am, dear Mr. Punch, 

Your obedient Servant, 
Nimrop Jorrocks-SMIru. 








The Lure. 
“Look at this busy crowd round the silk 
jumpers . Yesterday they cost 4/-; to-day 
they cost 21/-!"—Evening Paper. 


“We had a few years’ conversation also 
with Kid Lewis.”—Sporting Paper. 
The modern boxer is apt to do more 
talking than fighting, but we fancy 
this must be a record, 
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Butler, “I'm arnaip | SHALL ’AVE TO GIVE NOTICE, MY LADY. 


CANNOT BEAR TO SEE YOUR GUESTS STOOPIN’ TO ‘Pur AND TAKE,’ W 


. Teter 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I RATHER imagine that the somewhat artificial plot of 
| What Timmy Did (Hurcuinson) was necessitated by the 
| story’s coming out piecemeal in the weekly edition of The 
Times ; and that, having made so much concession to serial 
| exigencies, Mrs. Bentoc Lownpes felt free to concentrate 
her mind—and what a delightful and discerning mind it is!— 
on serving up the scenery and characters as she could wish to 
see them done. At any rate she has succeeded admirably 
with the old Surrey house so precariously kept going by 
Janet Tosswill, and with Janet herself, and with her small 
son, Tummy, and with her five more or less grown-up step- 
children; and, of these last, especially with Betty, who 
copes with the horrid recurrence of washing-up and other 
disabilities of the New Poverty in the true spirit of Cin- 
derella. Then Godfrey Radmore, whom Betty had been 
made to renounce in his ineligible youth, comes back a 
millionaire. But Betty is so cloistered in the kitchen, and 
a certain designing Mrs. Crofton is so accessible in the 
Trellis House, that the whole scheme of reconstruction must 
have suffered shipwreck if it had not been for Timmy. 
However Timmy is gifted with second sight and knows a 
great deal more about the mysterious death of the late 
Colonel Crofton than is comfortable for his widow, And 
what Timmy does—well, that, of course, is just what you 
must discover for yourself, 
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ROULETTE AND SHEMANG-DE-FUR I 


’AVE COUNTENANCED, BUT I 
HICH I UNDERSTAND IS ALL THE RAGE 


WITH THE LOWER CLASSES.” 


Mr. Norman Davey indulges a fondness for mythological 
allusion, a flippaney of wit and a tendency, infrequent on 
this side of the Channel, to idealise the demz-monde. What 
wonder, then, that the hero of Guinea Girl (CHAPMAN AND 
Haw.) should seize one of those happy chances at Monte 
Carlo which constitute admirable wa threshold for 
romance? or that the lovely adventuress with the golden 
hair, who borrows his last hundred franes, should win a 
fortune with them ? j 
well assured, any less felicitous title than “* Danae.” 
away toa select hotel on an enchanted island these fortu- 


sO 





Nor has this chapter, you may be | 


Wafted | 


nate ones enjoy an idyll, and no one, not even the worldly- | 
wise Lady Cantire, suspects that Yvonne is anything but the | 


Comtesse she claims to be. 


behaviour and her hair, and sets about captivating others, 


not least Mr. Kingston Pugh, the renowned sportsman, | 


who finally carries her off (in a seaplane) and settles down 
with her to domesticity and the cultivation of Italian vines. 
Mr. Norman Davey, though usually Gallic and gay, 


drops occasionally into the fault of Britannic earnestness, | 


And there is no disillusionment | 
until Calypso shows that her heart is less golden than her | 


and this quality makes his book, which has not sufficient | 


morality to touch us as nearly as comedy should, not light 
enough to be treated as farce. 





In my humble opinion The Mucker (Metnvey) is the best 
story that Mr. EpGar Rick Burrovens has written. But 
then I am not a chartered member of the Tarzan Club and 
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| as for Thuvia, maid of Mars, and the other denizens of Mr. Russian Count, and his mother was a daughter of a Rabbi. 
| BurroveGus’ preposterous planet, they give mea pain. There | The Count had to fly from Russia, and Abraham ‘ child. 
; | is nothing inherently impossible in the plot of The Mucker, | hood was spent in the greatest poverty in the East End of 
a | which involves the kidt apping, for the purpose of securing London. But he was a clever boy and a determined, and 
i | ber fortune, of an American heiress, and the shipw reck, on | stage by stage his fortunes improved until he became (I 
HH | an island inhabited by semi Japanese savages, of the kid- | never knew how) the bosom friend of the I rime Minister, 
tT | nappers and their prey. Very un-American this, yet not Mr. Mosecey is a graphic writer and his pictures of Jews 
H| | improbable. But Mr. Burrovaus has been to » long in the | and of Jewish life are unforgettable, but I should feel inore 
a | Moon with Thuvia and the thoats and in the jungle with | intimately acquainted with Abraham if T had been shown 
| Tarzan the Terrible to be able to handle his unassuming | how he contrived to rise to such heights and not merely 
| plot in a reasonably realistic way. His pet m inia is blood- | been told that he did so, I do not wonder in the least 
| shed. The slain do not satisfy him unless they lie in heaps. | that he is described as “an enigma.” But Mr. Mose.ry's 
fl | The Mucker, when fighting the semi-Japanese savages, | work is vivid and sincere, and this must be set down in 
| never has fewer than six spears embedded in him, but they mitigation of its countless faults. 
simply spur him on to more desperate deeds. With a waste- | era arer yee 
fulness of effort that a bayonet-instructor would deplore | Mr. W. Rixey, I understand, specialises in the Yorkshire 
he cuts all his adversaries in half. When Mr. Burrovaus; scene with stout broad-accented lads and lasses living vigor 
| finally comes down to earth and observes the rudiments of | ously against its stone-walled fields and climbing fells. J/en 
physiology he will spin a rattling good yarn. The Mucker! of Mawn (Jenkins) isa good old fashioned tale old-fashic ned 
| is a step in the right ~~ — ‘4 —— in’ technique not in 
| direction, and the Tar-| =>: Laie | : time—ofa foul-mouthed 
| zan Society should re- | | > carpenter-builder in a | 
gister its appreciation | pt hillside village whose | 
: in the customary way. | “a 1” laced motto was “ All for my- | 
a i cae | sen;” ofa journeyman, 
' The Romantic Lady | James Inman, who de 
| (COLLINS) is a some- | voted himself with quite 
' | what monotonous quat - unexampled (and, to tell 
’ | tette of short stories | ‘ truth, quite ineredible) | 
; | which, I take it, consti- | ‘ concentration to his 
: tutes Op. 2 of Mr. | villainous purpose of 
é | Micnagn ARrweEn’s| . ' ruining everybody in 
: | “airy, eynical, polished | every conceivable way 
| inquiries into the ac ' for love of gain or of 
tions and re-actions of revenge for imagined 
women’s loves.” Of the wrongs: of a very fine 
four women in question old workman, Manivel 
here, only Iris Poole is \ : Drake, the true hero of 
| allowed to deviate into Tie = Ithe tale. whose cour 
| virtue; the Countess of a Cat age, good-humour and 
| Casamona, Fay Rich-| = Christian conduct bring 
| mond and Consuelo} am everything right in the 
| Trent belonging with| ~~ eee t | ond (and this old man 
| uncompromising unan Ni bleman (to his seneschal). “Senp A PLUMBER AT ONCE, THE MOLTEN | js rather too good to he 
imity to the ‘almost = ca aes ee ee ee ra = ot lt OF ORDER, AND WE'RE EXPECTING true, I fear, hut it "g a 
| perfect type of that! Siti teniiiciniedsastacasica _______!cheery and inoffensive 
‘modern’ woman who has held her place in the life and| goodness); of Jagger Drake, Maniwel’s son, and Nancy, 
| poetry and prose of ages from the wife of Uriah to Mary | who first mated ill with the villain, Iuman, and then, the 
| Stuart.” Well, I don’t quite see any of them as BarHsHERA | more happily for remembered sorrow, with the gallant 
; | or the QUEEN oF Scots myself, though the Countess’s gallant | Jaqqe) . A wholesome story, well told. 
. | was the son of a bishop, which, I suppose, is as near to the 


errant Davip as you can get on the telephone. But what 
about this for guilty splendour? “Simplicity stunt on 
Howard de Walden lines, you know, with Whistler and 
Meryon etchings scattered here and there about the pale 
walls, and a certain suggestion of black and gold lacquer 
somewhere, which I can’t now exactly place, unless it was 
a tall boy or something of the kind.” It was sporting of 
| the Countess to put her tall boy into black and gold lacquei 


up so late on such a dubious occasion without his hy phen. 


Nowadays many writers of fiction sh 


now 


aly 





| 

| 

| construction, but | have never known a novelist to pay less 
| attention to it than Mr. Sypyry A. Moseney. 4 Singular 

People (Staxtey Pav) has all the merits which sincerity 

and knowledge can give, but it isan annoying book, because 
it totally ignores things which the reader wants and has a 
| right to know. Abraham Wardowlorski’s father was a 
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for that eventful night, but [ don’t think he should have been | 


a contempt tor } 


} ‘ Burglars who visited the house of Mrs. 
Fr 
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| “Q TEMPORA, O MORES!” 

(Suggested by the notice of Princess Braesco'’s Voliwne 

Stories in “ The Times” of December 22nd.) 

WHEN Mistress Asquitn started reminiscing 
“The Thunderer ’ came mighty near to hissing ; 
jut now, when Marcort’s yarns are weak as water 
Matched with the strong wine of her daring daughter, 
No more“ The Thunderer ” cries, “O monstr’ horrendum 1" 
ut suavely murmurs, “ Nunc est Bibescendum !” 


of 


| 


The New Irish. 


“Through all this discourse but two Lrish words, howeve1 
comprehensibly, and they Erskine Childers,’ "— Dail 


tood out 


Pa) cr. 


were 





: eat the two hind legs 
of a partly-cooked turkey.”— Sunday Paper. 


i It was considerate of them to spare the fore-wings. 
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CHARIVARIA. 


Tub duty on dolls with glass eyes has 
been cancelled. Yet there are peopl 
| who still ask, ““ What has this Govern 
ment done?’ 


‘Five million pounds has been spent 
| on intoxicating drinks in America dur- 
ing the last thirty days,” says The 
Times. As liquor can only be obtained 
for medicinal purposes in America it 
looks as if they must have had a nasty 
relapse. 








A Zurich composer has introduced 
to London a new suite in which a bass 
drum is struck with a biveh-broom. It 
is not known why this form of corporal 


| punishment was adopted. 


“There are very few ‘red-nosed’ 
comedians now,’ says a stage journal. 
It seems that the campaign against 
dazzling headlights is having the de- 
sired effect. 


Sir Conan Doyie is our authority 
for stating that we shall still play 
games in the next world. Is there to 


“T put up my hand,” said a police-! be no escape from “ Put and Take ".? 


man giving evidence in court, 
‘and the Forp car pulled up 
dead.” Nerve-shock, we suppose. 


A German scientist hopes 
shortly to discover a method of re 
making imitation coal. Too 
late. Our coal dealer has been 
delivering the stuff for months 


“Murderers,” says a police 
official, “always do their best 
to keep all possible clues from 
the police.” It is probable that 
if the truth were known there is 
some special reason for this. 

* 


A polecat from Carnarvon has 
been received at the Zoo. There 
is no truth in the rumour that 
it was refused by the National 
Liberal Club. .. , 





“There is always supreme 
pleasure,’ says a weekly paper, 
“in seeing a man appropriately 
dressed forall occasions.”’ Would 
the author of this remark kindly 





An American newspaper proprietor 
has described Lord Nortuctirre as the 
ablest man in Europe. We are sure 
that Lord Norracuirre will treat this 
deliberate belittlement with the con- 
tempt it deserves. 


An automobile show is to be held in 
Mexico this year. This is understood 
to be the outcome of a local demand for 
something to take the place of the old 
revolutions. sé 

A diamond has been found in a North 
London garden, we read, but further 
digging has failed to disclose any others. 





It is hoped that this later news 
will be in time to arrest the 
rush home from the Rand. 


At the conclusion of his re- 
cord break of 1,274 Newman is 
reported to have made a short 
speech expressing regret that 
he was unable to make more. 
We always think that the best 
thing to say on these occasions 
is that you don’t know how it 
is, but you are right off your 
game nowadays. 


* 

Whale fishing is said to be | 
the latest hobby of wealthy Am- 
ericans. The big tarpon story 
had attained dimensions that 
made this inevitable. 


“ Any stick, of course, does to | 
beat programme - music with,” 
writes a critic. Most conductors 
however prefer the conventional | 
baton. - & 


With reference to the an- 








let us know the appropriate cos 


nouncement that “The Blue | 
tume for a dominoes drive ? 


Boy” is being shown in London | 
before its removal to America, 
an old lady writes to ask us to 
get seats for herself and two | 
grandchildren at a matinée performance. | 





seventh 


Small Boy (as his father gives a miss for the 


wa 
A correspondent writes to The 
Daily Express to ask what is 
the most beautiful sight in London, 
We reserve our answer till Lord Cur- 
Zon’s return from Cannes. 


9” 


FOR : 





time). “*MumMMY, WHAT'S THE BALL 





A Swede who is detained at Ellis 
Island claims that one of his legs was 


buried in America fourteen years ago.| According to a Society note, winter 





“The first steel pen was made in 
London in 1803,” says a contemporary. 
We fancy we tried to use this very pen 
in a post-oflice the other day, 


A Russian woman of Kharkoff has 
been banished from the Communist 
Party for having the “ sentimental pre- 
judices of a middle-class woman.” It is 
said that she always steps aside when 
she sees a bullet coming, 


“ Bacon and rheumatism,” says Dr. 
James Davey, “ go together.” Unfor- 
tunately in these hard times we cannot 
afford both, 





It should be pointed out to him that 
mistakes cannot be rectified after leay- 
ing the country. 


“The North of Scotland,” says an 
official of the Air Ministry, “ is the only 
part which has not suffered during what 
has been the driest year on record.” 
In our opinion jokes about Prohibition 
are in bad taste. 

* 

The taxi-drivers of London have 
started a journal of their own called 
The Steering Wheel. As the cost of 
asbestos printing-paper is at present 
prohibitive the column “ Answers to 
Fares" has not yet been included. 





sports are not a great attraction to Lord 
Beaversrook. The Swiss authorities 
are believed to be conferring on the 
matter. 


According to a French scientist, fleas 
brought up on milk have no desire to 
bite. The difficulty, of course, is to tell 
if any particular flea you meet is on a 
lacteal diet or not. 





“Finding after a long chase at Upper Wig 
gington, near Oswestry, that only one grey- 
hound was in pursuit of him, a fox turned 
and fought fiercely.” — Daily Paper. 

We think that, in the interests of pure 
sport, Reynard’s protest was justified. 
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TO A VICTORIAN WIFE. 


As a Victorian bachelor conceives that a Victorian husband 
might express himself. 

[At the Conference of Educational Associations, held last week at 
University College, a science mistress contended that games provided 
girls with a chance of working off their primitive instincts. Woman 
with no outlet for her fighting instinct might become catty 

Ar times, Amelia, when I cast 
My vision backward and commune 
With memories of our mutual past, 
I sigh that you were born so soon 
That in the mimic games of war, 
Condueted under otic conditions, 
You never had an outlet for 
Your savage fighting intuitions, 





If in the sanguinary scrum 
Or round the seething hockey goal 

You could have let those instincts hum 
That surge in every maiden’s soul, 

It might have spared me, being wed, 
When over trifles we debated, 

The bottled steam that on my head 
Has been so freely ventilated. 


But (on the other hand) you might 
Have made me go in bodily fear, 
And from your huge commanding height 
Taught me a husband's proper sphere ; 
For in these sports where women rage, 
That tend to make their stature swell up, 
No physiologist can gauge 
What awful gifts they may develop. 


The games that exercised your craft 
Did not induce a bulging waist ; 
The mallet or the feathered shaft 
Were plied by Beauty trimly laced ; 
And, though at pastimes which you prized 
Our Amazonians sniff so scoflily, 
No girl was ever brutalised 
Kither by croquet or toxophily. 


To-day some missile, driven hard, 
Might of your nose have made a wreck; 
| Your matchless lips some boot have marred 
Or knocked your nice teeth down your neck 
So, after all, since I incline 
To feminine forms and comely faces, 
| I'd choose, in any wife of mine, 


The dear despised Victorian graces. O. 8. 


Norr.—Another view of the same question of Games for Girls i 
pre sented on page 38. 


“THE EVE OF. CANNES,”- 
Who is she? 


New spaper Contents- Bill 





“ Almost a hundred delegates met at Ballybay and passed a resolu 
tion that, while maintaining Ireland's indefensible right to absolute 
independence, they believed, ete.”— Daily Paper. 

“Mr. de Valera and his friends will become the Republican minority 
in a new and, we believe, contended Ireland,”—Another Daily Paper 
Truth will out, even in a misprint. 





From a description of the Lorp CHAanceLLor: 
“The pinkish, almost boyish face capped with a strong jaw lool 
responsible, yet the eye is roving, ruminant. discernin 


g, roublarde,.” 
AvsiIn Harrison in “ 


The English Review," 
Tt ° . . . 

Che roving eye, while chewing the cud, is no doubt won- 
dering, “ How on earth did my jaw get up there?” 
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YET ANOTHER THREATENED INDUSTRY, 

Tis slump in Harley Street stock is pretty serious, 
Trade was never in such a shocking state. Pass along this 
noted thoroughfare from one end to the other and you will 
see behind every window one or two specialists with lancet, 
forceps or fretsaw in hand gloomily watching for patients 
who do not arrive. 

What a contrast to a year or so ago when the boom was 
at its height! Fortunes were made in a day. Overtime 
was the rule and not the exception, Surgical specialists 
had to work on the mass-reduction principle, and operated 
on their patients in groups of three. Mounted policemen 
were needed to keep the queues in order, 

Nowadays a man who has to traverse Harley Street 
hurries along in the middle of the road in fear and dread 
lest he may be suddenly seized and dragged into one of the 
surgeries Where his aorta may be underpinned or his uvula 
exorcised, 

It is all the more disheartening when we remember that 
in the case of this particular industry the slump cannot be 
laid at the door of the Continental exchanges or German 
competition, 

Some say it is due to the swing of the pendulum. More 
blame the lack of a strong -trade union in the medical 
industry, which would have curbed the tendency to over- 


| production. Had a ea’canny policy been adopted, they say, 
| and a scientific datum line fixed there would have been 
jappendices, uvulas, colons and what not in abundance to 


be handled, and the vast majority of specialists would be 
even now in constant employment. 

There is something in each of those opinions, but they 
merely touch the fringe of the subject. The fact is, medical 
specialists have been killing their own pig through not being 
consistent. ‘Time was when we believed blandly all that 
they told us, If they said hay-fever was caused by an im- 
moderate use of the loofah, or that brine-baths cured bald- 
ness, we entered their pronouncements in our note-books 
along with proved facts like “ Thirty days hath September,” 


) and “Five-and a-half yards equal one rod, pole or perch.” 


Now, however, they have got into the habit of holding 
individual views and contradicting one another likeanything. 

One morning Sir George X. writes to the papers to say 
that Hickleberry’s new serum is, next to the automatic coin- 
tester, the greatest invention that this country has produced, 
and that the dreaded disease, axiomatica, has received its 
death-blow., 

The next day Professor Bitley-Witley denies this in toto 
and, in the evening newspapers, states that, after exhaustive 
experiments with Hickleberry’s serum, he has come to the 
conclusion that, while medicinally it has no more value 
than a diet of door-knobs, it is well-nigh perfect for dark- 
ening brown boots. 

Similarly with surgery. One specialist wants to extract 
the colon, another advises inserting a semi-colon in case 
of emergency. Professor A. thinks that adenoids simply 
obstruct the traflic and ought to be blown up as dangerous 
to navigation. Professor Y. swears that the adenoids 
stand between a man and stark lunacy. 

And so it goes on until the public gets fed up and doesn't 
believe anything they say, and possible patients as a result 
stand aloof from Harley Street. 

As soon as our medical specialists realise that it doesn’t 
matter what they say as long as they all say the same thing, 
the cash registers of Harley Street will begin to rattle as 
they did before the slump. 


alone 


“Cook, good after Christmas.”—Advt, in Provincial Paper. 








Cook seems to have arranged for a “merry” Christmas. 
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A SCHOOL FOR SHARKS. 
Joux But, “I WONDER YOU KEEP SUCH UGLY SAVAGE BRUTES.” 


M. Briann. “OH, THEY WOULDN'T HURT YOU; THEY'RE BEING TRAINED NOT TO 
BITE CIVILIANS.” 


Joun Bute. “WELL, I'M NOT TAKING ANY CHANCES.” 
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| towns of the U.S.A., one would almost | the world } 























Mistress. ““WuAT 18 THAT SOUND OF SOBBING, ARBUTHNOT?” 
Butler, “Iv's Atice, Mapam. 


SHE SAYS SHE ’S BROKEN——” 











|not the real America; you must go 
down to. Virginia.” In Virginia they 


ACROSS THE POND. 

VII. say, “This is no good. You must go 

I am an Irishman (by b!ood), and it| further South.” In Kentucky they Say, 
was therefore discouraging when aj} You must go further West.” Or fur 
porter declined to handle my baggage | therSouth; orfurther North. What they 
on the ground that I was English. | say in the West I know not, for we aban- 
That is the worst of having an English | doned the pursuit in Kentucky; but if 
accent. But it was nice to know that, | the real American ” is move delightful 
if one was arrested in one of the big| than the imitation ones of that part of 


he must be a very jolly man. 


| certainly be arrested by afellow-country- | It was amazing to discover that Ker 


man, and tried by a fellow-countryman, | tucky was a real place. 
and probably jailed by another ; and, if ; 
one had any bother at the Customs a} the singer, expressing 
the Post-Otfice or almost any official} a great yearn to go to Kentucky and a 
place, the bother was bound to be with | profound regreé that he cannot go there, 
a fellow-countryman. jfor some reason which is never ex- 
I want to hear no more about the) plained. Or else he was there a long 
Irish emigrating to America to avoid|time ago but can’t get back. He is 
being governed by the English ; for half | never actually there and enjoying the 
the Americans I met were longing to!place. And all this had invested it 
emigrate to England to avoid being |for me with the romance of the w 
governed by the Irish. Indeed, now | attainable. 

that the sufferings of these islands look | But it does exist. And I know now 
like being relieved at last, I think some-|} why nobody stays there, in spite of 
thing ought to be done about the suffer- | the 
ings of America. The Irish show no | 
signs of abandoning that island. 


. All rag time 
songs, as you know, are in the form of 
a lamentation by t 


pleasant people and the pleasant 
sleepiness (and the Bourbon whisky 

It is because in Kentucky of all places 
In New York they say, “ But this is they have inherited the worst traditions 














Mistress. “Goop GRACIOUS !—AGAIN?” 
Butler. “ Not ANYTHING OF VALUE THIS TIME, MADAM; IT’S ONE OF HER New YEaR's GOOD RESOLUTIONS.” 


of the English public meeting. 1 wa 
privileged to attend a large cathe ing 
of Kentucky farmers. Disappointed 
buy Virginian tobacco) I made sure that 
| here at least would be romance. 
I should see the wild free sons of the 
Kentucky soil ordering their affairs 
With rugged simplicity and directness, 


1 


to anger, I should see tliem snow an 


dilatory talkers of less primitive areas. 
vent early, to watch them come In. 
I went ly, t { t} me in 


[I wanted to catch the easy swing ol 
their prairie-bred, sun-steeped limbs. 
A large number of wise and elderly 
London solicitors entered the room 
men of dignified and ample build 
nen with intellectu 
: 








, bald 


1 brows, and neat 
tweed clothes and Eneli 


} 
| Lal & 
faces and 
| = : 
LnNelsi voices, 

Not one of them was brouzed. Not 
eun. One ol 
them, indeed, attempted to settle the 
business with simplicity and directness, 
but the meeting was too much for him. 
The meeting perhaps realised that 


one of them carried a 











of speech, warm-hearted though quick 


‘| 


with Virginia (where it 1s impossibie to | 


Here | 


: 1 } a 
probably with guns. Bronzed men, racy | 


example in political method to the | 





: . . 7 
they looked like London solicitors, and | 
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| they were determined to conduct their 


| taries of the districts could attend to 


| numbered one hundred and seventy-six. 


| mittee at all. 
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business in character. This, it ap- 
peared, was the last of a series of 
meetings, and the whole point of this 
one was that something was now actu- 
ally going to be done. They discussed 
this for two hours, and it looked then 
as if something would be done almost 
immediately. But I knew better. 

I know the Anglo-Saxon meeting. I 
knew that a stout man with a deep 
voice would stand up in the third row 





and advocate caution; he would say | 
that they must hasten slowly ; he would | 
say that, after all, the world was not | 
going to end to-morrow ; that this was | 
a matter which required very careful | 
consideration; that he, for one, was | 
not wholly satisfied with the figures ; | 
that in his opinion the Bxcoutive Gana} 
mittee was too large; that he ventured | 
to suggest that a small special Com-| 
mittee should be formed to investigate | 
the figures and report to the meeting | 
at alater date. I knew that man would | 
uppear. He did. 

1 knew too that everybody else would 
whisper to each other, ‘Old fool!” ; but | 
that none of them would raise his voice | 
in protest; that when the motion was | 
put to them every one of them would | 
ineekly support it. They did. 

As usual it was fatal. The stout 
man had tasted blood. He rose again 
(Ll knew he would) and said that in 
his opinion the General Committee of 
twenty-six was too small. He pro- 
posed that the Chairmen of the vari- 
ous districts represented at the meeting 
should be appointed ex officio to the 
General Committee. This was done. 
There were seventy-five Chairmen of 
districts, so that the General Com- 
mittee now numbered a hundred-and- 
one, 

Then another man He was 
evidently an accomplice of the stout | 
man, and had seconded all his sugges- | 
tions. He now pointed out that it might | 
often be difficult for the Chairmen of | 
the districts to attend the meetings of | 
the General Committee. In their ab- 
sence it would be useful if the Secre- 


rose. 





represent their respective areas. He 
proposed therefore that the Secretaries 
of the districts should be added to the 
General Committee. This was done. 
There were seventy-five Secretaries. 
The General Committee therefore now 


But there were still several men in 
the room who were not on any Com- 
The stout man noticed 
this, and in a very able and deliberate 
speech he pointed out that the Special 
Committee of five which was to inves- 
tigate the figures would no doubt be 
glad of the assistance of a few gentle- 
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men with practical knowledge of such 
matters, and he for one would suggest 
the names of the following seventeen 
gentlemen. This was approved. 

The Chairman then proposed that 
the meeting should adjourn, but he 
added that he would like the Executive 
Committee and the Special Investiga- 
tion Committee to stay behind, also 
the seventeen financial experts, and the 
Chairmen and Secretaries of districts, 
without whose local knowledge it would 
be impossible for the experts to conduct 
their inquiries. He then declared the 
meeting adjourned. 

Accordingly I adjourned—alone. 

That evening I was shown the Ken- 
tucky moon, many sizes larger than 
the Michigan moon. This is because 








in Kentucky they do not have a Man- 
in-the-Moon. They have a Committee- 
in-the- Moon. 

But I shall listen with a new sym- 
pathy the next time I hear a man 
singing 

“T want to go back, I want to go back 

To my old Kentucky town.” 


A. P. H. 








From Gay to Grave. 


“ Denis. stocks practically all the Leading 
Brands of Liquors. Funerals undertaken at 
Shortest Notise.”—Advt, in Irish Paper. 

From a maritime record :— 

‘*Hurn.—The report of the arrival of the 
Atlantic Ocean on Dec. 25 was erroneous.” 
In view of the recent floods we are glad 
to learn this. 
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THE SATURNALIA REVIEW. 


I seem to remember a time when The 
Saturday Review used to have poetry, 
or it may be verse, in it, and I was dis- 
appointed, in looking through its pages 
the other day, to find nothing that could 
be called by either of these names. 
There was however an article which 
gave me a thrill of delight. It con- 
tained a menu of a meal at one of the 


| principal London hotels and a long and 
| careful criticism of this meal, course 


after course. It was a fine essay and 
worthy of the great traditions of our 
literary weeklies. So far as I remem- 
ber, it ran something like this, although 
I have put it into a sort of rhymed 
metre, just to show the bon-vivants of 
The Saturday Review that there is no 
need to dispense with verse, or it may 
be poetry, altogether :— 


Not in vain will the moments be spent 

Of one like The Saturday serxibe 

Who determines to dine 

Off the best. He will follow, and seek 

By the scent 

A hotel where a man may indulge in 
respectable food 

And imbibe 

A not unmeritorious wine .. . 


{ went into “The Sturgeon ” last week. 

The consommeé was good ; 

It was more full of bits 

Than the kind at * The Fritz,” 

But I felt, as I sipped it with gusto 
profound, 

It belonged to that group 

Of consommés that aim at the starlike 
perfection of soup— 

Sense mated with sound. 

There succeeded a dish 

Of fish ; 

Muffled deep in some yellowish fluid 


| All round it and over, 
_ Embalming it whole, 
| Making sweeter and suaver 


| A little too thickly; it lacked 


The still quite perceptibly solemn yet 
delicate fiavour 

Of what it imbruéd, 

A filet of Dover 

Sole. 

Next came the bécasse M 

It was garnished (to be quite sincere) 

The aroma, the charm 

Of the wild shy thing o’ the woods that 
if was, 


| Though these sauces, | doubt not, at- 


tract 


| And are counted small harm 


By your erude profiteer. 
For myself I was more deeply stirred 
By the fish than the bird. 


| But the entremet, light 


Yet distinctive, a souflé Palmyre, 
In which cherries and fine maraschino 
had blended their laughter, 


The laugh of an elf, 

Was perfection itself 

And a notable end to the night. 

There was drunk with this meal 

A bottle of Nuits, very sound, 

Of the vintage of 1916, 

Which, though making no special ap- 
peal, . 

Was quite in the clef of this genre of 
CULSINE | 

And a good liqueur brandy was found 

Most acceptable after. 

On the whole, for three guineas or so 

The repast that I had 

In these days of absurd unemploy- 
ment, when business is slow 

And taxation too frightful 

To dine really well, 

Was by no means so bad; 

And the song I have sung, if you deem 
it not wholly delightful, 

Is at least a good ad. 

For “ The Sturgeon Hotel.” 

Next week we shall feed 

At the “ Hétel Splendide” 

Or “ Superbe”—I am not certain which. 

But I hope that their chefs will observe 
the remarks I have ventured to pass 

About the bécasse. 


This must not be too rich. Evor. 








THE ELUSIVE TOMATC. 

“CanuinG,” said Joan, “has com- 
pletely lost its terrors for us since we 
introduced a game to enliven it. This 
is what we do: Charles and I give each 
other a word, and whichever of us makes 
the hostess, or any other person in the 
room, say the given word first, wins; 
and, of course,” she added, “ we have 
pretty high stakes on it.” 

“ But that’s an old game, isn’t it ?”’ 
[ asked. ‘“ Haven't I seen something 
like it in Punch de 

“T daresay,” replied Joan; “but you 
can’t have heard the result of our com 
petition a few weeks ago. We had to 
pay a first call on a Mrs. Worthington- 
Toms, one of the New Rich. I had given 
Charles the word ‘Sparrow,’ and he 
had given me ‘Tomato.’ ‘Tomato,’ I 
said, was an impossible word to make 
anyone say in a ten minutes’ conversa- 
tion, but Charles replied that his was 
far worse and that I had a ready-made 
opening with the drought, from which 
any clever conversationalist could lead 
up eventually to tomatoes. 

“ Mrs. Worthington-Toms was alone 
and I had first cast. She rose to my 
fly at once, and for a moment I thought 
I had hooked her. 

“* Yes,’ she said, ‘the drought has 
ruined the vegetables. As for the pota- 
toes they were a complete failure, and 
the t, (I leant forward expectantly) 
tennis-court is quite burnt up.’ . 




















“I sank back disappointedly in my 





ee 
chair, and Charles, who was getting 
restive, made some perfectly idiotic re. 
mark about birds feeling the drought, 

“Mrs. Worthington-Toms was evi- 
dently a bird expert, and he was soon 
hot on the trail. ‘We have a bird-bath 
|on the lawn,’ said the good lady, ‘ and it 
is curious how few of the rarer birds it 
attracts; only the common types seem | 
to come, like the . 

“Charles made a kind of hissing sound 
to help her out, and I, realising the 
situation was critical, broke in, before 
she could say the fateful word, in ad- 
miration of a vase of flowers on her 
|table. ‘Oh! what beautiful sweet-peas | 





lthose are,’ I said. ‘Such an uncommon } 

Not exactly red. What shade 

; would you call them ?’ 

“T’m sure nine women out of ten 

i would have answered, ‘ Tomato colour,’ 
but she seemed to have an unnatural 

| dislike of the word. 

«*'They are a lovely new red of which | 
we are very proud,’ she said; ‘ unfor- 
{tunately most of the plants were eaten 
| by slugs.’ 


] - 
} colour, 





| “We find the birds very destructive 
| too,’ put in Charles, pouncing on the 
| opportunity. I hastily switched her 
hack to the vegetable kingdom and we 
| were having an animated conversation 
| about her onion-bed when Charles once 
|more worked her round to his aviary. 
| With a stupendous effort I changed the 
| subject to Guernsey, which she knew, 
| hoping to get her on to the main ex- 
| port trade, tomatoes. ‘ Let me sce,’ I 
said meditatively, ‘what do they grow 
in such quantities under glass there?’ 

“«Grapes,’ replied Mrs. Worthington- 
Toms promptly. 

“ Charles then realised time was almost 
up, and with a wild look in his eyes 

started to hurl at the wretched woman 

| just any question that might induce her 
|to mention a sparrow. She began to 
look rather irritable, so I decided to 
make a final attempt before getting up 
to go, and started a discussion on the 
high price of food, especially vegetables. 
‘Yes,’ she agreed, ‘even a pound of 
t——’ (I held my breath) ‘ turnips cost 
double now, and as for fruit—that is 
ruinous. Ours was all eaten by the 
sparrows.’ 

“Charles flashed a look of triumph 
in my direction. I hastily said good- 
bye and staggered out. 

“ Just beyond the gate we met a friend 
who said, ‘ Hello! Been calling on Mrs. 
Worthington-Toms? Nice place they ‘ve 
got, haven’t they?’ 

“* Yes,’ answered Charles with a self- 
satisfied smile. ‘ By the way, what did 
they make their money out of?’ 

“ «Surely you know,’ he replied. ‘It 8 
advertised on every hoarding. “ Toms’ 
Tomato Sauce,” of course.’ ” 
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THE SATURNALIA REVIEW. 


I seem to remember a time when The 


| Saturday Review used to have poetry, 
| or it may be verse, in it, and I was dis- 


appointed, in looking through its pages 
the other day, to find nothing that could 
be called by either of these names. 
There was however an article which 
gave me a thrill of delight. It con- 


| tained a menu of a meal at one of the 
| principal London hotels and a long and 


eareful criticism of this meal, course 


after course. 
worthy of the g 

literary weeklies. So far as I remem- 
ber, it ran something like this, although 
I have put it into a sort of rhymed 


It was a fine essay and 


metre, just to show the bon-vivants of 
The Saturday Review that there is no 


| need to dispense with verse, or it may 
| be poetry, altogether :— 


Not in vain will the moments be spent 
Of one like The Saturday seribe 

Who determines to dine 

Off the best. He will follow, and seek 
By the scent 


A hotel where a man may indulge in 


— food 
And imbibe 
A not unmeritorious wine... 


I went into “The Sturgeon ” last week. 
The consommé was good ; 

It was more full of bits 

Than the kind at “ The Fritz,” 


But I felt, as [ sipped it with gusto 


profound, 
It belonged to that group 


Of consommés that aim at the starlike 


perfection of soup— 
Sense mated with sound. 
There succeeded a dish 
Of fish; 


Muffled deep in some yellowish fluid 


All round it and over, 


Embalming it whole, 


| Making sweeter and suaver 
| The still quite perceptibly solemn yet 


| It was garnished (to be quite sincere) 
| A little too thickly; it lacked 


delicate fiavour 
Of what it imbruéd, 
A filet of Dover 
Sole. 
Next came the bécasse : 


j 


The aroma, the charm 


| Of the wild shy thing o’ the woods that 


it was, 


| Though these sauces, | doubt not, at- 


tract 


| And are counted small harm 


By your erude profiteer. 
For myself I was more deeply stirred 
By the fish than the bird, 


| But the entremet, light 


Yet distinctive, a souglé Palmyre, 
In which cherries and fine maraschino 
had blended their laughter, 


creat traditions of our 


The laugh of an elf, 

Was perfection itself 

And a notable end to the night. 

There was drunk with this meal 

A bottle of Nuits, very sound, 

Of the vintage of 1916, 

Which, though making no special ap- 
peal, 

Was quite in the clef of this genre of 
CUiSINE | 

And a good liqueur brandy was found 

Most acceptable after. 

On the whole, for three guineas or so 

The repast that I had 

In these days of absurd unemploy- 
ment, when business is slow 

And taxation too frightful 

To dine really well, 

Was by no means so bad ; 

And the song I have sung, if you deem 
it not wholly delightful, 

Is at least a good ad. 

For “ The Sturgeon Hotel.” 

Next week we shall feed 

At the “ Hotel Splendide + 

Or “Superbe”—I am not certain which 

But I hope that their chefs will observe 
the remarks I have ventured to pass 

About the bécasse. 


This must not be too rich. Evor. 








THE ELUSIVE TOMATC. 


“CaLuinG,” said Joan, “has com- 


introduced a game to enliven it. 


the hostess, or any other person in the 
room, say the given word first, wins; 
and, of course,” she added, “ we have 
pretty high stakes on it.” 

“ But that’s an old game, isn’t it?” 
I asked. ‘“ Haven't I seen something 
like it in Punch?” 

“I daresay,” replied Joan ; “ but you 
can’t have heard the result of our com 
petition a few weeks ago, 
pay a first call on a Mrs. Worthington- 
Toms, one of the New Rich. I had given 
Charles the word ‘Sparrow,’ and he 
had given me ‘Tomato.’ ‘Tomato,’ I 
said, was an impossible word to make 
anyone say in a ten minutes’ conyersa- 
tion, but Charles replied that his was 
far worse and that I had a ready-made 
opening with the drought, from which 
any clever conversationalist could lead 
up eventually to tomatoes. 

“ Mrs. Worthington-Toms was alone 
and I had first cast. She rose to my 
fly at once, and for a moment I thought 
I had hooked her. 

“* Yes,’ she said, ‘the drought has 
ruined the vegetables. As for the pota- 
toes they were a complete failure, and 
the t. (I leant forward expectantly) 
tennis-court is quite burnt up.’ : 

“TI sank back disappointedly in my 








We had to} 


pletely lost its terrors for us since we | With a stupendous effort I changed the 
This | subject to Guernsey, which she knew, 
is what we do: Charles and I give each | hoping to get her on to the main ex- 
other a word, and whichever of us makes | port trade, tomatoes. 


| hot on the trail. 
|on the lawn,’ said the good lady, ‘ and it 





i attracts ; only the common types seem 


lto help her out, and I, realising the 
| 
} 
} 
} 
| 
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; would you call them ?’ 





| by slugs.’ 
| too,’ put in Charles, pouncing on the 
|opportunity. I hastily switched her 


| back to the vegetable kingdom and we 


| about her onion-bed when Charles once 








chair, and Charles, who was getting 
restive, made some perfectly idiotic re- 
mark about birds feeling the drought, 

“Mrs. Worthington-Toms was evi- 
dently a bird expert, and he was soon 
‘We have a bird-bath 
is curious how few of the rarer birds it 
, 


to come, like the-—— 
“ Charles made a kind of hissing sound 


situation was critical, broke in, before 
she could say the fateful word, in ad- 
miration of a vase of flowers on her 
table. ‘Oh! what beautiful sweet-peas 
those are,’ I said. ‘Such an uncommon } 
colour. Not exactly red. What shade | 

“I’m sure nine women out of ten 
would have answered, ‘ Tomato colour,’ 
but she seemed to have an unnatural 
dislike of the word. 

«« They are a lovely new red of which | 
we are very proud,’ she said; ‘unfor- | 
tunately most of the plants were eaten 


“« We find the birds very destructive 


were having an animated conversation 


more worked her round to his aviary. 


‘ Let me sce,’ I 
said meditatively, ‘ what do they grow 
in such quantities under glass there?’ 

“*Grapes,’ replied Mrs. Worthington- 
Toms promptly. 

“ Charles then realised time was almost 
up, and with a wild look in his eyes 
started to hurl at the wretched woman 
just any question that might induce her 
to mention a sparrow. She began to 
look rather irritable, so I decided to 
make a final attempt before getting up 
to go, and started a discussion on the 
high price of food, especially vegetables. 
‘Yes,’ she agreed, ‘even a pound of 
t——’ (I held my breath) ‘ turnips cost 
double now, and as for fruit—that is 
ruinous. Ours was all eaten by the 
sparrows.’ 

“Charles flashed a look of triumph 
in my direction. I hastily said good- 
bye and staggered out. 

“Just beyond the gate we met a friend 
who said, ‘ Hello! Been calling on Mrs. 
Worthington-Toms? Nice place they ‘ve 
got, haven’t they ?’ 

“«* Yes,’ answered Charles with a self- 
satisfied smile. ‘By the way, what did 
they make their money out of?’ 

«Surely you know,’ he replied. ‘It’s 
advertised on every hoarding. “ Toms’ 
Tomato Sauce,” of course.’ ” 








ee 

















Jaxvary 1, 1922) PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI, 

















‘ =] 
; ? on 








on 











3" THE MISSING 














TRE Ree rte oko 





i, 
i 
i 
t 


























come 


Sb kd SARS 


| her very depressed. 


| slimed discords of blat- 
| ant brick and querulous 
| coping ; 
| ied against half-lumin- 


| cano-vented . . . shout- 
| ing squalorously in a 


nearest chemist. The ; 
psycho-analytic hero- Old Gentleman. 
ibe Mist, . SEPARATE CAGES? 
| ine, however, is too 


| crushed to do anything 
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THE PSYCHO-ANALYTIC HEROINE. 


Unutke the purely rebellious type 
of intellectual heroine, she does not 
talk much (except to herself), but she 
thinks and feels a tremendous lot. A 
goodly portion of her time is taken up 
with asking herself questions about 
Life, though she never seems to get a 
really satisfactory answer; only colours 
and smells and sensations which make 
She can get quite 
bitter simply by looking out of the win- 
dow. This is not surprising because, 
whenever a psycho-analytic girl looks 
out of a window in, say, Camden Town, 
she sees something like this :— 

“ Grotesquely broken lines of un- 
rhythmic ultramarine, stabbed with 
orange, blurredly gargoyled with rain- 





dinner. After all, George cannot help 
being a blob, and his cheerful beefiness 
wins her a lot of soul-sympathy in high- 
art circles. 

For a moment she feels almost tender 
towards George, but the sight of the 
cold mutton, and particularly the con- 
gealed gravy round about it, makes 
her bitter again. It is all so much 
like George—so much part of the blob- 
bery of life. The mint-sauce mocks 
her (something is always mocking 
the psycho-analytic heroine) with its 
dank lifelessness like that of a stag- 
nant duck-pond. If only there were 
enough of it she would be tempted to 
plunge into its green-lipped forgetful- 
ness. Ah! The nascent beauty of the 
thought swings her, Tarzan-like, into 
a maze of magenta and jade-green nos- 


horror—murky mottled horror. There 
is precious little chance of George or 
the reader or anyone else guessing, 
but she is taking no risks. So, silent 
and tight-lipped, she goes to the theatre 
and sits behind a little bald-headed man. 


Any reasonable girl would think herself | 
lucky to get such a clear view of the | 


stage, but the psycho-analytic heroine 
never appreciates good-fortune of that 
sort. The bald-headed man mocks her 
(his bald head does, I mean) ; the hope- 
less shiny blobbery of it engulfs her in 
a nightmare of green stripes and lemon 
spots. She longs to hammer the bald 
head with her umbrella, to play ‘ Noughts 
and Crosses’ on it, to plaster it with a 


Daily Mail design in chocolate creams. | 


People are laughing; their laughter 





curves about in wavy blobs, like streaky 





greyly fantas- 


5? 


ous cloud cumuli, vol- 


Titanic fugue of quies- 
cent miasma. Beneath 

. . Shapeless blobs, 
hurrying witlessly; 
blobs wraithed by neb- 
ulous shadows .. . 
mirthless, mud-tinged 
blobs.”’ 

You would think that 
any sensible girl after 
seeing things like that 
in Camden Town would 
at once put on her hat 
and walk round to the 





























else than sink into a 














Scenr—The Dublin Zoo. 


“WHY HAVE YOU PUT THOSE 


Keeper. “Scurm ’TIS TO PRIVINT THE DIVILS TEARIN’ EACH OTHER'S EYES 
OUT, AV COORSE.” 


TWO TURTLE-DOVES IN 


bacon. 

The psycho-analytic 
hero is in the 
| | row of the family circle. 

There is nothing of the 

|blob about him. He is 
| all soul and colour-tones 
land chromatic vibra- 
tions. 
clast of his profession, 





piano-tuners. She met 
him in the sunset at 
Weston - Super - Mare 
and paid his tram fare. 


through life, but for 
He understands, how- 
ever. He is ready at 


any moment to throw 








chair and stare “ dully” at the clock, or 
the whisky tantalus, which mocks her 


| strained vision, coldly, with glazed re- 





morselessness. After all, she reflects, 
Life is a blob; perhaps even she is a 
blob. As for George—ah, if only George 
could be made to realise that he is a 
blob . . . but that is impossible. 

She hears George letting himself in 
by the front-door. She wants to scream. 
(The. psycho-analytic heroine is always 
wanting to scream.) If only George 
would sometimes miss his train; but 
he scarcely ever does—not in the even- 
ing. George, of course, is an ordinary 
beefy person. No psycho - analytic 
woman ever marries a psycho-analytic 
man; not at first, anyway. She could 
not be properly misunderstood if she 
did not marry an ordinary beefy person. 
She stifles her impulse to scream and 
nerves herself to respond to his beefy 
embrace before going to see after the 





talgia. George, blob though he be, 
would realise then how little he had 
understood her; maybe he would never 
touch mint-sauce again. Grey doubts 
swim through her mind like bleached 
goldfish. George’s passion for mint- 
sauce is too strong, and men are so... 

A cottage loaf, its head somewhat 
on one side, leers at her. Pineapple 
chunks, half-submerged in pallid custard, 
flaunt before her golden memories of 
low tide at Weston-super-Mare. The 
cheese maddens her. It is so full of 
life. 

Maybe, after dinner, George takes her 
to the theatre to cheer her up, as he 
soullessly expresses it. It is the fat- 
uous, selfish sort of thing a blob like 
George would do. She goes because it 
is her duty to the author’s high-art 
principles to go and suffer blobbery. If 
George were to guess what lies within 





her flame-edged soul the result would be 


She would have taken | 
his head, high-browed | 
with a heliotrope aura, | 
in her lap and gone on | 
paying his tram-fares | 


George and blobbery. | 


up his job and put his | 


head in her lap; she has only to offer him | 
a home and he will come and share if. | 
How radiant and noble he seems amidst | 
all these blobs! Their souls leap forth | 


—hers from the pit-stalls, his from the 
family cirele—and rush into a vermilion 
mbrace with sky-blue trimmings. 
People laugh again; black, muddy 


laughter this time,with grotesque things | 


sticking out of it like tomato-cans and 
old boots. Then the lights go up and 
the bald head has a hat put on it. She 
is a blob once more. But he knows, 
he understands what it all means to 
her. No one else understands. How 
could they understand ? How, indeed! 








Commercial Candour Again. 
From a “ winter sale” catalogue :— 
“Table Cloths, Bed Linens, Laces, Hand- 

kerchiefs, Lingerie, Blouses, Curtains, Hosiery, 


Men’s Wear, Extraordinary bargains while 
they last.” 








front | 


He is the icono- 


ithe Bernarp SHaw of | 
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HEREDITY. 


























| 
Pliuinber. “ULtto!t Wor you Back Pork 80 soon? ScHoon AN’? over yet, I'LL Bur.” | 
Son, “No; I’ve COME BACK FOR MY BOOKS.” | 
THE FLATTERER. TO NELL. 
It is suggested that dogs should be trained to find bails lost! Come here, young woman; while we wait my chance is | 
. Ter ts aa - ‘ ‘ 7 | 
on the golf links.) lo speak a word in your betendrilled ear ; 
For tricks that are smart and for ways that ave winning, Think not to put me oif with melting glances, | 
My Fido, you've long had a goodly repute, Prop of your sex when censure looms a-near, 
And aiter your recent auspicious beginning With slavish smirk or adulating leer ; 
I think as a golf-hound you’re certain to suit; | ‘in not the man, by commonest consent, 

li isn’t so much that you proved yourself clever To bow to blandishment. 

} ing » bys s that thance atloe 
At finding the balls that I chanced to deflect I know you love me, and I hope you honour; j 
As the comforting way that your ardent endeavour ¥ 


Was fruitful in moral effect. 
[ hadn’t proceeded as far as the second 
Before a by no means unusual slice 
Produced a result which I honestly reckoned 
Excused me for murmuring “ Bother it” (twice) ; 
‘Twas not with much hope that I bade you to seek it, 
But I waited to see your response to my call 
Ere sadly I further diminished my wee kit 
And dropped an expensive new ball. 
Yet I couldn’t but joy at your manner of working, 
When, quitting my loss’s immediate scene, 


As though you’d deduced where the pillhile was lurking 
5 Y L 


You tactfully made for the proximate green ; 
I couldn’t but joy at the faith you attested, 

Though ground for such faith I had given you none, 
When you nosed in the hole in a way that suggested 
You thought I had done it in one. 





{ want to be as sure about obey ; 

I’en when temptations fall most thick upon her 
No lady should, I think, break clean away ; 
Her youth may trifle with some fancy gay, 

But prompt she heeds, be she of good repute, | 

Her lord’s “Come in, you brute!” 

Be circumspect, my pretty one; be steady, 

Though Fur all feminine endurance tests ; 

Thus, the drive done, we ‘ll have you here and ready, 
Tenderly busy on my right behests, 

The cynosure of gamekeepers and guests ; 

While e’en Sir John, with laudatory pat, 

Says, “Topping spaniel, that!” 











“At a fancy-dress ball at —— Mrs. —— was cleverly camouflaged 
| as a fire-engine. She was awarded first prize for originality of design.” 
Daily Paper. 
The hose, we understand, being particularly effective. 
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TALES WITHIN TALES. 
Tue TALE OF THE SULTAN AND THE 
VIZIER. 

THERE Sultan 


was once a 


- : rt j 
Vizier was famed even in far distant | 


kingdoms for his wisdom, his adminis- 
trative ability, his tact in settling strikes 
and, above all, his unfailing probity. 
[t can therefore be imagined with what 
surprise and pain the Sultan discovered 
his Vizier in the Royal treasure-cham- 
ber filling up a sack with diamonds, 
rubies, emeralds and pearls (non-cul- 
tured). With a cry of rage he called 
his guards and ordered them to behead 
him at once. 

The Vizier fell upon his knees and 
cried, “ Pardon me, O King, for what 
was, after all, due to an uncontrollable 
impulse. Be not less generous to me 
than the barber was to the physician.” 

“What is that tale?” asked the 
Monarch. “Thou mayest live just so 
long as will suffice thee to tell it.” 


Tue Tate or THE BARBER AND THE 
PHYSICIAN. 

“The tale runs thus,” said the Vizier. 

“ There was once a barber who had a 


whose | 





BE MY 











| magic power of inducing his customers 
to buy nostrums for the hair at prices 
greatly in excess of their cost, and who 
became in time therefore a man of sub- 
stance and respect in the city. One day 


subject of hair that was 
sul { f | t t 


getting thin 
on the top. At length 


he physician 


dies to consist of naught but water and 
|a little liquorice of the cheaper kind? 
Am I not more or less in the same line 
myself?’ 

“On hearing this the barber gave 
way to justifiable rage. He seized the 
physician firmly by such hair as he had 
and, flourishing his razor, said, ‘I'll 
learn theeto insult honest barbers. I am 
about to cut thy throat from ear to ear.’ 

“*Hold!’ cried the physician. ‘Be 
merciful. Be not less merciful to me 
than the genie was to the bricklayer.’ 

“«What is that tale?’ asked the 
barber, still retaining his grip on the 
other’s hair. Don’t be too long about 
_ Soe 





HOW DO YOU SAY?—VIXEN FOR 








said scornfully, ‘ Knowest thou not, O|an early hour in the morning, he had 
talkative one, that I am skilled in an-| 


alysis and that I have found thy reme-|ing his tools to return home, he found 


aewia gAv ie fr 


THIS DANCI 


Tue TALe OF THE GENIE AND 
BRICKLAYER. 


rHE 


* «There was once,” said the physician, 
“an honourable bricklayer who faith- 


a learned physician entered his shop|fully obeyed the rule of his order that 
and, having demanded to be shaved,}no one should lay more than one hun- 
resisted all his attempts to keep to the| 


dred bricks each day. On one occasion 
he was employed in building a wall 
without the city gates, and when, at 


finished his day’s work and was gather- 


to his disgust that he had laid three 
more bricks than he should have done. 
Stricken with remorse he seized the 
superfluous bricks and flung them far 
into the air. Straightway he heard a 
terrible roar, and a gigantic genie, hith- 
erto invisible, appeared before him. 

“*Wretch!’ he said in a voice of 
thunder; ‘thou art the man. See what 
thou hast done to my eye.’ 

“* Pardon, O genie,’ cried the brick- 
layer, grovelling in the dust; ‘it was a 
little mistake.’ 

“* We differ,’ said the genie, produc- 
ing a spiked club and raising it on high. 

“*Pardon! cried the bricklayer again. 





‘Be as merciful to me as the lady was 
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BALLON D’ESSAI. 





“WE’RE GOING TO HAVE 


None forthcoming.} 
Tae Ventrinoguist. * WHAT EVER MADE 


Tue Puppet. 


for applause. 


| 
} 
| 
| 
| 























| in the tale of the lady and the captious 


} across the desert. 


{ 
i 


| of good wine to wash down the dust of 
| his travel. The young man said, ‘Come 
with me,’ and, taking him by the hand, 





January 11, 1922.) 


PUNCI 


I, OR THE 


LONDON CHARIVARLI. 








husband.’ 

“«What is that tale?’ asked the 
genie, lowering his club slightly. ‘I 
can finish you off when you ’ve told it.’” 


Tue TALE oF THE LADY AND THE 
Captious Hvussanp. 


“There was once a young man,” 
said the bricklayer, “ who was educated 
for commerce and who took to it quite 
intelligently. When he had, partly by 
honest industry and partly by graft, 
amassed the sum of ten thousand se- 
quins, he married a lady of exquisite 
beayity, who was also celebrated for her 
wisdom and extensive knowledge. After | 
some months of felicity, however, it | 
occurred to him that perhaps she knew a | 
little bit too much, for she announced | 
herintention of applying fora position in 
the King’s council, that she might help | 
to administer the affairs of the nation. | 
‘Would it not be better, O Zuleika,’ | 
he said with bitter scorn, ‘to attend to | 
the direction of my household and the} 
concoction of savoury messes for my de- | 
light than to meddlewith what concerns | 
thee not? Home is woman's sphere.’ 

«“ The lady's face became flushed with | 


anger. 





‘Now thou hast done it,’ she | 
said, and she hastily rubbed a ring on 
her finger and muttered an incantation. 
Immediately the ground opened and a 
huge black appeared. 

‘Tam thy slave,’ he said. ‘Is there 
aught I can do for thee?’ 

“«Yes,’ said the lady; ‘take th's 
wretch, my husband, to the top of the 
highest tower in the city and from there 
east him down and smash him into 
little bits.’ 

“*Mercy!’ cried the unhappy hus- 
band, throwing himself at her feet. ‘ Be 
not less just to me than the dervish was 
to the humourist.’ 

“« What is that tale ?’ asked his wife, 
staying the coloured person with a 
queenly gesture. ‘ Be reasonably quick 
about it.’ ”’ 


Tue TALe OF THE DERVISH AND 
HumovristT. 


THE 


“A dervish,” said the husband, 
“arrived at a city after a long journey 
Being a stranger in 
the place he accosted a young man and 
asked him where he could get a draught 


led him by long and devious ways to 
where stood a fine building. 

“*This, I suppose,’ said the dervish, 
is the caravanserai you recommend ?’ 
_ “*No,’ replied the young man; ‘ it 
is the Hall of Justice. I thought thou 
wouldest like to see it.’ 
“The dervish expressed his admira- 
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Porter, ““WHERE YER GOIN’ TO ’AVE THE POULTRY, SIR?” 











tion, but hinted that he was still 
athirst. The young man then led him 


through further ways to where stood a 
high carven gateway. 

“<*This,’ he said, ‘was erected 
celebration of victory. 
proud of it.’ 

“«Tt is indeed wonderful,’ said the 
dervish, ‘but I am, if possible, even 


in 
We are rather 


'more athirst than before.’ 


“¢Then come with me,’ said the 
young man, beckoning, and he led him 
a far distance to a lonely spot on the 
edge of the city. 

“*T see naught here,’ said the dervish. 

“There is not much here,’ said the 
young man. ‘But what a beautiful 
view !’ 

“«QOh, deceiver,’ cried the dervish; 
‘wilt thou not take me to those who 
sell wine?’ 

“« Tt is too late,’ answered the young 
man. ‘The hour has come when no 
man may sell wine on pain of a hun- 
dred strokes on the soles of the feet. 








Thou seemest to forget there is a peace 
on.’ 

«Very well,’ said the dervish, draw- 
ing a huge scimitar, ‘I propose to split 
thy skull, even to the chin.’ 

«“*Ah!’ cried the young man, falling 
prostrate; ‘be not less mercifultomethan 
the olive-seller was to the Barmecide.’ 

“¢ What that tale?’ asked the 
dervish ——”’ 

At this point the Sultan interrupted 
the narrative. ‘‘ I am beginning to see 
the idea,” he said. ‘ How long will it 
take you to finish the tale?” 

“It depends,” replied the Vizier, “on 
how many hours a day thou canst 
spare for listening. We are only just 
getting into the introduction.” 

“Yes,” said the Sultan; “ the idea is 
not bad. Thou meanest, of course, that 
it will save time if I pardon thy lapse?” 

“Thy intelligence is as quick as 
ever, O King,” said the Vizier. 

“ But will it not equally save time 
if I cut off thy head?” 


is 
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| what about these ‘ 


| policy,’ said the Vizier. “I merely; 
suggest.” 
“ Ay, by my beard,” said the Sultan, 


| “that should make matters safe. 
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Sportsman (noticing that old 
Runner. “BLESS YER LIFE, 


runner has put his lip in his mouth), “Take CARE YOU DON’T SWALLOW IT.” 
Sir, 1r’s TOO SMALL TO DO ANY ’ARM.” 














“Verily, O King; but there is tha 


strike of camel-drivers that thou 
wouldst fain have me settle.” 
” s 1, 

“True,” said the monarch. “ But 


uncontrollable im- 


pulses’ of thine ?’ 
“Thou mightest take out a burglary 


Thou 


| art pardoned.” 


| joyously settled the transport strike in| 


} 


The grateful Vizier kissed the hem 
of the Sultan’s robe and, going forth, 


the crude Oriental way by decapitating 


| every fifth man concerned. 








“Sir Charles [Hawtrey] is acknowledged to 
be the champion lion of the stage.” 
Daily Paper. 
| His 


Ambrose Applejohn is certainly a 


| roar ing success, 


| 


“Tur Eoyptian Srrvation. 
Under Secretaries to Carry on Mob Atiac’, 
Schools.”"—Ivish Paper. 
A full stop should be put to this sort of 
thing. 


ROOTLING THE ROUTE. |j;,.. 


DinectLy the front-door closed be- | one. 
hind Mollie I went into my room andj i be 


| Sylvia lives 





at one end of a branch 
we live at the other end of another 
As the erow flies the distance 
ween us is miles. But 


forty un- 
with a light confident laugh tossed | for tate we have no crow either 
Bradshaw's Railway Guide on to the | large enough or tame enough to carry 
table 





| Moi lie; even if we had, it might choose 
“T'll trouble you for ten minutes of | to fly in the wrong direction, or moult 
your valuable times, Mr. Bradshaw,’’ Ijin transit or be scared by a boy ona 
[ren varked whimsi ically. And Isat down! gate with a rattle. Th erefore Mollie 
| opposite him. had to go as the train steams. And | 


1 was about to Rootle the Route for| was going to Rootle the Route for her. 
Pare. |It was to be a surprise for her when 
| Ifyou look up Rootle in the dictionary | she returned. 


; 
| (ander R, you know, between the P’s| 
jand Q's) you wit find: 
swine, ete. 


Mollie thinks I can’t rootle. When- 
‘Rootle (of |ever there are any preparations to be 
)... turn up ground with | | made or plans to be arranged she smiles 
snout.” Take no notice of this. Sure y | indulgently and says, “ Better leave it 
I need not say that “of swine, ete.’ | to me, dear: it’s no good your trying 
does not appl y to me and that I had no| to ootle it;” or “ You know you 're no 
intention of turning up the ground, | good at rootling;” or ‘You’re no 
| ete.—even Mollie—with my snout ? | rootler.” Now I resent this. For 
No, no. P ursue your studies and you} something tells me that there are within 
shall discover, “ (transf.) search out,|me the makings of a super-rootler. 
hunt up, 1 rammage.” There you ical “ Now, if you please, Mr. Bradshaw,” 
it. My purpose was to hunt up the|I said with mock deference, drawing 
best series of trains by which Mollie} the bulky tome towards me. Bradshaw 
ie uld travel for a week-end visit to her gave me a blank yellow stare, unintelli- 
old school-friend, Sylvia. gently inimical. I moistened my thumb 
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—for Bradshaw is dry rootling. Brad- 
shaw'’s jaundiced stare intensified. I 


Three hours later Mollie burst into 
theroom. In one comprehensive glance | 
of her bright eyes she had taken in the | 
whole regrettable scene. I hadn't even 
time to put on my coat, button my 
collar or smooth down my hair. } 

“Oh,” she cried in loving reproof, | 
“what a boy I can’t leave | 
you for an hour or two without your | 
playing some rough game. What was | 
it this time? No, don’t tell me; let | 
ine guess. I know. Badminton—you 
against yourself.” 

By this time I was fully clothed, but- 
toned and smoothed. 


| 
| 
| used the other thumb. 
' 


you are! 


“‘T have not been | 
playing any game, rough or gentle,” I | 
said with dignity ; “ I have been Root- 
ling the Route to Sylvia for you. And | 
here” —I tapped a foolscap sheet of | 
paper covered with figures—‘is the | 
Route ready Reotled.” 

Mollie was staring at the spreading | 


| pool of ink on the table-cloth as though | 


fascinated by it. 
“ Bradshaw did that,” I said hastily. | 
‘ By means of a trick he lured me, on 
your behalf, to Inverness, so I gave him 
a little half-friendly push and he gave 
it to the inkpot.” ' 
Mollie’s eyes 


vere now upon the, 


| shattered photograph of Aunt Jane} 


2 little ¢.” 


' result of my rootling. 
| haps, what would be called a direct 
| route, but it is at 
| repletion of 
| Bradshaw and I have seen to it that 


prone in the fender. 

“ Bradshaw did that too,” | explained. | 
“He did it with a little d—a little d} 
down at the bottom of the page. Little 
d@ means ‘does not run on Fridays.’ 
\nd, as you’re going to Sylvia on a 
Friday—well, I just gave Bradshaw 
the merest flick of annoyance and he 
flew straight at Aunt Jane. Much the 
same thing happened to that vase of 
chrysanthemums; but this time it was 


Mollie bent to retrieve one tawny 
flower with a head like a professional 
pianist. 

“A little ¢,” I reiterated doggedly. 
“ Little cin the Bradshaw tongue means 
‘on Saturdays only.’ ” 

« But- * began Mollie. 

[ raised a silencing hand—the com- | 
manding hand of a proved Rootler. 

“ Here,” I said impressively, “is the | 
It is not, 


per: | 


1 

j 

least one full to} 

interest and change. } 

E 


you will not havea dull moment. You 


| to visit the cathedral at Salisbury, the 


| ducks at Aylesbury, the new drainage 


will, for instance, have plenty of time | 
| 
| 


scheme at Brockenhurst, the ruined 
castle at Corfe and the Lover’s Leaps 


| at thefour or five other changing-places. 


You leave here at 6.30 in the morning | 


| detail.” 


jmy neck and was chuckling and eroon- 


l 
| gurgled, “ but—but Sylvia is sending} 
























































































































































“ AIN'T YER GOT A TONGUE IN YER’EAD? I ARST YER OPINI oO THE GO’ MENT 
AN’ ALL YER DO IS TER SNiFI 
SS ‘ be th a dank 
(I mvself will rootle the alarum clock) “Cunreruas Givixe pr Doxps 


and reach Sylvia at 9.9 the same night. 


i now give you your 


i 
| 
i 
Poputa f the Small Gift.” 
I will ; 


itinerary in Scoteh Paper. 


But Mollie had put her arms around 


4 


| 
j 


4 > 1] | ta 7) 
. . ° a } aa WeEl1I-K ; l 
ing into my waistcoat for all the world ltried the exper 
like a mother with an infant. y 
“Thank you ever, ever so much,” she} 





| 
ing tue items of the 
; a” 
priate meLoaies. 
. 


vincial paper the 
the following: 


* . ss Ace yrding to a@ pro- 
the car for me and—and although I'd} 


much sooner go by your beautiful route, | 

perhaps she'd be offended if—— You| nae ves ee ees 

see the journey will take only an hour) “™*SS + + DEIN Ri Ew 

and a half.” | We fear there must have been a lack 
“ Just as you like, of course,” I said| of harmony between the chef d orchesire 

stiffly. : land the chef de cuisine. 


95 aa ae 
programme inciuded 
7 
t 
} 
i 





restaurant recently | 
nent, suggested by a | 
| Harley Street physician, of accompany- | 
hei nenu With appro- | 
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LUCK OF THE WEEK. 
I.—Tse Hoxovrs List. | beside the fire, should be associated with horticulture in 
TuereE has just béen placed in the Tate Gallery—on loan any form. Then I decided that not only was it best to have 
—the portrait of an old lady of seventy-eight, who happily | the name, but that the name ought to be supplemented bs 
is still living. The artist depicts her sunk comfortably in| a word or two about its owner's most honourable achieve- 
an armchair, looking meditatively at the world through jment: “ Miss GERTRUDE JEKYLL, who has done more than 
iron-rimmed spectacles, with her finger-tips joined : prob- | any other gardener of her time to make England lov ely 
ably a characteristic attitude. She has a resolute massive | Something like that? For surely everyone visiting the Tate 
head with grey hair and a black bow ; her expression at the | would like to know. 
moment is placid, but she is capable, you feel, of great | 1 Mew”! 
purpose and of indignation. The lady is Miss GERTRUDE : ree T. ee" 
JEKYLL, and the painter, Witt1am NIcHoLsoy. | “It was on one of those long journeys on the Continent, 
I had never seen Miss Jexyiu before, although I have|she said. ‘“ We were going, my husband and I, to Vienna, 
been a reader of her books and an admirer of her taste and! where he had business, and he as usual had all the import- 
her pioneer work in garden- ; ae a jant things with him—the 
ing for many years, and I | return-tickets, the money 
stood before the picture for the passport, the letter « 
along while. That itis like credit, the reservations for 
her, one feels certain, not} rooms—everything. I had 
only from confidence in the | nothing but my bag with a 
artist, but because there are handkerchief in it and a 
certain portraits that you | powder - puff. You know 
how dependent women can 


| become — married women, 











|shoot, there being no reason whatever why, of all people, 
his venerable figure in black, reposing in her sitting-room 


+} 
;v 














know instinctively are all 


right, and this is one of 


them. I mean. 
There chanced—it was “ Well. at one of the sta- 
on the 2nd of January—to} tions on the way he step- 





be in my hand a paper with 





the New Year's Honours! 


: “pln . 
List in it, and, thinking of 


that List and of all the Lists 


ped off to get a paper or 
|something and almost im- 
| mediately the train went on. 
| This is a thing I had always 
'dreaded: he’s so restless 
and careless, and now it had 
happened. I had warned 
him against it too, but to 
no purpose. 

“T was horror-stricken, 
|and for a while I couldn't 
hink; I could do nothing 


ut tremble. Then I began 


—Birthday and New Year| 
—that have been compiled 
since Miss Jexyiu’s first 
book, Wood and Garden, 
appeared in 1899, I found | 


myself wondering how 





many of the persons men- 
tioned in them had any 
claim to a monarch’s grati- 
tude comparable with that | 
of this shrewd and benign 
old lady, who has devoted 
the greater part of her long | 


t 
} 
lin front of me. What 


should Ido? Should I get 
off at the next big stati 











life to increasing the beauty | Y jor go on to Vienna? If I 
Sh edt e lor it Phreo “Your BUM! DESTRUCTIVENESS IS VERY LARGE. | ,.4 .¢, ee EE do 
eae nape land. For ad) Ee ergata gen Bae ae" got off at the next big sta 
is hardly an exaggeration to Subject. “Ni I’ eee | tion how should I let him 
ae see Sense LN (eiiitiietiaickcneinthinithipiteianiapet GON fT 66 [| eeweant. And 
imaginative gardening of to-day is almost wholly Miss| how long would it be before he could get another train ? 





JEKYLL's creation. But for her influence and counsel the|I should have to be on the platform to meet every train 
square and circular beds, with a lobelia edging and calceo-| that came in and search it for him. To go on to Vienna 
larias and geraniums in the midst, might still cumber and| would be best; but how could I manage without money ? 
perplex the ground, and there would be no masses of tender|I had nothing at all, not even for the meals on the 
blue delphiniums against yew hedges, no daffodils springing | train. How foolish it is to let oneself surrender every- 
from the turf, no exuberance of the old and once despised | thing in this way! I vowed never to do it again. I did mot 
cottage flowers in the long borders beside the paths to de-| even know which hotel at Vienna we were going to, for all 
. a 1 . ; >t : } ~ } 7 + “ } . , 
light the eye and fill the air with sweetness. Others had | the correspondence had been done by my husband, and even 
— for simpler and more natural pleasaunces—it would | if I got to Vienna what chance would an Englishwoman 
unfair in particular to omit the honoured name of Mr. | have of throwing herself on a hotel proprietor’s mercy ? 
| Witttam Ropixson—but to the winning persuasiveness of | After the War too! 
| Miss JEKY a's pen in Wood and Garden, 1899, and Home | And this reminded me of my husband's impatient temper. 
and Garden, 1900, and not a little to the exquisite photo-| Probably he had raved and carried on like a madman when 
graphs that enforc ape ey Se Sw pee hy ale ate . 
gr apt ym Senge her eee believe, the chief credit | the train went on without him, and was now under arrest. 
due. 1 can think of no one who so notably deserves her} You know how foreigners arrest people. He would be so furi- 
pay pre —— : sie ous at being left behind and separated from me that he would 
— or the moment that the portrait had no name|be past all restraint. This would mean endless delays 
, ' - ack - ,»’ ~ , z 4 . . . . . . ’ 5 , 
- ee ae asked 7 guess the lady's title to fame ;| finding English people to bail him out—isn’t the Consul the 
| for 16 would be fun to see how wide of the mark they could | man you go to?—and it might be days before he came on. 











o realize all the difticulties | 
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' 
THE RULING PASSION. 
THE MILLIONAIRE HAS TO “PUT” TWOPENCE 

“ Ney ‘ver Was & woman so perplexed and terrified as I. | but without defin ite guidance ft to my own judgment, 
‘I could not explain my difliculty to the conductor, for 1| which declares for simplicity ioneininiial ‘by style. 
vl no language. There were plenty of English people ou} I always did look well in black, and black it is going to | 
ie train, but I shrank from asking them. I had heard so! be—in that cut-away-at-the-hips fashion and with longish | 
many stories of impostors telling this kind of tale, and I did | tails, and waist just the tiniest bit high. You know the | 
ot want to run the risk of being snubbed. sort of thing. Since not even a flatierer would go so far | 
‘There seemed to be no way out. 1 sat there shivering | a as to say that I have beautiful arms, | am going to conceal | 
ud experiencing every kind of disaster in advance. j th hem with lo ng sleeves, finished at the wrist with white | 
“ om long 1 was in this state of agony I can’t remember, | cuffs and a motif of small buttons. My hose and shoes will | 
mt suddenly the door opened and my husband came in. Hej} be black, the latter without ornament of any kind. Are | 

ad en y looki ing at the scenery from the corridor. When} you beginning to see me? 

[ told him of my awful time he laughed.’ BE. V.. i I want your approval, Madge, because you have such 

perfect taste; yet nothing you can say will persuade me to 

Te = aS have a low neck. It is going to be high, allround. I want 
TASTE IN DRESS. to be at my best that night, old girl, an d I simply should not | 

Dian oLD MavGr,—You need have no fear that I shall | be comfortable with a low neck. And, although emeralds are 

hoose next Friday to run over and see you, for you and | the rage just now, I have chosen the plaine st of gold studs to 

fom are not the only members of the family to be invited | relieve the dead-white of the insertion from throat to waist. 
to the Saltons'’ affair on that night. Look out for little me.|_ As to my hair, alas, I have so little that I simply dare | 
My dear sister, you say not a word about what you are | not depart from my customary coiffure, a parting low down | 
coing to wear. Is your neuralgia bothering you again?! on the left, as you know. I shall not attempt to wave | 
You know my views—that you will go to unnecessary |it; and I shall not wear so much as a flower init. Don’t | 
trouble if you choose anything “but your old-gold. I wot ld] you think I am right? Then with a wing collar, a white | 
wear old- gold mvself if I ‘could | hope to look half as stunning | tie, a waistcoat with three or four buttons and creases in my | 

in itas youdo. And I want to be “it” at the Saltons’, for ’ 





| bifurcations (black and untrimmed), n 
etween ourselves I have heard that a certain person | complete. Till Friday, then. 
s likely to be there. If I do not excel all my former Your affectionate brother WILLIAM. 
triumphs of grace and beauty on that occasion I will eat soe 

any hat you care to mention. 


1y costume will be | 

Fa | 

| 

K * : i ld From a schooi-magazine :— 
‘ > »h] > ] 7 TC 

<nowing you as I do, I can believe that nothing wouk “Facts, we hear on the best authority, are the essence of prose- | 

1 

i 


give you g greater delight than to see me appear in apricot | writing at the present time. Perhaps they are; the sturdy Philis- 
charmeuse or sky -blue taffeta. I am going to disappoint | tinism of the masses cares not either 

| you; I have selected a very simple arrangement, principally | s@y in Paris, * chaqu’un 4 son goat.’ 
| of black. Bless your h eart, I would wear yellow phi ish if They did not put it quite like this when we were last in 
| I knew that it would be prete rred in a certain quarter;! Paris, but that was before the War. 


way: and in any case, as they 
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BEING BILLY. 
Ir isn’t much fun being Billy. 
Billy came to tea with us in the nur- 


| sery yesterday. John is compassionate 


| John made the cage. 


| canary. 


and likes Billy to come to tea, for poor 
Billy has no one to play with. John 
said he was going to build “a most 
beauty cage.” It was to be made of 
chairs (including the one on which | 
was sitting), the nursery table and a 
screen. Billy fetched the chairs and 
When it was fin- 
ished Billy wriggled himself into it and 
roared. He said he was a lion. 

John shook his head at him solemnly. 

“There isn’t going to be a lion,” he 
said; “this is a canary cage.” 

I welcomed the game and immedi- 
ately cast myself for the part of the 
I find that the great secret of 
playing happily with children is torecog- 
nise the congenial part and claim it at 
once. A canary’s existence, I was right 
in supposing, is far more peaceful than 
that of a Red Indian, a bear or other 
native of the nursery that I had imper- 
sonated during the afternoon. So I 
| entered with zest into the game and the 
| cage, and was happy to discover that 
if, from time to time, I said “‘ Sweet, 
sweet,” and “Scratch a poll,” and 
| voiced other characteristic utterances 
of the canary, I gave every satisfaction. 
| But it wasn’t very long before John 
found it necessary to rebuke me. Things 
move so quickly in a nursery. 

“ You mustn't say ‘ Pretty Polly’ now 
| that you are a station-master,” he told 
| me; “you wouldn’t, you know. And 
| you can’t sit and read in the engine.” 

“T must be stoker,”’ Billy said, as he 
clambered into the train behind John. 

It was a modest demand which I was 
| glad to find was conceded. 
| But John said firmly, “ You can’t 

come into the engine, Billy, because 

the stoker has gone to his dinner.” 
Things are always like that with 

Billy. The worldly hope he fixes his 

heart upon turns to ashes. The prospect 
of playing a stoker who has gone to his 
dinner was not exhilarating. 
“ You might,” John suggested, “ be a 
passenger.” 
I clipped Billy's ticket and labelled 
the hassock and waste-paper basket 
| that he was taking with him, and he 
stepped into a first-class chair and 
started for Glasgow. 

It is jolly being an engine - driver. 
You stoke the table with toys and 
| cushions and anything that’s handy, 
| you blow a whistle at frequent inter- 
| vals, you wave a green flag in the face 


of an absent-minded station-master, 
you tell the passenger when he is going 
over a bridge or through a tunnel, and 
you turn the engine over and sprawl 


among the débris when you run into 
the 5.30 Express. 

But a passenger’s life is, by compari- 
son, an empty existence. When he 
has looked through the window, as in- 
structed, to see the Forth Bridge and 
the Niagara Falls, and has changed at 
Crewe, nothing remains to a passenger 
but to sit and wish he wasn’t. 

Personally I couldn’t blame Billy for 
getting out when the driver’s back was 
turned, but I could well understand the 
engine-driver’s indignation when, after 
the great collision, he found his only 
passenger playing with Plasticine in- 
stead of lying beneath the wreckage. 

“ Anyhow,” John told him, “ you ll 
have to go into hospital.” John speaks 
with conviction, and Billy always seems 
to feel that the course suggested is in- 
evitable. 

So he lay on the sofa and John took 
his temperature with a fountain-pen 
and asked if there was a rash on his 
chest, and told me to keep him in bed 
until he called again. 

Ife called two minutes afterwards, 
but it was not a professional visit this 
time. He wished to suggest that his 
patient should now be a donkey and} 
hed be a gipsy in a caravan. 

His patient leapt at the idea and} 
enjoyed a few moments of glorious life 
as a wild, obstinate, shying creature— 
till John saw the possibilities of the 
part and sold him. 

Billy was inclined feebly to resist a 
transformation into a mere man, but 
John’s remark that there couldn’t be 
a caravan with two donkeys and no 
gipsy appealed to his common-sense, 
and he drove John to the nearest fair. 

It isn’t much fun being Billy; but 
there are some indignities to which 
even he refuses to stoop. 

“I'm making a boat,” he told John. 

“But you can’t be making a boat, 
Billy,” John explained ; “this is a school- 
room now and you are a little girl.” 

Billy looked at John irresolutely. 

Rebellion flushed his cheeks, and his 
eyelids quivered, but, being Billy, “I’m 
going home,” he said. 











A Delicate Distinction. 
_ “We have a few Bathing Caps that have 
just arrived. They are a little late for bath- 
ing but they are great to use while taking a 
bath.”—Advt, in Canadian Paper. 





Asked to construe “in undis liberi 
natant,” a schoolgirl responded, “ The 
children swim in undies.”” Smith minor 
must look to his laurels. 





“To keep milk sweet for several days, add a 

teaspoonful of fine salt to each quart of water.” 
; ; New Zealand Paper. 

It is said that some dairymen in the 

old country are also acquainted with 








this device. 


justified. 


GAMES FOR GIRLS; 


Or, THInkING IMPEYRIALLY. 
fAt the Conference of Educational Associa- 
tions, held last week at University College, 
one speaker declared that there was no finer 
sight than a mixed hockey team of boys and 
girls, and Mrs. Impry stated that “the girls 
who play games have no time to powder their 
noses. . 
Sua girls be barred from playing 
At any sort of game? 
O pedants, cease your braying 
When all the wise proclaim 
That biologically 
To fight and smite and slam 
Is just as good for Sally 
As for her brother Sam. 


The girls who take to cricket 
And mawkish croquet spurn 
Not only slog or stick it 
But higher lessons learn ; 
lor batting, fielding, bowling 
[mpart to limber elves 
The secret of controlling 
Their dark sub-conscious selves. 


The girls who shine at hockey, 
Whether ’tis “ mixed” or nea 
Are seldom sick or crocky 
And cannot be effete; 

They know not Mrs, Garry, 
But still they quite eschew 
The temper known as “ catty,” 
The manners of the shrew. 


The girls who join in “ Soccer's 
Or “ Rugger’s”’ grim delight, 
Who don their knickerbockers 
Mud-stained in many a fight, 
Without undue aggression 
Are simply living signs 
Of healthy self-expression 
On Montessorian lines, 


The girl who gathers glee from 
Gymnastic “ jerks” and jumps 
Is nearly always free from 
The doldrums and the dumps ; 
She holds that flirting ’s heinous 
And simply fosters guile ; 
She only hails the Venus 
That comes from Melos’ isle. 


Lastly this crowning blessing 
From playing games accrues, 
Apart from the possessing 
Of stalwart limbs and thews, 
That girls grow ever prouder 
Of strength than painted pose, 
And have no time to powder 
The very pinkest nose. 








“Best Barcains Yer. 

There are woollen goods which are down 400 

per cent, on prices a year or two ago.” 
Evening Paper. 

If, as we gather, the customer is given 
in cash three times the price of the 
goods to anbody who will take them 
away, the heading would appear to be 
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Mi 
Minister. ““WrEEL, NO 
Mr. McDougal, “Aut, THEN, YE'LL 


NOT STRICT.” 


WHAT WE TAK’—PLAIN WA’ER.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Nightfall (CoNsTABLE) is by the anonymous author of 
Jenny Essenden and of Marqueray’s Duel, and it is a very 
good novel. I can’t say how it compares with its fore- 
runners, for I haven’t read them, but it has had the effect 
of making me wish that I had. The story plays itself out 
chiefly at a country-house, whose master, Bernard Clowes, 
paralysed through injuries received in the War, is revenging 
his own suffering by cruelty to Laura, his charming wife, 
to Val Stafford, the Vicar’s son, who is his agent, and to 
anyone else who comes near his invalid couch. We meet 
him just as his cousin, Lawrence Hyde, comes to visit him. 
Lawrence is the only person who knows that Val never 
earned the decoration for gallantry of which his people are 
so proud, and it is he who, holding Val to a promise made 
at the time, has prevented him from telling the truth. It 
is Lawrence who sees that Val, in all knightly tenderness, 
loves Laura and endures Bernard for her sake, and Lawrence 
himself learns to love Isabel, Val’s little sister. Isabel’s 
love for him, with its fear and courage, its questionings and 
its faith, is of the stuff of life itself. There is a horrible 
cottage tragedy which serves to bring Lawrence and Isabel 
nearer together, but has no other purpose, and should per- 
haps have been left out; but that is the onlyjpart of Night- 
fall which would have been better omitted. The story ends 
in release for Val, both from his shame and his sorrow, 
and, as a good story should, with a strong conviction on 
the reader’s part that it hasn't really ended at all, but that 








the author has merely stopped writing. 
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McDougal (to the Minister, his guest during the Festive Season). “ ARE YE A TEETOTALER?” 


BUT YE’LL JUST TAK’ 





If there is one sophism of current fiction which leaves | 


me less convinced than another it is the observation by an 
indiscreet heroine, after her first experience of a disastrous 
flirtation, that the episode has had its value as “ the occa- 
sion of her wider knowledge of life.” This formula, you 
will have noticed for yourself, is never used to qualify the 


reception of a first income-tax paper, or the endurance of | 
a first bout of influenza or any other of the hundred-and- | 


one unpleasant experiences which fall to the lot of frail 
humanity. It seems to be only applicable (apparently by 
way of palliation) to an injudicious attachment unconven- 
tionally expressed; a type of experience which, in the opinion 
of Miss Mary F. Scorr—from whose Diary of an “ Odd” 
Woman (Metrose) the argument is taken—“ comes at 
some time or another to all.” Now you must not think 
for a moment that this forlorn autobiography—which 
brings the ill-starred and inconspicuous Monica Selby up 


to her thirtieth year—deals designedly with the “ roses | 
Neither does it take | 


and raptures of vice.” It doesn’t. 
much stock of the “ lilies and languors of virtue.” It just 
“recounts experiences.” As long as these confine them- 
selves to Monica’s small provincial circle they are, as she 
warns you at the outset, “very dull.’”” When she soars 
into more exalted society they are less dull but quite in- 
credible. The end of the book reads like a massive parody 
of Mrs. Humpury Warp. 





Miss Peacy Westiina has written, in The Fruitless 
Orchard (Hutcuinson), a novel which it is rather difficult 
to place unless you are impertinent enough to suggest that, 








in so far as it deals with the struggles of a nice young 
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authoress in eyeglasses (a very probable disgv ise), it is 
autobiographical. Alison Booker’s fight for fame and her 
sad little love story; how Jerry Cuff, the street artist, 
became a light of the “halls,” and how Rosamund Courtley 
taught the poor to weave on hand-looms and married an 
artist—these are the material of Miss WrEBLING’s story 
which somehow, hovering between many different types 
of fiction, very nearly evolves a type of its own. Lightly 
written it is overweighted with ponderous chapter-headings 
in the mid-Victorian manner. Grey-toned and quiet, it has 
here and there patches of description which might have 
strayed in from quite another novel. At times it suggests 
a book for the young person, and yet its best recommend- 
ation is that it gives a clear picture of the mental life, from 
girlhood to middle age, of a woman of the ordinary sane and 
dutiful type of which there are many more in the real world 
than the world of books. Alison’s uncle, Jonah, who went 
to bed in his top-hat, seemed to me a rather unfortunate 
attempt at comic relief, but the sincerity of The Fruitless 


as well as entertainment is not derived from his book. 
The principal characters area millionaire (against his will), 
a bookmaker in a gigantic way of business, Maurice Ripple- 
mark, V.C. and Regius Professor of Virtue in the Univer- 
sity of Oxford, and Miss Margaret Wolfstone, headmistress 
of the Smokeover High School. Of this engaging quartette 
my heart goes furthest out to Mr. Hooker, whose millions 
were such a burden to him; his interview with the Professo 
is a gem which I hope to keep double-locked in my memory. 
Although Ripplemark wore an air of cheerful vitality which 
—as a cynic once said of him—would have been “ more 
befitting in a Professor of Vice,” I am not ashamed to Say 
that I found him a delightful man to meet. Seldom have 
I read a book so full at once of sense and of amusement: 
but 1 must add that it will offer little amusement to those 
who revel only in robust humour, nor would I like to 
guarantee that it will convey much sense to them. 








Mr. Winrrip Ewart’s Way of Revelation (PutNams) begins 





Orchard is beyond ques : ehaniad Often 
tion, if its humour isn’t, |. | MALIA h\ TN 
and I like it better than | yea 


anything of Miss Wen- 


Line's that has yet ; 
come my way. 
Not many retired 


Deans can have enjoyed 
a pleasanter or more 
variegated life than the 
Rey. James WeEnrt- 
worth LeiGcu, late Dean 
of Hereford. On going 
down from Cambridge 
(where he had been a 


leading light of the 
recently 








A.D.C., then 
started by Frank Bur- 
NAND) he set out on a 
series of adventurous 
travels in the East. On 
his return home he en- 
tered at Wells Theolo- 
gical College to prepare 
for ordination. In 1869! 


fy A1 











with a ball at the Ritz 
inthe July of 1914 and | 
ends with a Victory Ball | 
in 1918. It is the sort 
of book which many | 
will be glad to have 

an account of how the 
various phases of the 
War appeared to one 
who went through the | 
whole of it, thought | 
about it pretty hard and 
pretty sanely, sorted his | 
thoughts with intelli- | 
gence and wrote them 
down sincerely without 
much artifice or indeed 
much art. You get ! 
an insight into moods | 
and reasons; why men 
joined up; how keen, 
bored, frightened, de- | 
pressed they were; what 

the routine of battle | 
was like in detail; how 


CONSCIENTIOUS EX-TAXI-DRIVER ABOUT TO RI 
IN THE DESERT OF SAHARA. 


GHT-WHEEL 








he was again travelling, this time to the United States, where 
he paid a visit to Butler’s Island and made the acquaintance 
of Miss Fanny But er, whom he afterwards married. She 
was a daughter of Fanny KemBur, by her marriage with 
Pierce Burier, owner of that Georgia plantation of which 
she wrote in her Journal, and her sister SARAH was the 
mother of Mr. OwEN WIsTER, who writes a preface to his 
uncle’s book. Mr. Letax devotes a good many of his pages 
to American reminiscence, and has some interesting notes 
on the Southern negro in the early days after emancipation. 
But his autobiography—he calls it Other Days (Uswims)— 
is curiously and rather clumsily arranged. The Dean is 
hardly what I should call a consecutive writer and some of 
his paragraphs stretch out their saurian length over page 
after page. Most of them might indeed stop equally well 
anywhere—or nowhere. He has a habit too of spelling 
names according to the humour of the moment. But he has 
met 80 many interesting people and visited so many interest- 
ing places that we can easily forgive him these minor lapses. 





If you are searching for a prophet let me recommend 
Mr. L. P. Jacks to your notice. In The Legends of Smoke- 
over (HoporR anv Stoucnton) he deals with the follies and 
foibles of our post-war world, and it is not his fault if benefit 








fine a thing was the 


jfighting fellowship; how senseless and inevitable the 
fighting; what we at home looked like to those on 


| leave ; how manners became freer, morals looser; how 
ilove of women appeared to men always in the shadow of 
death, The love-stories of the two friends, Captain Sinclair 
and Lieutenant Sir Adrian Knoyle, ave told with delicacy 
j)and without sentimentality till the end, when the too 
| theatrical episode of Lady Rosemary Meynall’s appearance 
in sackcloth and her death from an overdose of cocaine at 
the Victory Ball seem out of key. But this is a small and 
irrelevant blemish in a book whose appeal is the fidelity of 
its records and the sincerity of its comments. 








“A famous medieval mansion in Norwich, ealled ‘ The Strangers’ 
Hall,’ has been presented to that city,”—Evening Paper. 

_“* A medieval mansion known as Stranglers’ Hall has been given to 
Norwich Town Council.”—Same paper, same day. 


We prefer the more melodramatic version. 





“There is one ‘revolution,’ at any rate, which the Russian re 
fuses to recognise. He absolutely declines to take any notice of the 
‘revolution’ that, once every twenty-four hours, the earth makes 
around the sun.”—Daily Paper. : 

We confess that up to now we too have not observed 
this phenomenon. 
_— 
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CHARIVARIA., 

Ir is rumoured that a firm of pub- 
lishers, in order to fill a gap in journal- 
ism, which at present caters so largely 
for the pictorial amusement of infants 
and the insurance of grown-ups, has 


| decided to start a paper that shall be 


/ It will be remembered 


devoted to news and topical comments. 
It is proposed to call it a newspaper, 
This daring enterprise will be closely 
watched. 


“The name of the Bolshevist Gov- 
ernor of Asiatic Russia,” says 7'he Daily 
Express, “is Bloodhound Peters.” We 
can only hope that he has a nice kind 
face. 

* 

An ex-service man has invented a 
clock which is absolutely silent. An 
infringement surely on [— 








tunnels with light peering through for 
use by the Prime Minister in Election 
addresses, 


“T have no objection to paying 
taxes,’’ said a defendant in the County 
Court. Another sad example of the 
man with a warped mind. 

*x 


Mr. Lioyp Grorar, according toa 
Cannes correspondent, has become very 
sensitive to publicity. At last we have 
the secret of his extraordinary reticence 
towards the Press. 


It is stated that the PostmastEr- 
GENERAL is devising a new hat for 
postmen. So long as it keeps his mind 
off a further increase in the price of 
postage-stamps we shall not interfere 
with his designs. 


Morocco campaign that it is magnifi- 
cent, but not Pes ce. 


The French shinsthine season, which 
closed last Sunday week, is reported 
to have been unexpectedly successful. 
Foxes, we hear, were plentiful and 
healthy. 


In a lecture to juveniles at the Royal 
Society of Arts, Mr. W. R. Ormanpy 
pointed out that we are largely indebted 
to clay for our knowledge of ancient 
races. Unfortunately it has never been 
possible to distinguish the footprints 
of a prehistoric bookmaker as they 
have invariably been obliterated by his 
pursuers. * 

Professor J. A. FLEMING explained to 
an audience of children the other day 








the telephone patent. 


‘Thenext agitation,” 
says “Caledonian” inan 
evening paper, “ will be 
Seottish Home Rule.” 
The general impression 
is that we have already 
got it in England, 


Kidible snails from 
France are now brought 
to London by aeroplane. 


that in the old days, 
whentheSouth-Kastern 
Railway had no rival, | 
it was found quicker to | 





let them walk the final | MEN ARE 
stage of the journey. | 18 70 BE 
. | WINTER SALES, 





SAID TO BE 
HOPED THAT A 


‘ siatangois y 
THE NEXT LOT 
|} GENTLEMEN, HALF 


-A-DOZEN SHIRTS 
USUKL PRICE 3O/ CACH| 
10% EACH} 


} SALE PRICE 





THE BARGAIN SCRUM, 
GETTING QUITE ENTHUSIASTIC 


MORE SPORTING SPIRIT WILL NOW 


BARGAIN-HUNTERS, It 


| that the telephone can- 
not say “S” properly 
because it has no teeth. 
We have noticed that 
it is getting a bit hard 
of hearing as well. 


The Leaders of the 
[Independent Liberal 
Party are expected 
shortly to meet for the 
purpose of selecting a 
rank-and-file. 


‘This is not 
nibal country,” 


a& can- 
said a 


week in 


policeman’sthumb. Ap 
PREVAIL AT THE 














Mr. WALTER STONEMAN of the a al 
Photographic Society regards Mr. Liuoyp 
GrorGE as one of his best sitters. This 


| comes of the Conference habit. 





‘There is a danger,” says Lhe Neu 
York Herald, “that the attempt of 
Sefor Rea will lead to a revolution in 
Mexico.” It is thought that all this talk 
of a General Election in England has 
set the Mexicans thinking. 


In fining a man for assault the Rugby 
magistrate said that referees must be 
protected. Obviously a reactionary. 


A news from Nairobi re- 
ports that a big-game hunter escaped 
from a lion by staring it full in the face. 
We have tried this method on our tailor, 
but withont sueeess. 


message 


Mr. Wixston Cravurcuim has been 
painting during his holidays at Cannes. 
[t is said he has prepared quite a 
number of sunsets, wave crests and 





As we go to press we learn that the 
plumber who on January Ist made a 
resolution to work is already eleven jobs 
ahead of his mate. 


According to a weekly journal large 
hat-pins with glass heads are to be 
fashionable in the Spring. And we 
were fondly imagining that disarma- 
ment would be universal by then. 


‘Which side should one sleep on?” 
is the subject of quite an animated 
correspondence in The Daily Mail. Our 
advice to those in doubt is to lie flat on 
the back with both ears pressed firmly 
on the pillow. y x 

A writer in a contemporary has dis- 
covered that in the new London Direct- 
ory the Macdonalds occupy more space 
than the Mackenzies. We trust the 
matter will be amicably adjusted. 


It is understood that there is a grow- 
ing feeling in Spain with regard to the 


plea, that he mistook it 
for a banana, was not entertained. 
The Recorder of Colchester states 
that he has sometimes known Grand 
Juries to be mischievous. It is always 
just as well to search them for pea- 
shooters or anything of that kind. 


We note that Pentonville prison, 
which accommodates fourteen hundred, 
is now full. 
done for applicants at present is to add 
their names to the waiting-list. 








Humour at Kirkintilloch. 


“The epidemic is not without its humorous 
side. Instead of going to church yesterday 
forenoon, staid elderly men were seen rushing 
for doctors and medicine.” 

Glasgow Evening Paper. 


“ By winning the 
Lingfield yesterday, Wingle has 
penalty of £5 for the January 
Steeplechase at Haydock.”—Krening Paper. 


incurred a 





of coppers, not Treasury notes. 


London magistrate last | 
sentencing a | 
negro who had bitten a | 








parently the prisoner's | 


The most that can be | 


Burstow Steeplechase at | 
Handicap | 


To be carried, we presume, in the form | 
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TO JULIA IN SIDE-WHISKERS. 

“ Rarely has any mode been followed for so 
long as that of drawing the hair over the ears, 
but little by little this style is loosing its hold.” 

; Times. | 
‘Tis well that custom’s change of groove 
Gives you permission to remove 

The bulgy tufts that sprawl 
Over your ears which, veiled from me, 
I gallantly assume to be 

Shell-like and pink and small. 


Some woman first designed that trick 

Whose aural features, long and thick, 
Invited ribald jeers ; 

Who, deeming they were better hid, 

Thought of a way, as Midas did, 
To mask her donkey ears. 

Then beauty, bound by fashion’s creed 

Like sheep to follow any lead, 
Forwent her natural grace 

(Sole weapon wherewithal she stabs 

The hearts of men) and planted slabs 
Of whisker on her face. 

But lo! these obstacles that lie 

Right in my way are doomed, and I 
(Now practically dumb) 

{m glad my wit may soon attain 

To penetrate my Julia’s brain 


Vid her tympanum. O.S. 








HOW TO PUSH THE POST OFFICE. 


Mr. Ketnaway has announced that 


the normal postal facilities will not be | 
restored until the G.P.O. is paying its 


way. And having so spoken he folds 


his hands and waits for customers to 


roll ap. 
But the public observes that a post 
office, at its best, remains a repellent 


blend of a police station and a Dorcas | 


Society, where austere females behind 
a grille regard the public as an un 


request the public not to smoke. 


prefer the movies ? 

Mr. Ketiaway, of course, is not to 
blame for the dismal traditions that 
have been handed down to him by 
a long succession of former managers, 
but it is remarkable that, so far from 

| departing from them, he has even added 
a few inconveniences of his own. One 
would think that in these days of com- 


petition a Postmaster-General who 





i tleman mo 
| at a coun 


Is it] 


surprising that the public continues to | 





dreary winter's afternoon. Suddenly 
your attention is arrested by a hand- 
some building in the Anglo-Moorish 
style, which is proclaimed by letters 
of coloured light over the entrance to 
be a Post OFFIcr. 

Through the glass doors you get a 
glimpse of an alluring interior, and, 
seeing you pause, peeping curiously, a 
stalwart janitor in an imposing uniform 
swings them open for you. You cando 
no less than enter. 

You find yourself in a spacious de- 
partment where an ingenious system 
of lighting produces an effect of mellow 
sunlight, and stands of choice plants 


| diffuse a hot-house fragrance which is 


the more seductive from its contrast 
with the smell of mingled ink and dust 
that you remember as characteristic of 
post offices of yore. 

As you stand gazing about you in 


a frock-coat, evidently an overseer, 


}approaches and tactfully signifies his 
| readiness to help you to make up your 


mind, On the spur of the moment, 


land half apologetically, you murmur 


With con- 


summate graciousness the urbane 


something about stamps. 

gen- 
tions you to a vacant chair 
ter, calling as he does so, 


i*Stamps forward, Miss Howard, | 
| please!” 
Miss Howard is an affable young 


| lady with apparently unlimited time at 


N_CHARIVARI. 





| desks. 


bewilderment an urbane gentleman in | 


| hands; 


| honoured patron. 


1} 


I show you some of our postal-orders ? 
As you probably know, they combine 
the best qualities of a cheque and a 
bank-note, without the drawbacks of | 
either. We find that the five-shilling | 
sort is the favourite with our customers, | 
Four of them, you see, make one pound, 
and singly they are especially suita- | 
ble for sending to young gentlemen at 
school.” 

And so you are persuaded to take a 
dozen of the five-shilling ones. As you | 
leave the counter you are intercepted 
by the urbane overseer. 

“Would you care to try our tele- | 
phone-closets de luxe, Sir?” he says. | 
“The newly-installed easy-chairs add | 
the final touch of comfort to the -well- | 
known efliciency of the service. Another | 
time, Sir? Quaite. Then permit me 
to draw your attention to the writing- | 
Observe the shaded lamps and | 
adjustableseats. Perfect privacy. Fitted 
with every requisite; pens to suit all 
books of reference; and a touch | 


jon the bell at your hand summons the 


attendant, who will supply anything | 
that is lacking. Some of our regula 
customers conduct the whole of their 
correspondence here. . . .” 
At length you are bowed out, an | 
And before you have 
gone very far you discover that you | 
have not been left with enough ready 
ioney to pay your fare home, For- | 
unately, however, you have the postal. | 


your disposal. * Which stamps wo ild| orders. There is nothing for it but to} 


, » } } 
you preier : she asks, 


several sheets of 


‘Flavours ?” 


you echo, 


|ment at your ignorance, she explains: 
reasonable intruder and printed notices | 


“Qh, yes ; it was found that 


the dis- 


agreeable taste of the old-fashioned gum | 
undoubtedly militated against sales, for | 
jour customers have always preferred 


licking their stamps to using the vari- 


lous moistening devices that have been 


placed upon the market. The—er— 
mucilage now employed is a secret 
preparation which, in addition to being 


| pleasant to the palate, has medicinal 
properties that are a protection against 
| Smoker's tongue, pyorrhea and clergy- 


man’s throat. Many of our largest cus- 


knew his job would see the necessity of | tomers are singers and public speakers. 


coming into line with the great stores 

and other enterprising concerns that 

| spare no effort in their appeal to the 
popular purse. 

Let me depict for you a post office 

| as it might be with a real live wire in 
control of the business. 

We will suppose that you have just 
returned to England after years abroad, 
and that you are walking rather aim- 

| lessly in a London street 


if 


late on a 





We send large supplies of these stamps 


|to Society ladies for no other purpose 
| than to lickin thetheatre. The flavours 


are lemon, orange, vanilla, mint, straw- 

berry, raspberry, pear and apricot.” 
Eventually you select about two 

pounds’ worth of assorted shades and 


| flavours. 


“Would there be anything farther 
to-day?" asks Miss Howard as she 


laying out 


has to learn. 
Courteously concealing her amaze- | 





daintily folds up your stamps. “ May 


valk on to the next post office and cash 


f them. ‘We have one or two of them. Or to wake up 
thay + o)] Ce n one hal . lac 1} 

i them at ail prices, Irom one hailfpenny, | as I did 
and in a variety of shades and flavours.” | 


to realise more acutely than 
ever how very much Mr. Kenuaway 








The Cashualties. 
“New Yor«. 
lt is reported that the death roll owing to 
the cloud bursts will not exceed two million 
sterling.”—New Zealand Paper, 
“At —— Petty Sessions Henry - 8 
aid 5s, for assaulting Mark —— "a 
West Country Pape: 
It looks as if Henry had a friend on 
the Bench—or Mark an enemy. 


_~ 


“The bride looked very sweet, and thos 
who had not the advantage of old acquaintance 
with her, will readily have believed the plea- 
sant things said by the Mayor in proposing 
the health of the newly-married couple.” 

Local Pajx 
We gather that the reporter was one of 
her old (and candid) friends. 


“* Wheels ’ has become quite an institution. 
In contains nineteen poems by ten writers, 
including Aldous Huxwell and Osbert, Sache- 
verell and Edith Sitwell.” 

Adi Ss in Weel ly 
Mr. Atpous Huxtey will doubtless 
console himself with the reflection that 
all ’s well that ends well. 


l’aper 
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TAKING THE EDGE OFF IT. 


Sir Eric Geppes. “I DON’T THINK I SHALL LEND MY AXE AGAIN TO THAT COMMITTEE!” 
[The Cabinet Committee that is sitting on the GeppEes recommendations is said to be opposed to the suggested economies 


in education expenditure. 
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ACROSS THE POND. 


VII, 


Yes, I know what you want to hear| 


about really. Prohibition, isn’t it? 
Well, I hasten to say that, in my opin- 


| ion, Prohibition would do a great deal 


of good in a dry country. 

Prohibition (or, as I prefer to call it, 
Discouragement) is perhapsthe supreme 
test of American generosity. In London 
you and I reckon that a man has done 
pretty well if we stand him a glass of 
port at the club; in New York, poor as 
we are, if we were Americans and he 
was English, we should vie with each 
other in smuggling mysterious pack- 
ages of refreshment into his rooms, each 
of which would have cost us anything 
between two and three pounds. Mind 








England, with all its vexatious restric-| probably heard this story, but it hap- 
tions and regulations about hours and| pened a second 
so forth, one is almost ashamed to 
think of New York, where at least a 
man can drink at any time he thinks fit. 
That is, if he can endure whisky. 
For this is the tragedy of Discourage- 
ment, that light wine and beer and 
other such honest gifts of the gods 
are almost unobtainable, while whisky 


ime to a friend 
mine. Acting under instructions from 


man and said that 


New York made 
him of any place where he could be 
refreshed? The policeman said, ‘* You 
see that house with the green shutters 
—the red-brick house?” ‘ Yes,” said 








| 
J 


you—for I do not wish to exaggerate | 


if you arrived in New York without |—a notable victory for the Anti-Saloon 


acquaintance and without introduc- 
tions, I think you might spend several 


' hours without breaking the law at all. 


But as soon as you have one friend in 
that hospitable city the American Con- 





| stitution presents itself in an entirely 


| 
| 
j 
j 
| 


| 
| 


flows like the Severn bore, being obvi- Hodge, carefully noting the spot. “ Well, 
ously a more profitable article to|that’s the only house on this street 
smuggle than the weaker beverages. | where you can’t get anything to drink.” 
Men come over from England whonever| But, of course, all the New York 
touch anything but Sauterne and aj policemen are Irishmen, so it may have 
little port; they leave the States con-| been a humorous under-statement. 

firmed whisky-drinkers. My third experience was sinister. 
You cannot imagine the delicious thrill 
of naughtiness with which one con- 
sumes even whisky in the States. 
This thrill is almost entirely respon- 
sible for the great boom in drinking 
which has followed Prohibition. Inno- 
cent old men have abandoned cocoa 
and taken to cocktails; nice old ladies 


In fact many 
Americans have become so disgusted 
by the excess of whisky drunk that 
they have given up drinking altogether 


League. 

My first experience of Discourage- 
ment was a man who met us at the 
wharf with a bottle of whisky, which 
was carried secretly to our hotel and|run distilleries in the basement 


or 
opened by a negro with a screw-driver. | furtively manufacture whisky in the 

















a local resident, he went up to a police- | 


ol 


| 


him tired, and could the policeman tell | 

















; terest 


| after-luncheon speech. 


| any, Providence must have expressly 
} . 1 . . . . 
| designed the inspiration of the grape) 


PU 
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kitchen ; the joy of being wicked with- 
out really being wicked has brightened 
many a drab home or disappointed soul. 
Quakers gather together on Sunday 
mornings and tell each other how they 
get 1r (the word “it" has only one} 
meaning now) with all the zeal of book- 
collectors or coin-collectors. 
Prohibition has given people an in- 
in life. It has brought back 
romance. It has brought back the 
smuggler, and the bandit, and the pass- 
word, and small boats stealing into 
lonely bays at dead of night, and mys- 
tery steamers lying in the offing, show- | 
ing no- lights. I met a man who is 


engaged in “ boot-legging”’ (or illicit 
liquor traflic), not for the profits of the 


trade, though they are high, but purely 
for the romance of the thing. 

Well, one day we were taken toa place | 
which looked like an ordinary lodging- 
house. Our friend hurried.us up three 
flights of stairs; at each landing there 
stood some sort of a Dago, to whom he 
whispered some mysterious pass-word. 
We arrived at last at a small and dingy 
bedroom, almost filled by a huge bed 
covered by a dirty white counterpane. | 
It was like an Ipsen play. The wall-| 
paper was decayed and streaky ; every- | 





thing was decayed; on the mantel- | 
piece was a small bust of GrorGE 


WASHINGTON, and one felt that even 
he was decayed. Into this squalid 
chamber there entered an Italian (in| 
his shirt-sleeves) and an Italian woman, 
who mixed three cocktails at the wash- 
stand, for each of which our friend paid 
the equivalent of five shillings. We 
crept out, feeling really wicked at last; 
ind I still treasure the little card with 
the secret sign seribbled on the back 


which gave me the freedom of the| 
place. There is a boom in the card- 


case industry. 

But many of these institutions are} 
less furtive. It is jolly to sit in an old | 
Kentucky saloon, like a Fleet Street 


‘ 


vIn 


. . *y* } 
eating-house, with pictures of pugilists 
on the walls and a genial Irish1 


man be- 
nit 


ind the bar—it is jolly to sit there 





with a cocktail before you and watch 
through the glass door the policeman 
strolling down the street. And per- 
haps it is at such moments that national 
opinion comes nearest to unanimity on | 
this burning topic. I have not drunk 
gin with any lady, old or young, who 
has not agreed that Prohibition is an | 
excellent thing for the working-classes. 

But there 7s a serious side to it, as 
anyone will discover who is asked to 
make an after-dinner or, worse, an 
For it is pre- 
cisely on these occasions (for which, if 





that no inspiration is ever obtainable. 


should have put an absolute ban on 


laccording to the length of speeches. 
| The tragedy is that the Americans LIKE 
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PLUS FOURS. 


I think myself that the Eig! 
Amendment 





iteenth | 
did not go far enough. It} 


after-dinner speaking, or, at any rate, 
instituted a system of money-rewards 
for after-dinner listening, graduated 


speeches, and the Eighteenth Amend- 
ment has ruined one of their national 
amusements. Yet still I found no na- 
tional consciousness of the menace, not 
only to Oratory but to all the other 
Arts, which is contained in that Amend- 
ment. Years must elapse before it 
becomes a dead letter, and in that time 
who knows what damage may not be 
done? In a sense American history 
may be said to have begun when they 
threw the tea into the water, and many 
Americans fear that it may prove to 








have ended when tl 
after the tea. 


Just one more Discouragement story. | 


Sitting at breakfast in the dining-room 
of a hotel (about 10 a.m., I regret to 
say) I heard the telephone-bell ring; 
the head-waiter went to the instrument 
and suddenly became very obsequious. 
Looking cautiously about bim, he then 
made the following remark :— 

“TIT am sorry, my lord; 
serve cocktails from the dining-room. 
You must apply to the Office.” 
ficken ahs 


“The annual dinner of the Reading Cham- 
ber of Commerce will be held at the Small 
Town Hall and the Right Hon. F. G. Kella- 
way, P.C., M.P., Postmaster-General, will bo 
the quest of the evening.”—Local Paper. 








It looks as if, perhaps wisely, he in- 
tends to make himself scarce. 


ey threw the wine | 


| 


we don’t | 
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NOVELTIES. 


The Editor of The Lancet urges novelists 
to enlarge the number of ailments from which 
their characters suffer.) 

As an eminent writer of fiction 

I've struck an original line ; 

No hackneyed romantic affliction 

Besets any puppet of mine; 

In the yarn I have lately been weaving 

The hero (I’ve christened him Dick) 
Whilst crossing the Channel is heaving ; 

To put it quite bluntly, he's sick. 


When Winifred notices Richard 
(An instance of love at first sight), 
The ship is beginning to pitch hard, 
And, moved by his pitiful plight, 
She tenderly rushes to aid him, 
In spite of a troublesome corn, 
(nd soon her devotion has made him 
The happiest man ever bern. 


They adore one another so madly 
That nothing their rapture can mar, 
Although he has adenoids (badly) 
And she has a chronic catarrh ; 

In his arms he continues to clasp her 
Till the passion of Winifred wanes, 
(nd she jilts him for love of Sir Jasper, 

A villain with varicose veins. 


Espousing the wily deceiver 
Sheendures hisill-treatment for years, 

But at length he succumbs to hay fevei 
And faithful old Dick reappears ; 

To church (Chapter LXX.) they go, 
And the wedding bells gaily ring out 

For a bride who is bent with lumbago 
And a bridegroom incurably stout. 


WHEN VOTING COMES. 








Sooner or later we shall have to have | 


a General Election, I suppose, and | do 
hope we shall put a little gaiety into it 
and make it go with a swing. But, to 
get this effect, we must first be told who 
the two leaders are going tobe. We al- 
ways used to be told that in the good old 
days. Iremember an election in QurEN 
Vicroria's reign, when there were pic- 
tures of the two contending statesmen 

-WuisTLer and Ruskry I think they 
were—pasted up on all the hoardings 
in the town where I lived. They were 
hitting each other with axes or bricks, 
I think, or wrestling with each other; 
or else kicking a football through each 
other's goal. In the windows of the 
small tobacconists’ shops their photo- 
graphs were stuck up at the top of long 
toy ladders, up which two coloured 
monkeys, made of wire and wool, kept 
climbing as the results came in. The 
coloured monkeys did not represent the 
actual politicians who were competing 
for the Premiership, but the two parties 
which they led. 

Nowadays, I understand, they have 


| all the polling on one day, and a great 
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deal of the pleasure is thus destroyed. | topical event, a very difficult thing to 


But, even though there are no coloured 
monkeys to be issued to the tobacco- 
nists, many preparations have to be 
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remember when as likely as not the 
Cup Tie Tournament is in full swing. 
As a matter of fact I have a little 


made before the great day comes. The| project of my own which T hope will 
party machines have to be taken out| be adopted this year if we do have an 


and oiled. I know that because it says! 


so in the papers. 1 have never seen | 
one of these party machines, but 1 
imagine they are something like the| 
bathing-machines at Ilfracombe, andare 
used to carry the electors to the poll. 
These things will have to be oiled, then, 
and a proper amount of printed propa- 
ganda will have to be prepared. There | 
will also be pictures. The next General | 
Election, whenever it occurs, will be 
emphatically a cinema election, and a 
great many will have to be} 
filmed in advance, in order to persuade 
the people that something important 


is going on. Like this— 


scenes 





In the Hub of Official England, 
where London's Busy Arteries 
Beat, Mr. Lloyd George Trans- 
acts Important Negotiations 
on the Eve of the Great Tussle. 











The picture for this will be Mr. | 
Lioyp GEorGr, seated at a bureau, sort 
ing documents with incredible rapidity, | 
or dictating treatics to a stenographer. 
After that we get 





Meanwhile, in the Garden of 
his Beautiful Out-Town Home, 
Mr. Hoodew Callem Gathers 
the First Winter Aconite and 
presents it to his little Grand- 
daughter Jane. 








and then— 





Two days later in the Busy | | 
Streets of Bootle the Great 
Drama of the Polls begins 











For without the words “ 


and “relentlessly” the m: 


meanwhile | 
; ition pictures | 
would scarcely be worth visiting. 
In the busy streets of Bootle, of | 
course, men would be seen walking} 
with tense white faces and clenched! 
hands to the polling b woth at about the | 
rate of fifteen miles an hour, and stag: | 
; the right hand! 
raised to the brow. Finall, 


. 


. “het : mr 
gering stowly out with 





And in the Great Town Hall 
where the Votes are Counted 
the Clock Ticks Steadily on. 





! 

| 

' 

| 

which would feature a real clock steadily | 
ticking ; 
All this would he Ip to remind voters | 


| iIncome-tax cannot 


; |'This kind is also known as “Ci 
that the Elections were an important | eggs.” 


Klection. My notion is to place the 


polling booths by arrangement just in- | 





side the entrances to the cinemas and | 
the turnstiles of the football grounds, | 


with a polite young official to say, “ Do 
you care to do any voting this afte: 
noon, Sir?” The only difficulty woul 
be that so many ballot-papers woul 
have “Crystal Palace” or “ DovGias 
FarrBanks ” written on them instead of 


a Cross. 


But even as it is I am assured that 


t great many papers are spoilt by 


| 
| 


having names written on them, and | 


many more because, from a sense of fair 
play, electors put a cross against every 
candidate who is standing. Happily 
| have invented a simple device to ove: 


come this difficulty also. There should 


he served out to each voter at the next 
General Election a small black paper 
cross with adhesive gum at the back, 
slightly sweet to the taste; so that he 
will not be called upon to face the re- 
sponsibility of using a pencil or a pen. 

I have not got a vote. I have neve: 
had a vote in my life, except at the last 
Election, when I had to vote by post 
Troops were not even allowed to visit 


the nearest town on polling day, in case | 


there should be riots. But I promise 
myself a little quiet rioting this year, 
vote or no vote. 

As a matter of fact I imagine that 
very few people indeed will have votes 
in this Election, owing to the impossi- 


bility of paying both one’s rent and | 


one’s taxes. The 
produce his rent and 
is obliged to leave his house before it 
falls due. 
who pays his rent is obliged to leave 
the income-tax collector. Even those 
who do have votes will certainly not 
use them, unless an Opposition leade: 


man who pays his | 


On the other hand, a man | 


| before he gets a vote, in order to bafile | 


is discovered pretty soon. It would be | 


hetter to choose a very large man, 
because Mr. Luovp Grorae is a very 
small man and electors always like 
these contrasts. About eighteen stone 
would do. L.vor. 








‘A cow on the farm of the Rev. » Lo, 
Armagh, has given birth to three calves—on: 
another white, and the third blue.” 


Jrish Pape 
ill true to John Bull, bless her! 


“ha 
laids 


Ere: 


i8 BY THE MYLrro0N. 
came to town by the tl 


N sew 
d ing Paper. 


ates 











Jaxvany 18, 1922) PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL a 47 





yal 













m8 16 al 


ae 


MT 
‘ 


_ 
wan — 4 
pe 
+ | 
ij 
“a ty 


1 ier, 
fs! | 










it il 
| aida ||| ls ra 


amie, 


ett 


ih f 
| uf a ry 
le 5 oa 





iy i 
ot 


f 

4 

i. 
{tc 


bay re = 






Ss ING ga 








- Ie GaY = 
i ui ¥ ee) ~ 
ry ae N 
~ ruta \ «4g 


| 
a | 


se 
Si 





Wy 


4\ 


+: * ‘ ~ ——_ = 
Wake “fi ¢ Se 


Ss 


+a 


- “7 
oie & 


ray: 


ee 


WINTER SPORTS ON LUDGATE HILL. 
SEASONABLE 


A DREAM OF WEATHER, 

















ka hE EE ANE 























pen 


SPARSE AEE 


i 
; 
| 
: 
; 
} 
' 
: 











cali aca aac aetna ts 














48 











[JANUARY 18, 1929, 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





A STUDENT OF SCOTCH. 
fA London school of languages has an- 
nounced its intention of starting classeg in 
various foreign languages, including Scotch. } 
Ar 9.45 a.m. on the day before Christ- 
mas Peter Macfarlane stood in a rail- 
way terminus in his native city of 
Glasgow. Sailormen, as a rule, are not 
| addicted to hanging around stations 
the day after they are paid off, and 
Peter was no exception. Circumstances, 
however, were against him; the Li- 
censing Magistrates have decided that 
places of refreshment shall not open 








lawless Scotland richt enuff, but, if ye| in London. As the most brilliant pupil 
open yer wee bag and set up the camp- | of the year | have been aw arded a week's 
stool, the first thing ye ken the polis ‘ll| free holiday here, the object being to 
run ye in. They hae a monopoly o’| give me an opportunity to acquire flu- 
that kind o’ thing up here.” ency and purity of accent. You follow 
The little man grew redder, stuttered| me, I trust ?” 
and, with an effort, again asked, ** Hoo « Aibsolootely —oh, aibsolootely,” 
are ye?’ Peter assured him in his best Oxford 
« Fine, Ah tel’t ve a’ready,” said Peter} manner. 
pleasantly. ‘ Hoo are ye yersel’?” “T understand the language much 
The other positively beamed ; this| better than I speak it, 1 may say. | 
evidently was the cue for which he had} shall practise assiduously during the 
been waiting. “ Brawly, thenk ye fur| week, and next Saturday night— Hog- 
speerin’,” he said, ; manay, as you call it—I hope to attend 








until ten o’clock on Satur-j 
days, and he was simply | 
waiting for the day to begin. 
The train from Euston had | 
just arrived, and, as the flood 
| of passengers left the confines 
of the platform and spread 
out over the open space, 
Peter’s wandering gaze picked 
out a skinny little travesty 
of a Highlander in full na- 
tional costume, wearing high- 
power glasses and carrying a | 
suit-case. He had seen the| 
like before, but only in an 
inglish music-hall burlesque. 
His gaze became fixed. 
“ Naw, naw,” he muttered; 
“ Ah ken Ah had twa or three 
last nicht, but it wis whisky 
o akind, Ah hivna drunk 
wud-alcohol since weleft New 
York an’ Prohibition. Ifhe’s | 
no’ there then Ah’m thinkin’ 
auld age maun be creepin’ on 
me when Ah canna get awa’ 
wi’ a bottle or so withoot 
seein’ things next mornin’. 
sut he is there; Ah can see 
ithers starin’ at him. Whit’s 
he daein’ here? Ah wonder. 
Understudyin’ Harry Laup- 
arin yin o’ the Halls, mebbe; | 
the tourist season's ower lang 


ow sd 
igo. 











The object of his gaze drew nearer,|aye kent ye could hire a rig-oot fur) 
hesitated, peered carefully through his | theatrica!s | 
glasses at Peter and, having decided|o’ aman hirin’ a] 
that here was a man with time on his| joke, onyway ?’ 


hands, went over to where he stood. 
‘Hoo are ye?” 
offering his hand. 
“Fine,” replied Peter, “ fine! 





Granfer (pr 
MINUTES FAST BY ( 


said the little man, joke. Ah’m 
| whaur I—er—Ah 

Ah | 
jist cam’ doon frae the hills this mornin’ | dae yersel’ an injury. Look here, Ah'’m 
if Ah took aff ma bunnet ye 'd see the | a sailor, an’ 


“Tosh! ” exclaimed Peter, “ Ah’ve|the great New Year Festival at The 
vie ene We have heard all 
about it from our teacher.” 
“Gosh! ye’re a hardy yin. 
The roast beef o’ auld Eng- 
land hisna pit much meat 
on ye, but there’s naething 
wrang wi’ yer nerve. Turn 
up at Glesca Cross on Hog- 
j}manay nichtinakilt! You! 
| Never mind, dinna be doon- 
| hairted; ye’ll mebbe no’ live 


Cross. 





ithat lang.” 
| In spite of his boast it is 
doubtful if the little man 


understood half of this, but 
| Peter gave him no chance to 
reply. 

“Come on, ye'll never learn 
younger. Pit yer bag in the 
| left-luggage office an’ come | 
iwi’ me. It’s lucky ye met 
ime; hardly ony o’ the folk } 


ep Tub die 
Carter Tab itu) 


| here talk English.” 

The bag was checked in 
the cloak-room and the two 
left the station and crossed 
the street to a convenient 
place of refreshment. ‘‘ Noo,” 
said Peter, “ ye're tae talk 
naething but Scotch.” 


said the | 


*“ Whit’’s yours? sg 
little man. 
‘“ Whisky,” Peter 


| sal 

inting to Bi | bs , 5a d 
\‘*Thatteacher o’ yours is no 
; 


Ben). “Your CLOcK BE FOWER 
Cuvurcn,.” 


ATT STOCK 





) 


____' sae bad if he taught ye that. 
A fine-soundin’ phrase, but very un- 
» but Ah never heard before | common in these pairts.” 

fruace. Whit’s the 


lat “Twa whiskies,’ said his companion 
to the barman. 


“There’s no jake—er—there’s nae eter gracefully nodded his acknow- 
ledgment of the little man’s “ Here's 


| 
' 
| 
frae London, where—er— | 
| tae us’ and swallowed his whisky ata 
| 
| 
| 


“Steady,” advised Peter, “or ye’ll gulp. The other followed his example. 


“ Ay,” replied Peter to the barman’s 
} - as. ‘ ? ° . 
. + as ge . Ah can swear in ony lan-| questioning glance, at the same time 
heather still stickin’ in ma hair. Whit’s! guage ye ever heard o’ an’ dae the polite| laying a coi n the counter. Two 
) buage ye 1G i é ] ej laying a coin on the counter. \ 


yer line, onyway? Gold bricks?” 
The little man looked disconcerted 
and tried to speak, but failed. 
Be: Naw? Weel, ye needna be ashamed; 
Ah daresay a wee man like yersel’ 
| couldna carry a gold brick. It'll be the 
| three-caird trick or the thum’le and the 
pea? But Ah’m warnin’ ye; yo're i 





in maist, but Ah never mix them nor ma} glasses of whisky were placed before 

drinks. If ye can speak ony single lingo | them. 

properly get on tae it. Try English. Ye| * Naebody asked fur them,” said the 

look like a scarecraw, so mebbe ye'1e| little man. — 

English.” “ Ah did; Ah’ve started ver educa- 
“Very well,” said the little man.|tion. There are whiles when a man 

“ At the beginning of the year I com-|can ask fur twa whiskies, and whiles 

menced a course in Scotch at a school| when he finds articulation kind of 


‘ . — 
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Trate Parent, “ You’Vi BEEN CANIN’ MY BOY FOR ‘AVIN’ TEN MISTAKES IN ‘IS ’RITHMETIC, 


ror ‘Im. Now I ask you 


po I LOOK LIKE A MAN AS ’UD MAKE ALL THEM MISTAKES?” 
Nervous Schoolmaster, ‘* N-N-NO—NOT FROM HERE.” 








deeficult ; it’s then ye ’ll find the mono-| up, man; Ah’ll hae tae get splints fur 
syllabic ‘ Ay’ quite sufficient answer to} yer knees 
the barman’s meanin’ look. Mind that; 


it’s worth something in these days o’ 
short ‘oors.” 

“ Ah’Il mind,” said the pupil. “ But 
tell me—whit wey is naebody here 
wearin’ the kilt?” 

‘Weel may yeask,” Peter said bitterly. 


|“ That’s whit yer MaLiLaBy-DEELEY 
ian’ his self-measurement forms did for 


Scotland. Humbled a prood race; pit 
us in breeks.” 
“ Here’s tae us,” said the little man. 


At exactly noon the two found them- 
selves standing in the street, the hos- 
pitable door closed behind them. Peter, 
steady as a rock, supported the little 
man. 

“ Where’sh lodgings ? 

* Ludgin’s, ma mannie, ludgin’s ! 


” 


| Ye’re forgettin’ yer adopted tongue. 





L 


Get yer bag an’ come awa’ hame wi’ 
me. Ma wife’ll no’ mind; Ah’ve often 
brought funnier things than you hame 
frae abroad. We'll get ye ludgin’s 
whaur Ah can keep ma eye on ye; Ah’m 
savin’ ye up fur Hogmanay nicht. 
We'll gang tae The Cross an’ bring the 
New Year in; but Ah ‘ll no’ promise tae 
wear a kilt. Ma life insurance disna 
cover recklessness like that . . . Stan’ 











As Ir ‘APPENS, J DONE THEM SUMS 





. + dings! we mak’ a 
comical pair.” 

“ Here’sh (hic) tae ush,” murmured 
the student of Scotch. 





EASTWARD HO! 


[Artists are migrating to Brixton owing to 
the high cost of living in Chelsea. Other 





| sections of the New Poor will doubtless be 


migrating to even less expensive quarters of 
London in the near future.] 
Fare ye well, O Penge and Tooting, 
Haunts of boyhood’s joy and woe! 
Now, our household gods uprooting, 
Brothers, let us rise and go; 
Go where life is inexpensive, 
Seek some gay plebeian scene, 
Find us roof-trees less extensive 
In the wilds of Bethnal Green. 


There, comparatively thriving, 
Free from snobbery and caste, 
Innocent of social striving, 
We shall live in peace at last; 
When Papa is in the City 
Ma will care for baby Herb, 
While the nippers (Claude and Kitty) 
Hawk bananas on the kerb. 


When the crescent moon is glancing 
Silver in a purple sky, 

When the naphtha flares are dancing 
And the butcher shouts,“ Buy, buy!” 








We will cast the prim decorum 
Fostered in a bygone day, 

Foot it lightly in the forum 
Where piano. organs play ; | 





Patronize the local “ pictures,” 
Crack Brazil-nuts on the floor, 
Rid at last of social strictures 
From the doctor’s wife next-door ; 
So to supper—fish and ’taters— 
Mirthful, boisterous and loud, 
Where the great Sam Isaacs caters 
For the poor and not too proud. 


Shall we miss suburban highbrows, 
Sales of work, progressive whist, 
Mrs. Grundy’s lifted eyebrows ? 
No, they never will be missed. 
Life will be inspiring, tonie, 
Endless carnival and feast, 
Banishing for good the chronic 
Hump. Who follows to the East ? 








“Nurse (young) would like private post with 
lady or gentleman about February ; excellent | 
horsewoman and keen motorist.” | 

Scotch Paper, } 
So useful in a sick-room. 





| 
“The retiring Mayor paid tribute to the | 
exemplary behaviour of the unemployed, and | 
measures designed to increase unemployment | 
were introduced to the Council.” 
Local Paper, | 

On the principle that you cannot have | 
too much of a good thing. 
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THE JEUNE EX-PREMIER. 


Turk Manacer. “ HEARTY 


STATESMAN’ ON YOUR 








AMERICAN TOUR. 


CONGRATULATIONS ON 


I HOPE 


— i 


S47 


THE WAY YOU PLAYED ‘THE 


I MAY COUNT ON YOU 


TO TAKE 


A SIMILAR PART IN THE NEW DRAMA WE’RE CONTEMPLATING JUST NOW.” 





| 
| 
| 
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A FURTHER STAGE 


THE CUBIST, IN DEFIANCE OF HIS OWN IDEALS, 


n her mind than at any time since Thomas's death, 
.ccompanied her, packed as before. 

The train was very full, but, thanks to the courtesy of a 
young gentleman who gave her his seat, she suffered but 
little discomfort, and in due course arrived at her destina- 
where she found her friend waiting for her on the 
platform. Together they walked to the house, which was 
— a little distance away, and immediately on arrival gave 
» precious suit-case to the gardener, with instructions 
‘Thomas's interment. Then they ‘went in to tea, to 
and make light of troubles happily surmounted. 

After the meal they strolled out into the garden, and 
there they found the g: ardener standing before a hole under 
a pear-tree in a state of very grave bewilderment. The 
suit-case lay open upon the ground, and inside it was a com- 
plete evening kit fora gentleman attending a formal dinner- 
party 


Thomas 


wbion, 


ior 

‘ 
Cs 
j \ 





The rest of the story, which would deal with the anges 
ing of Thomas, is, as was suggested at the beginning, 
perhaps fortunately missing. 

Another Glimpse of the Obvious. 
j rom a theatre-notice :— 
| “One husband essays the task of running with the hounds and 


hunting with the hare, which, of course, is impossible.” 


—Local Paper. 





“Tet us just think for one moment that the words of this ch rus 
hegin with the tremendous statement, ‘Credo in nuum Deum,’ and 
be taggered that they seem to have meant no more to J. S. Bach than 
they would mean to the average organ-grinder.”— Weekly Paper, 


We regretfully confess that they do not mean a tremend- 
ous lot to us either. 
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IN OUR ART CLUB HANDICAP. 


PROTESTS 


THAT THE RED IS NOT A PERFECT GLOBE, 


THE TRUTHFUL ANGLER, 
Wuen Noan sailed the seas of old with JApHET 
SHEM, 
As they fished for ichthyosauri he laid this charge on them: 
“Whatever ye land, whatever ye lose, alike in your age 
and youth, 
When of fishing ye tell, bethink ye well, speak naught but 
the simple truth.” 


So they fished and spake as Noan taught, Jarner and Sarm 
and Ham; 


Never an ounce or an inch of stretch, nevér a grain of cram ; 


And the awestruck nations listened and swiftly the proverb 


grew: 
“Hunters are sly and archei 
true.” 


; lie, but a fisherman’s tale is 
When Jonan came to the city, crying, “ Yet forty days, 


Forty last days for Nineveh! See ye amend your ways!” 


, Ham and | 








The trembling Ninevites whispered, as they ordered their 


life anew: 


“By the Prophet's tale of a wondrous whale we know that 


his word is true.” 
Thus it has been through the ages, almost until to-day ; 
All the world trusted the fisherman, heeded his lightest say ; 
Topir and Izaak Watton, Dame JuLIANA too 


(Though Tosir we call apocryphal), doubtless their tales | 


are true, 

Sut oh! ye latter-day anglers, ye cannot hope to vie 
With piscatorial Washingtons who knew not how to he; 
So when ye fare to the fishing my counsel is plain to you: 
Though fishes may lack, at the least bring back a tale that 

is slighty true. 
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“T WANT A TUNNEL 


ENGLAND'S NATIONAL (MUSICAL) DEBT. 


Quire a number of correspondents 
have written to us to throw light on 
the controversy started in The Daily 
Express about the source from which 
music was first introduced to the 
Ancient Britons. We have been unable 
to find room forall their letters and 
must confine ourselves to a selection, 
which is yet sufficient to illustrate the 
unanimity with which they agree to 
differ among themselves. 


INDIGNANT IRELAND. 


Dear Sir,—Melody and Harmony 
had their home in Ireland thousands 
of years before they appeared in Eng- 
land, and to Ireland and Ireland alone 
is England indebted for a boon basely 
appropriated but never acknowledged. 
Scotland stole the pipes and for cen- 
turies has flaunted that noble instru- 
ment as her own special property. The 
harp, which was already cultivated in 


_ the Halls of Tara in pre-Minoan times, 


was “conveyed” by the Welsh in the 
early middle ages, imported to the 
suburbs of London, and thence made 


its way to the salons of Mayfair in 











the early decades of the last century. 
The renegade Anglo-Irish rhymester, 
Tuomas Moorp, introduced Irish Mel- 
ody to English society about the same 
time, and at the close of the nineteenth 
century another musician of Irish ori- 
gin, ARTHUR SULLIVAN, was audaciously 
claimed as a typical English composer. 
Purce.L, the glory of an earlier age, 
unquestionably belonged to the Irish 
family of that name, of which many re- 
presentatives are still to be found in 
the county of Cork. 

It is high time that another injustice 
to Ireland should be exposed and that 
M. Papverewski should acknowledge 
his true nationality, ingeniously dis- 
guised but patently revealed in the first 
syllable of his Polish alias. With re- 
gard to Harmony, I may add that by 
far the most notable contribution is to 
be traced to the efforts of that eminent 
“synthetic Gael,” Mr. Elders Chirskine. 

Iam, Sir, Yours intransigently, 
PHILOCELY. 
CALEDONIA’s CLAIM. 

Dear Sir,— Music is based ultimately 
on rhythm, and the sense of rhythm is 
far more acutely developed in Scotland 








JUST A CHEAP ONE FOR A CHILD,” 


than in any other part of the British 
Isles. Moreover the proportion of 
musicians to the total population was, 
in earlier times, larger than in any 
other country, as is clearly indicated 
in the classical reference to the chiet 
tain who marched forth with “ four- 
and-twenty men and _five-and-thirty 
pipers.” Even unsympathetic Sasse- 
nachs have reluctantly acknowledged 
the irresistible magie of the pipes and 
admitted that the quintessence of the 
most ultra-modern music is to be found 
in the desci iption of the strains evoked 
by a famous Scottish virtuoso, Mac- 
phairson Clonglocketty Angus MecClan, 
in mid- Victorian days: — 


“Tt was wild--it was fitful—a { | 
} 
breeze— 
It wandered about into several k: 
It was jerky, spasmodic, and harsh, 1’ 
aware 5 
But still it distinctly suggested an a 


I admit that we have got beyond the 
phase in the last line. But, when you 
consider that at the time these verses 
were written England was under the 
domination of MENDELSSOHN and other 
Teutonic influences, enough has been 
said to prove that musicalenlightenment 











| 





; sentatives of this movement are STRAV- 


| Great Britain chiefly from Russia and 


' pation which is so agreeable a feature 
| in modern dance-music. 


Jaxvary 18, 1922.) 
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came to England from the North and 
the North alone. 
Tam, Sir, Yours respectfully, 
Hamish MecLurxm. 
THe PLEA OF THE PRINCIPALITY. 
Dear Sirz,—The implication that we 





owe the introduction of music into these 
Isles to foreigners is nothing short of | 
an outrage and affront to the heroic | 
Principality which has given us the} 
of mutton and the greatest of | 
Prime Ministers. Documentary evi | 
| 
| 
| 


+ 


DES 


dence exists which proves that part- 
singing was practised in Wales before 
the Trojan War and that Fisteddfods 
intedated the institution of the Olympic | 
Games in ancient Greece by at least | 
three centuries. It is surely significant 
that the name of England’s foremost 
composer, ELGAR, is an anagram upon | 
\rleg, which in turn is an early vari- 
int of Harleeh, immortalized in Wales's 
ost famous tune. 
Yours indignantly, 


Carapoc JONES. 


A Tate or Tin anp Tyre. 
Dear Srr,—The late R. L. Srevenson | 
bserved, in The Wrong Box, that “ the | 
young of the penny-whistler, like that | 
of the salmon, is occult frem obser- 
vation.” This may be so, but careful in- | 
vestigations, conducted for many years, 
have enabled me to establish beyond | 
doubt the true parentage of that mo- | 
mentous instrument. Briefly summar- | 
ised my conclusions are as follows: | 
Cornwall has from remotest antiquity | 
| 
| 


wra 
iia 


been associated with tin-mining, but it 
was to the Phoenicians, who first ex- | 
ploited the industry, that Cornishmen | 
were indebted for instruction in making, | 
ind performing upon, the tin or, as we | 
now call it, the penny whistle. To this | 
interesting race therefore belongs the | 
credit of introducing musie, at any rate } 
nstrumental music, to the untutored | 
British. 

Yours faithfully, Exopoc TReLawny. 

THe Stavo-Gauniic “ URGE.” 

Dear Sir,—As Mr. Goossens recently 
remarked, the modern movement in 
musie, Which I need hardly say is the 
only one which counts, began with the 
present century. The outstanding repre- 


INSKY, RAVEL and ScriaBIne. It stands 
to reason then that musie has come to 


France, though to a minor extent we 


are indebted to negroid influences for 
the introduction of that epileptic synco- 


Yours faithfully, Epwyx Newsome. 








“Piano to suit beginner, with legs.” 
Scotch Paper. 


Surely hands would be even more useful. 
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REALLY TupDoR? 


Customer, “Is 17 
m 


WORM-HOLES. 





SHOULDN'T HAVE THOUGHT 80; 





DON’T SEE ANY 


Dealer. “An, SiR, EVEN THE INSECTS DIDN’? HAVE THE HEART TO DEFACE ITS BEAUTY.” 








From an Indian gymkhana pro- 
gramme :— 
“Horse Race. 
A handicap for Horses. Distance—2 inches.” 


We infer that there was a close finish. 





“The Pap controversy has been settled.” 
Indian Paper. 
We understand that, after a protracted 
struggle, Nurse won. 





“Firm of Insurance Brokers in Provinces 
require services ¢ f experienced man (not over 
30), to develop Fire and Lie departments.” 

Commercial Paper. 
We have often thought when reading 
insurance advertisements that there 
must be a catch somewhere. 








From a Visitors’ List in a Swiss paper: 

“Mr, H. — sous, England.” 
This was presumably inserted towards 
the close of his visit. 


- with 2 





From a school magazine :— 
“ Perhaps the hors d’ceuvre of the evenin 
was ’s first violin solo.” 
A very natural error, attributable, no 
doubt, to his use of the sordine. 
, 


eg 
8 








“T asked - if he believed the rumour 
that Yeats dedicates his poems straight on to 
the typewriter. He said he didn't.” 

Evening Paper. 
Nor do we. But we see no reason why 
he should not 
typist. 











dedicate them to his | 





SS NERA 
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with another man to meet on the fol- 
OUT OF THE FRYING-PAN—|jowing Saturday morning at Walton 
_J | Heath. 

The other man said he would have 
played better the last time if it hadn't 
been for the impudence of his caddy. 
Saucy little brute! 

eas The first man didn’t remember and 
can oropeh sins they are inclined tthe other man was reminding him of 
oT: ’ * lit when the train came in. 

In the lift at Knightsbridge a man 
was telling another man how nothing 
but a bad slice at the last hole pre- 
vented him from winning his match at 
Addiscombe. He took five to get the 
wretched ball on to the green and lost 
by one. 

Just before lunch a man came to see 
me and asked me to play golf with him 
on Thursday. 


Ir is long since Samurn BuTLer 
mean the earlier one, the one that 
nobody ever writes about—made that 
wonderfully shrewd couplet which ex- 
poses the tendency of people to 


The centuries have not impaired its 
sting; we are still as vulnerable as 
when Hudibras was devised. All the 
same I intend to put it on record that 
other people have the most boring con- 
versational habits. 

The day’s trouble began with a dis- 
cussion at breakfast between my host 
and another guest (who was remaining 
on) as to whether they should go for a 
motor-run or play golf. 

Our host was for 
solf. “I want to see 
what you do with the 
eighth hole,’ he said. 
“It’s a twister.” 

“T want you to see 
how my new car eats 
the hills,” said the 
guest, 

“What is 
asked the host. 

**A Moonbeam Six,”’ 
said the guest; and he 
began to enlarge on her 
thrust. It was at this 
moment that I had to 
leave to catch my train 
for London, home and 
duty. \ 

In the carriage two 
men were comparing 
notes as to the Day of 
Rest. Neither had kept | < SHS ate SCE 
it conspicuously holy. They had gone| I said I didn’t play it. 
round instead. Each had gone round| He clutched the table for support. 
before lunch and again after. The tall} “But you don’t know what you 
clean-shaven barristerial-looking man|miss,” he said. “It’s the best game in 
had broken a record, The other had|the world. Keeps you so fit too; gives 














she ? 





“WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH YOUR FINGERS 
“No, Sin— Put anp TAKE,’” 


JONES ? 
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RHEUMATOID ARTHRITIS?” 


| gear and cylinders. 





One of them had lost three—three, 
mark you!—on Saturday, and at three. 
and-six each this wasn’t good enough. 

In the first evening paper I bought 
to read on my way home there was a 
portrait of James Bratp. 

In the second one I bought there was 
a portrait of M. Briann, not because he 
was the French statesman of the mo- 
ment, but because he had just played 
his first round at golf. 

The lady whom I took down to 
dinner said, during the fish, that, if she 
could drive only half as well as she 
could putt, her state would be beatific. 
Her dread of death was mitigated by 
anticipation of delicious games on the 





| Elysian Links. 


During the sweet I heard her tell | 
the man on her other side that her | 
a dread of death was miti- } 
gated by anticipation of 
delicious games on the | 
Elysian Links. | 

After dinner, when 
the men were left alone, 
1 told the story of my 
monotonous day. 

“T sympathise with | 


you,” said my host; 
“golfing talk is the} 
worst of all. By the 


way,” he went on, “] 
had a 





very narrow | 
shave coming home |} 
this evening. <A fellow 


=} j cut right across me in 
{an Austin, and nothing 
but the excellence of my 
brakes saved me.” 
“ What is your car?” 
another guest inquired. | 
And in a moment 
they were all talking 


Qn? 


L. 


Is there no escape ? KE. V 








AT THE PLAY. 

















so aaa ere 








broken a mashie. | you an excuse—a reason—for getting 
I did not want to hear them, but they | out into the open air and walking.” 


| "Tene RATTLESNAKE” (SHAFTESBURY). | 
had loud penetrating golfing voices. | 


THE rattlesnake on his native heath 
agape © * I said that I liked the open air and/is, 1 understand, “rather sluggish . . . | 
turned to The Times for relief and read | walking with a pure affection, for their) tries to slink away when cornered.” | 
that M. Brianp had taken part in a | own sake alone, and I hated organised | There was little of sluggishness or of | 
sixsome under Mr. Lioyp GEORGE'S | exercise with people shouting “ Fore!” islinking away about ” young Harry | 
guidance and had held his club wrong. | behind me. “4 | Latimer of Charleston South Carolina, 

At Waterloo I changed to the Tube | ’ ‘ b : t } 


; 0 1 | He said I completely missed the|on a June night of the year of grace | 
and, in the lift going down, a man next | point. 


|1774. A ball is in progress, attended 

to me told another man that he had | At lunch at the Club a man said that | by His Britannic Majesty's starred and 
never played better in his life than on|it would be a wonderful thing for | gartered representative “Overnight our | 
the St. George's Hill links on Saturday. France if, after finishing with boxing, Harry has raided the armoury and 
" Do you care for so many trees | Carpentier took up golf and excelled powder-magazine under the nose of the 
about ! the other asked. | at it. What France needed was athletic | local garrison and, worse, has thought 
oW ell, perhaps not. But what a | sports to steady her. fit to be funny about it "Will he dare | 
charming spot all thesame! LIalways| After lunch I found myself in an|to put in an appearance ? “Certainly,” | 
feel inspired there. I was driving like | armchair between two men who, having say the “ Colanials:” “ Harry always | 
the book. You know the third hole begun by talking about something sen- keeps his enganemenis ” «Tf he does,” 
On the platform at Piccadilly Cireus| sible, got into an argument over the| retort the ivo-sading officers of the gat: 

| & man near me made an appointment | best kind of ball. rison, “he shall aon th by blank!’ 5 


| 
| 
| 
} 
| 
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LITERATURE FOR THE HUNTING-FIELD. 


“4 GOODLY APPLE ROTTEN AT THE HEART.”—Merchant of Venice. 


Rattle without. Enter very debonair 
snake, preceded by badly-damaged giant 
ofa black footman, and before the happy 
evening closes he is blithely pledged to 
three duels at dawn, and is forced into 
one there and then with his own father- 
in-law. A very spirited and jolly affair 
throughout. Salvoes of well-merited 
applause. 

Five years pass, four of them years 
of war. The old ball-room is now the 
(very informal) headquarters of the de- 
fence of Charleston, besieged by Pre- 
vost and within three days of starva- 
tion. The portrait of Kixag Grorcr 
has been replaced by the colour of the 
Second Regiment (in which Captain 
Harry Latimer is serving), with the 
device, “ Don’t tread on me!” So far 
as Harry is concerned, everybody and 
everything conspire to do it now. 

That preposterous old die-hard, n- 
drew Carey, Harry's father-in-law, is 
working with fanatical zeal to betray 
the defence’s plans to the British and, 
with the unwitting help of Mrs. Harry, 
to fix the guilt on her husband and 
so scotch two snakes with one stone. 

| Harry’s old vival in love, Captain 
Mandeville, a British spy, cordially 
co-operates ; John Rutledge, the civilian 
Governor of Charleston, who had always 
thought Harry to have more rattle than 








bite, suspects the constant leakage of 
news to the enemy to be due to Harry’s 
imprudent trust in his father-in-law’s 
daughter. 

For the rest it would not be fair to 
say more than that the ingenious and 
competent authors, Messrs. Haronp 
Terry and RarakL SABATINI, expend 
much pains in getting our poor Rattle- 
snake into a tight corner of suspicion 
and getting him out of it with rattle 
still undamaged. And very well they 
do it, with much less reliance on absurd 
or impossible devices than is customary. 

By the way, it would perhaps be as 
well if that loaded pistol dropped by the 
heroine in the last Act were removed by 
an orderly instead of remaining within 
easy reach of a dangerous lunatic. And 
[ don’t believe it to be necessary that 
the crowd at the inquiry should steal 
silently away and leave the lovers to 
their kiss of reconciliation. It lets the 


wind out of the affair in a disconcerting | 
, * j 
wav. Would not a better curtain be the 


restoring of Harry's sword? The kiss 
could be hastily thrown in. 

Mr. Mitton Rosmer made a gallant 
and sufliciently plausible and human 
figure of Harry Latimer. A better 
written part, excellently played by Mr. 
Epwarp O'NEILL, 


FRANKLIN DyALL were two very pretty 
villains, the former particularly put- 
ting into the none too credible part of 
Andrew Carey veal fire and passion. As 
heroines go Miss CaTHLEEN NESBITT 
had a poor chance, but took her slender 
opportunities intelligently. 

This was no bad moment of time to 
revive the old and ever new drama of 
the conflict between Liberty and Loy- 
alty, Dreamer and Die-hard. Our sym- 
pathies in the present case were with 
the rebels, but we could all have wished 
that the British officers had been given 





rather better manners. if 
“LEAGUE OF NATIONS. 
Viscount Grey, K.C., will speak at the 


Colston Hall, Bristol, on Tuesday, January 
10th, at 8p.m. Groan Recital at 7.30.” 
Country Pape 
We are glad to say that the hostile 
demonstration did not come off. 


West 





“CHILDREN’ 
Mr. G. 


8 CoURT. 
Present : J. Thrasher (in the chair),” 
Local Paper. 


What do our hbumanitarians say to that? 





From a magazine-story :—- 





“Nelson Lee was looking half grim, half 
grave, and half amused.” 


vas that of John|1f Nelson goes on like this we fear he 


Rutledge. My. Fisner Wurte and Mr.! will turn out to be double-faced. 


——— nee 
me cee 
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GILBERTIANA. 

Tue curious law of Nature which 
ordained that every new-born babe must 
belong to one of two great political 
parties might well furnish the sentry 
in Palace Square with food for philo- 
sophical reflection. But the infant of 
to-day has a much wider range of pos- 
sibilities than when Jolanthe was first 
produced forty years ago. He (or she) 
might be a little Liberal Coalitionist, 
or a little Conservative Coalitionst, or 
a little Wee Free, or a little YouNGER 
Unionist (though the Union has dis- 
appeared), or a little Official Labourite, 
or a little Independent Labourite. 

Like Ginnert I havediscreetly avoided 
mention of Irish factions. Yet, if he 
had been living now and in his prime it 
would have been hard for him to ignore 
so Gilbertian a chance as the scene, for 
instance, which followed the election 
of the new President of Dail Kireann—a 
body, it will be remembered, consisting 
of British M.P.’s, chosen as representa- 
tives of certain constituencies in Ireland 
at the last election of Members of the 
Westminster Parliament. Ishould have 
liked to have his version of the pro- 
ceedings (conducted in the hated for- 
eign tongue of England) in which the 
successor of a Dago-American President 
refused to answer “ any damned ques- 
tion from an Englishman,” and had 
his Welsh origin sniffed at by a Repub- 
lican member of the Polish aristocracy. 
Yet I doubt if Ginpert would have 
utilized such an episode. He was too 
good an artist to borrow a situation 
more Gilbertian than himself. 

* * 
Tt has been commonly remarked how 


little the lapse of time has affected the | 


freshness of GinBert’s libretti, even 
when he dealt with a passing vogue. 
His ridicule, in Jolanthe, of the Here- 


ditary Chamber still makes its appeal 


at a moment when the Conservative | 


Party (to which most of the Peers 
belong) is clamorous in its demand for 
a reform of the Upper House; and 
when the claim of the Lords to have 
the right to sit, if elected, in Another 
Place, for the wider exercise and recog- 
nition of their brain-power, is said to 
have the weighty support of the present 
“susceptible Chancellor.” 
* * 

The fact is that the younger mem- 
bers of the audiences at the Prince's 
Theatre don’t worry much about the 
antiquity of political or other allusions 
(what, for instance, is Captain Saw to 
them?) so long as they can feast on 
their favourite airs. Take the Earl of 
Mountararat’s song— : 

“When Britain really ruled the waves,” 
of which the motive is to suggest that 
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the House of Peers contributed little 
or nothing to the nation’s greatness, 
and that their best course is to con- 
tinue to abstain from taking part in 
affairs :— 
“ And while the House of Peers withholds 
Its legislative hand, 
And noble statesmen do not itch 
To interfere with matters which 
They do not understand, 

As bright will shine Great Britain’s rays 

As in King George’s glorious days.” 
SuLLIVAN, with a nice sense of humour, 
set those words to a sort of patriotic air. 
This appears to have misled the Upper 
Circle, for the insistence of their demand 
for encore after encore was clearly not 
due to their disapproval of the Lords’ 
Veto (which no longer exists), but 
rather to an overwhelming spasm of 
misplaced patriotic fervour. 

— oe 

Though I trust that I am a true 
worshipper of Suuiivan’s art, I shall 
dare to think that it is GinBert’s share 
|in these operas that has contributed 
most to their distinctive quality, when 
compared with other work in this kind. 
Anyhow, it is the first business of every 





imember of the company to get the 
words safely over the footlights. Gut- 
BERT, L'm sure, would bear me out in 
| this view. SULLIVAN'S music can take 
|care of itself; it 
| great gift 


does not require any 
of execution, except perhaps 
{in some of the concerted passages. But 
| clear diction is essential, and there are 


|one or two who forget this. 
* * % 
As for the acting, intelligence is 


needed, but littlemore. Mostofthechar- 
|acters play themselves, or seem to. In 
ithe revival of Pinafore, Mr. Darren. 
| Fancourt’s performance of Dick Dead- 
His obtru- 
sions in a most repellent make-up were 
excessive for so small and obscure a part 
}and emphasized the extreme improba- 
| bility of such a wreck being tolerated in 
a crew of able-bodied tars. 
xe % 


{eye was a shade too clever. 





There is better excuse for an actor to 


| embroider the author's design ina purely | 


| frivolous - part. 


| 


Mr. Hesry Lyrton 
allows himself a liberal licence in this 
respect, and his gratuitous buffooneries 
jappear to be a very popular feature 
jamong the less orthodox. Mr. Lro 
SHEFFIELD, on the other hand, never 
—or hardly ever—forgets, even at his 
funniest, to be a model of correct solem- 
| nity. No one in the company so well 
| understands that an unmoved gravity 
jis absolutely necessary to the inter- 
| pretation of GiLbErt’s typical humour. 
| Mr. SHEFFIELD never goes wrong, ex- 
cept when, as in Z'he Mikado, he is 
tempted astray by Mr. Lyrron, 
* * % 
The season has been an inexhaustible 
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k how 
much more of it is yet tocome. I may 
seem to be going back on my earlier 
remarks if I say that of all the operas 
I have seen in this revival I find, in re- 
trospect, that I am most obliged for the 
one that is least “ Gilbertian "—The 
Yeoman of the Guard; and, of isolated 
numbers, for ‘Is life a boon ?’’—very 
beautifully rendered by Mr. Derek 
OLpHAM—in this same work. But then 
that is the way of serious sentiment 
when it takes the accustomed place of 
humour. For laughter is a great sol- 
vent of hearts, and not only prepares 
us for tears, but yields to them the first 








claim on our remembrance. O. 5S. 
TWO LONDON INNS. 


].—Tue Kina’s Heap anp FE1cut 
BELLs. 

Tue Kina is come to London town 
With lords and ladies fair; 

He wears his robes and golden crown 
And minds not how we stare 

With an Ah, ha, ha! and an Oh, ho, ho! 

Our caps into the air we throw. 


Old Not removed our bells and said 
That they were sinful things; 
But we've hung eight more in their 
stead, 
And each one bravely swings ; 
With lusty pulls and an eight-times- 
eight 
We ring Cuarves back to his estate. 














11].—Tur Crown anp Two CHAtrMEN. 
The QuEEN’s chaircomes swinging, 
j So bend your backs low ; 
Her chairmen are bringin 
Great ANNE to Soho, 
| Where THornuiLn, his brushes 
And Art well in hand, 
Is painting her portrait 
3y Royal Command. 


ao 


The chairmen together 
Resort to a Sign 

And keep out the weather 
By putting in wine; 

Their host feels the honout 
And over his decor 

Records both the fellows 
And HER whom they bore. 











“* This is admirably illustrated in Brown- 
ing’s ‘* Fra hippo hippi.’’ ’—Eprror.” 
Educational Paper. 
; Sy : cll 
Hippo-hippi-rah for the erudite editor: 


From the proceedings of the Army 
Athletic Association we learn that 
among the events at the Champion- 
ship meeting will be “Throwing the 
Discuss.” We believe that the existing 





record is held by the Sreaker of Dail 


| Eireann. 
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ir | 
3. 
| 
N. | | 
¢. | 
Voice from the gods. “Ir'’s ALi nicut, Miss, Don’? you TAKE ON 80. THEY'RE ONLY DOING IT FOR THE PICTURES.” 
| Miss Murten Hine makes one of the women in her new 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, j book, Torquil’s Success (LANe), impart to the hero some 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) ‘curious natural history about that mysterious bird, the 
Mr. J. C. Syarru is not the first novelist to see in a great | cuckoo. When I had decided that it was not meant as a joke 
| newspapér magnate the modern equivalent of the Loathly | I began to wonder whether her human history was more 
Worm of medieval folk-lore, and set a bold young politician, | trustworthy. I am inclined to think not. Her Torquilisa 
| aided by his charming fiancée, tilting against the monster; | very disagreeable young man, who wins fame with a first 
hut he is the first, so far as I know, to involve the knight- | novel, which, in spite of a year at Cambridge, he is much 
errant himself in a secret society only one degree less pesti- | too limited in his knowledge of the world to have written 
| lential than the menace it seeks to destroy. It is this|at all well. Neither has he that sterling strength and 
shrewd ranging of two extreme fanaticisms, that of Saul | sincerity which may outweigh all deficiencies. He falls in 
Hartz, proprietor of the Universal Press, and that of Zhe |love with his publisher's wife, a gracious lady, the pattern | 
Council of Seven (Cotuins), a body of unscrupulous and | of propriety in spite of her habit of having young men to | 
anarchical “ friends of humanity,” before and behind John | stay in the house when she is alone, but soon abandons his | 
Endor, M.P., and his American bride, which gives a piquant | worship of her to marry an improbably fast and fascinating | 
oi intellectual interest to what is in any case a very Vivacious | society beauty, who uses him as a shield against the conse- 
and aecomplished piece of sensationalism. The ordinary | quences of her passion for a married man. It isonly when 
r, reader who, like myself, has only Mercutio’s malediction for | Torquil’s faith in his own attractions has been shattered | 
or! both Trusts and Secret Tribunals, will echo an impartial | that he becomes a bearable and probable personality. Miss 
‘plague o’ both your houses” when he finds Helen, who | Hixg, who can really write better books than this one, sympa- 
my has flung up her journalistic future with the Universal | thetically says that “a reviewer's life is not that of honey ;” 
hat Press, confronted by her lover's entanglement with the | but what she calls the *‘ usual weariness : would be much less 
on- mysterious Vehmgericht of the title; and he will congratu- | general if the average novel took its inspiration, not as this 
the late her as heartily as I do on that enthusiast’s escape from | one does, from other average novels, but from real life. 
ing his uneanny and furtive commitments. He will also, or I / RSI EOE 2 
dail am much mistaken, appreciate the up-to-date humours of | In Mr. W ARRINGTON Dawson 8 The Gift of Paul ¢ lermont | 
the young couple's triumphant by-election. | (ITEINEMANN) the friendship between an old man and a } 
oe nae ee eee ae 
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youth is charmingly delineated. The old man is an 
American living in France, a recluse who has dedicated his 
last years to the writing of philosophical treatises. If the 


reader fears for the moment lest this Mr. Aubert should 


play the part, so familiar in fiction, of the crusty old 
bachelor who quite unnecessarily masks a soft heart with 
repellent manners, he is presently to be reassured ; for the 


| veteran, after manifesting no more than a natural hesita- 
| tion to adopt a stray French child of dubious parentage, 
| yields to the wistful appeal of little Paul Clermont, sadly 


ill-used at home. Thenceforward Aubert, who narrates the 
story in his own person, effacing himself, presents the 


development of Paul's character under the most painful 
vicissitudes, which culminate in the German invasion. The 
contrast between the monotonous, rather sordid and miserly 





| life of the French village, set in , nee 

“ / 

its fair and delicate landscape, Ad iy 
and the sudden flaming out of | /) /,/ 


| the noble spirit of France at | 


| the author intended to present 


the inconceivable savagery of / 
the Huns is drawn with restraint / 
and a strict regard for facts. { 
ee ee ‘ 
Miss Jutrer Witnor Tomp- \ 
| KINS is the bravest author that J 


| the hero of Joanna Builds a 


blue eyes (the italics are mine: 
1 can’t help them). What is| ) 
more, his eyes stay little right | 
to the end of the book. Of course| 7 
I know that people whose eyes | f 
are of less than average size do| | > 
| live and love and marry, but} x 3), 
they are not generally encour-| __*”/’ 


the sound of the tocsin, is ad- 
mirably drawn. I think that 


in Paul the incarnation of the 
spirit of France, for he becomes 
(if anything) a trifle too perfect. 
Mr. Dawson's vivid picture of 


I have ever met. She allows 


Nest (Paar) to have liitle sea- 





aged to do these things in novels. 
How they will enjoy this book ! 
It is exceptional in other ways 
too, forit is all about how Joanna 
bought a very ordinary country 
house and turned it into a very 
charming one. There are plans! => SEE miecones 
of the house “ before and after,’ very nice plans, but a real 
architect to whom I showed them looked wistful and quoted 
CoLLEY Creper’s “ old houses mended cost little less than 
new before they ‘re ended.” The nest-building instinct is so 
strong in most people that Joanna’s doings are sure to give 
pleasure to many readers over and above what they get 
from much pleasant humour in the book principally about 
lady-“ helps.” Joanna herself is a really delightful person 
and the hero talks nicely and does nicely ; but still 1 don’t 
quite like those little eyes. 


- “ 
aa . i 





UNVEILING A STATUI 





If you are looking for fiction of the sedative sort I should 
like to draw your attention to Mr. Paul (Carr), It is 
perhaps curious to speak thus of a book whose main theme 
is a quarrel, but apart from an incident in which a terma- 
gant lady makes an excellent shot with a bucket of water 
Miss GertrupE Boyer is more concerned with the effect of 
the squabble upon her hero than with the thing itself. 





Mr. Paul was a Nonconformist preacher 


, distinguished by 





BRIGHTENING PUBLIC FUNCTIONS. }cannot place this yarn in the 
AND ITS SCULPTOR SIMULTANEOUSLY. | 


a nobility of character beyond my wildest dreams. In 
Wiat, near which village he had a small place of worship, | 
a sudden squall sprang up because a pushing fellow started 
a bus in opposition to the old-established one. Over this 
rivalry the Rev. Enoch Paul found his flock split into 
factions, and made determined efforts to repair the cleavage. 
Miss Bone has a real feeling for the sights and sounds of the | 
country-side, and she realizes how easily trifles can in a mo- 
ment be magnified into matters of the first importance, and 
also how astoundingly dangerous a persistent gossip can be, 
If she has failed with her principal character the reason is | 
that she has not allowed for the imperfections of mortality, | 
len ince a 
Yves to Verdun (Country Lire) is a book whose interest | 
and value, already great, are bound to become greater with | 
BAM GA the progress of the years, since 
‘7%. \ its record is of things that are 
now passingaway. In Septem. | 
‘ ber, 1919, Sir Anexanprer Ken- 
NEDY visited the War areas and 
took over a hundred views from | 
| Ypresto Verdun. A few months 
later he made a second visit, and 
we have the result of his labours 
in a collection of nearly two 
hundred and fifty photographs. | 
| I cannot conceive any more 
eloquent monument of what our | 
| friends and allies had to suffer, | 
for the photographs were taken | 
before the work of reconstruction 











S 





. ' 

Var had really been begun. Excellent | 
| \ letter-press is included in this | 

di volume, which is so delightfully | 

‘ (' produced that those of us who } 
SS) | buy it to give away should | 


/ < | have considerable difficulty in 
parting with it. 
Until Greensea Island (Mints 
Saw | AND Boon) came my way | was | 
unacquainted with the novels of 
Mr. Victor Bripvaes, but if this 
hook is a fair sample of them | 
he is a man to be recommended 





(oh 


| delight in so-called shockers. | 


| “Pd Hy “° a ; j 
) 2+ ot Wis dt jeg v) | to all who take no shame of their | 
a. . £ ta . es te | 


absolutely top (and very limited) 
— —____! class of sensational fiction. For | 
| one reason I do not see how anybody can fail to guess too 
| soon where the buried treasure was hidden. And again, 
| though this ig ® minor matter, Mr. Bripces is too liberal 
| in his details of eating and drinking. Not for a moment 
| did IT want to know that the hero, always in danger of his 
| life, “ feasted sumptuously on roast saddle of mutton and 
a bottle of Burgundy.” I wanted him to get on with the 
work. But this impatience is testimony enough that the 
work was worth getting on with. : 








“There was loud applause after Mr. —— had rendered ‘ Petit 
Sweet Deconcert ’ on the violin.”—Local Paper. 


It is hoped that the Entente will survive this shock. 





From an Indian band-programme:— 


“Two MrLopres rrom the League of Nations — 
(a) ‘ Dream Bubbles’ » Ager 
(b) ‘ What about it’ . Darewsh:i 


” 








We fear Lord Rosrrv Ceci, will not be pleased. 


ne 
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CHARIVARIA. 
Mr. Li.oyp GeorGeE is reported to be 
very angry with Sir Gkorce YounGcer, 
but we hasten to deny the cruel rumour 


| that he has commissioned Mr. Winston 





CuvurcHILt to paint a portrait of Sir 
GrorGe in boiling oils. 


“The Coalition,” we learn from a 
contemporary, “is still young.” At the 
same time it must not be forgotten that 
Sir GronrGE is YounGer still. 

os 

“The Priwz Minister cannot have 
a General Election just when he likes,” 
says an Independent Liberal M.P. The 
general impression is that Mr. Liuoyp 
GEORGE is the sort of man who will have 


In a poem called A Victory Dance, 
Mr. Noyes mentions “a fat wet hand 
on a fat wet back.” Our Houndsditch 
correspondent thinks it a great pity 
that our poets don’t move more in 
circles where “ gentlemen 
quested to wear gloves.” 


are re- 





“Nowadays,” declares an eminent 
specialist, “a doctor's first concern is} 
with the patient’s teeth.” If the patient 
has anything, that is where it will be. 





Dr. Grant Ramsay, of the Institute 
;of Hygiene, is of the opinion that the 
jhousehold cat harbours the influenza 
|germ. Should your cat be seen playing 
| with a germ on the mat do not allow 





ther to torture the thing, but snatch it| 





it when he doesn’t like, 
if he likes to. 


We understand that 
Sir AUCKLAND GEDDES 
has cabled to the Lon- 
don newspapers asking 
them to supply him 
with fuller details of 
his resignation as Brit- 
ish Ambassador at 
Washington. 

* 


“The Sunday Exz- 
press” (according to The 
Sunday Express) “ is 
not against the Franco- 
British Pact.” After 
this, of course, M. Porn- 
care Wiulhaveonly him- 
selfto blame if anything 
goes wrong with it. 


A new society, hav- 
ing for its object the 


: : OR ‘ABROAD'?” 
brightening of London, 





“TXCUSE ME, CONSTABLE, BUT WOULD YOU 


has started a new revolt in Mexico. 
We understand that, to prevent con- 
fusion with the one started the previous 
day, it is to be marked with a small 
cross in the top left-hand corner. 





A household hint reminds us that a 
feature of the pre-war kitchen was the | 
gleaming copper. In these economical 
days cook’s policeman -cousin is not 


encouraged, as 


There is a persistent rumour that 
Lady Diana Durr-Coorrr has taken | 
up film-acting. 


A letter posted in Devonshire in 1903 
has just been delivered in Sussex. Ad- | 
mirers of Mr. Kettaway point with 








CONSIDER IRE 


AND ‘COUNTRY’ 


pride to the fact that 
several of his prede- | 
cessors left this task | 
unaccomplished. 
te 
Postmen in the High- 
lands have been going 
| about on ski. We are 
| unable to obtain confir- 
jmation of a rumour 
|that the Posrmaster- 
| GENERAL is having the 
| London telegraph-boys 
ltrained in the use of 
the pogo-stick. 





Sixty-three persons 
iwere lynched in the 
| United States last year. 
| The comparative insig- 
| nificance of the figures 

shows how largely this 
| old-fashioned method 
| has been superseded by 
the motor-car. 


) 





has just been formed. It is said that 
Mr, Justice Darina has been asked to 
lay the foundation of a new joke. 


Incidentally it would give a great 
impetus to this movement if those in 
search of gaiety could book their seats 
in the Divoree Court by telephone. 


The Bristol City Council have been 
asked for the loan of a statue. Lon- 
don never seems to have any luck like 
that. * 

A daily paper draws attention to the 
benefits of wireless to farmers. Hunt- 
ing men have long advocated its use in 
fences. * * 

“If America were eliminated from 
the world now,” declares Mr. ALFRED 
Noyes, “I feel there would be no hope 

A] , . oa . 
for Europe.” We agree that it would 
be unwise to act hastily in the matter. 


away and drown it in a bucket of 


quinine. 


It is announced that the World Court 
will assemble at the Hague on Janu- 
ary 30th. Eminent jurists consider that 
the World may think itself lucky if it 
gets off with two years hard. 


Mr. Winston CHURCHILL, in a recent | 
magazine article, tells us what he in- 
tends to do when he gets to Heaven. 
This seems to suggest that the Conon1aL 
Secrerary is losing none of his old- 
time optimism. 


Tram-conductors in Prague salute 
passengers as they alight by saying, 
‘We have been honoyred by your pre- 
sence.” In London the abbreviated 
version of this courtesy is ‘ Push-off.” 


Sehor Vitra Rean, ex-Minister of 








Agriculture in the Obregon Cabinet, 


That the strike at the diamond mines 
was not unforeseen is evident from the 
fact that many of the New Rich seem 


|to have taken the precaution of stock- 


ing their cellars. 


London barbers are said to be dealing 
in pianos. It is hoped that this may 
help to bring about an end of the old 
estrangement between the musician 
and the hairdresser. 


With reference to the importation of 
three thousand gramophones into this 
country, there is some talk of the Gov- 
ernment being asked to pass a Safe- 
guarding of Sanity Bill. 


A contemporary notes the absence 
of the old unseemly scrummaging and 
mauling among ladies at the January 
sales. In some quarters this is attri- 
buted to the refining influence of female | 
Rugby football on the home. | 
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INSPIRATION AND EXPIRATION. 


‘Being an account of a tragic disaster which followed the 
" publication of Mr. Eustace Mires’s new homily, en- 
titled “ Healthy Breathing.”’} 
Tere on the hearth-rug stood my Muse. 
Cocking my ears, I sat and waited 
To stenograph the lady's views 
Extemporaneously dictated. 
A silence almost more than I could bear 
Hung in the torpid air. 


Where were the thoughts that once a week 
Forth from her punctual brain came seething? 
I listened, but she did not speak ; 
Only I heard her heavily breathing 
In one or more of those peculiar styles 
Laid down by Mr. Mies. 


Sudden she flung her nostrils wide 

And drew an out-size inhalation; 
The wind that filled her full inside 

(Called by the trade an “ inspiration”) 
Had such a volume that I feared the worst, 
Thinking that she would burst. 


A dreadful while she held her breath, 
Visibly swelled by that afflatus ; 
Then in a hush as still as death 
She opened out a huge hiatus 
Between her lips and, shortly after that, 
Expired upon the mat. 


To Eustace I attach no blame; 
Of carelessness he stands acquitted ; 
She was misled because the same 
One word a two-fold sense admitted ; 
Through her own error she will breathe no more, 
Not on this hither shore. 


This means a vacuum in the space 
Kept for my doggrel’s weekly capers, 
Unless immediately I place 
Some poignant prose in other papers— 
Those Agony Columng which a fellow uses 
To advertise for Muses. O. 8. 








SAVED BY A HAGGIS. 

I auways celebrate the 25th of January. Yet I am not 
a devotee of Burns. I am not even Scotch. I could not 
tell you what a “ willie waught” is, or give you the proper 
pronunciation of “ ouskie.”’ Still, I, a Londoner, consume 
once a year that strange dark sinister concoction known 
as haggis. To me the very name of it is hallowed. Let me 
tell you how it once stepped into the breach (I speak in 
metaphor) and saved one of the most difficult situations 
of my life. 

Most of us have short memories. How many remember 
that the first Meatless Day in London fell on January 25th, 
1918? I had not reckoned on the new order when I sent 

out invitations to my dinner-party. Too late I realised my 

mistake. With a sinking heart I planned a menu of fish 
and eggs. I relied on patriotism to do the rest. 

My guests arrived hungry. Some of them seemed to be 

| almost famishing. When we were all assembled they 

talked of nothing but food, and of how inadequately they 

had lunched. One man said that at the ——- (naming a 

famous restaurant) they had given him a bloater as the 
_ principal dish at his mid-day meal; another broke out into 
anathema against scrambled eggs, which were all he had 
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been able to secure; while a third spoke with much feeling 
and concentrated bitterness against grilled cod. They 
seemed unanimous in their antipathy to a diet of fish and 
eggs. 

As I listened I shivered and grew cold. Here were strong 
men crying out for meat. What would they say to my 
vol-au-rent, my soufflé, my Scotch wood-cock—-mere food 
for babes ? 

Evidently none of them suspected that I had been pat- 
|riotic enough to keep to the exact letter of the Meatless 
Day order. When the gong sounded everybody rose and 
surged towards the dining-room with undisguised alacrity. 
The hors d’euvre, the vegetable soup, the first course of fish, 
seemed but to whet their appetites. They now began to 
look expectant. I lowered my eyes, dreading to see their 
expressions when the beamrissoles were placed before them. 

There was a slight pause and then Henry spoke. It 
was a tense moment. Looking at me across the table he | 
said, “ By the way, I've played a little joke on you, my 
dear. Do you know what day this is?” 

“A meatless day,” I replied with fervour. 

“But it’s the 25th of January as well—Burns’ night, 
you know. So I got some haggis, and let cook into the 
secret. Now, where my fun comes in is to see how you 
| English people face | Td 
| 1t was brought in just then, not one but two haggises— 
| Im not sure if that is the correct plural. To the uninitiated | 

let me explain that haggis is the most satisfying food in the | 
world. It is full of body, of strange pungent flavour; it is | 
| strong, succulent, satiating. [Everybody present had two 
| helpings of haggis. Then they lost interest in the courses 
| that were to follow. Haggis makes you feel like that, you 
know. It is what you call the dominant note of any repast. 
How I blessed it at that moment! How heartily did I | 
thank a kindly Providence that had ordained a Scotsman | 
|formy husband! How I toasted Burns not only as a poet 
| but as a public benefactor! 
ut at the close of the meal I began to have qualms. 
“Henry,” I inquired, “is haggis meat? If so, we have-all | 
broken the Meatless Day ordinance.’ 

Henry raised his hand solemnly. “ It is not for us,” he 
said, “to question what haggis is. We do not ask why | 
the sun shines, the flowers spring up, the buds burst into 
blossom. Neither need we inquire into the composition of | 
haggis.” 

A murmur of assent ran round the table. 

“Rather,” continued Henry, “let us drink to haggis in 
whisky neat; it is a Scottish custom.” 

The murmur of assent grew louder. 








| 
i 
! 
; 
| 


That is why I celebrate Burns’ Day every year. It is 
because I hold haggis in grateful remembrance. “ Fair fa’ 
your honest sonsie face,” say I—at least I would say it if 
1 were sure the thing has a face at all. I revere haggis— 
nay more, I eat haggis; but what it is made of remains a 
mystery to me to this day. 

lt is better so. 








Winter and the Unemployed. 

Mr. Punch has great pleasure in supporting the appeal 
of the Marchioness of Cartsprooke for help for the Winter 
Distress League, of which she is patron. There is not 
enough public money to support the million-and-a-half of 
junemployed. The object of the League, which works 
| through existing organisations, is to raise funds and provide 
clothing for these sufferers during the hard time of winter. 
| Gifts of money, clothing and material should be addressed 
|to The Honorary Secretary, Winter Distress League, 20, 
| Belgrave Square, 8.W. 1. 
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M. Brianp (to his Successor). “ CONTINUE 
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TASTE IN TITLES. | Peace, he withdraws himself from the 
VuENEVER an Honours List con-| public view for at least ten days—one 
taining a few new Peerages is published | |fancies into a hushed and darke ned | 


there ensues a period during which | mansion—in order to think out a hand- 


the nation waits in breathless Suspense | some new label for himself. But when 
while the new Peers decide } the result of hi is deliberations is given 
will henceforward be known. The delay | to the world it is a moral certainty that 
uggests that the honour conferred upon | a man whose name has been a house 
them has taken them utterly by sur-| hold word will have elected to be known 
prise, otherwise they would have had|as Lord Inverumtum, or Lord Glen- 
their beautiful new names all ready for| wowwow or Lord Aberever 
immediate announcement. And when} I am writin g in a remote part of — 
at length they admit having made up| 


E p.—Your postmark does not corrobor- 
their minds and titles it almost invari-| at 


how they | 


ate this] —I am writing without books 

ably turns out that they have chosen | of aleve nce within easy reach. But it 

| designations by which they are ever| would be = resting to know, if any- 
| after quite unrecognisable. | body has 


| ferred 


what I haven’t—the energy 
There is a deplorable lack of origin-| to make the necessary research, ex: uetly 
ality or inventiveness in this matter, 

which would seem to offer such scope 
ton the imagination. 


For instance, when a Barony is con- | 
upon Andrew McKipper, uch fr own part I find that when 


eminent fish-curer who did so much for | Lord Glenwowwow or Lord Inverum- 


how many Glens and Invers and Abers 
there are in the Peerage. 
| son to beli 





I have rea- 
leve that the figures would be 
= ding. 

For my 


WHEN ALL 


ithe “a 1erring indust: y during the Secal | 
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THESE BALLS ARE OVER,” 


tum or Lord hianweer has Dilteered a 
| pronouncement on some burning ques- 
ition of the hour I have to postpone 
| appreciation of his weighty words until 
|I have looked him up in Who’s Wh 
to discover his qualifications to utter 
weighty words. And by the time | 
have come across a Who’s Wio . ; 

Anyhow it just shows that Peers 
whochoosetheir titles in thishaphazard 
way are liable to have to make their re- 
putations all over again if they wish to 
be listened to with any attention. It 
would be in their own interests if the 
strenuous men who are ennobled at the 
present day would break away from the 
geographical style that only confuses 
them with an effete aristocracy dating 
from the Victorian era. 

To this fashion there are, of course, 
brilliant exceptions. Lord LeEver- 
HULME, for one, has rather underlined 
his personality than obscured it by 








making a compound of his paternal and 
maternal surnames. With this for a 
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model there are limitless possibilities 

Lord Evansbrown, Lord Potterjones, 
Lord Smithwilliams. 

Lord BEAVERBROOK, too, with char- 
teristic enterprise had opened up 
fresh fields that might have given us a 
Lord Wallabytrack, a Lord Cariboulick, 
. Lord Springbokveldt, a Lord Buffalo- 
wallow, a Lord Dingoserub, or a Lord 
Skuterswamp. The Empire’s resources 
seemed inexhaustible. Unhappily the 
Dominions, by discouraging titles of 
iny kind, slammed the gate of this 
ittractive zoological garden. 

Still, the ideal title should epitomise 
the career that has gained it. So far 
this has not been done. I give some 
examples to illustrate my meaning, 
having in mind men who have not yet 
oined the Peerage, but are not unlikely 
to do so at any moment.’ The reader 
should have no difficulty in identifying 
Lord Yottingtea, Lord Britlingbungay 
ind Lord Kellaphone. But the reader 
must understand that no prizes are 
{fered for correct solutions. 


THE VICTORIAN REVIVAL. 

THERE are signs of a coming boom 
in objects of virtu of the Early-Victorian 
era, and Mr. Punch has been privileged 
to cull the following “ Answers to Cor- 
respondents "’ from an impending issue 
f The Antiquarian and Bric-a-Brac 
Hunters’ Weekly : 

Wax Frvurt. 
Bil 


lvewood, 


Your piece is not by 
The grouping and the ar- 
angement of the fruit, it is true, is in 
Bilgewood's characteristic style, but 
the finish is slovenly and the colouring 


loes not display the Master's love of 
harp contrast. Moreover, the round 
red object at the base of the main pyra- 
mid of fruit is not, as you seem to think, 
the red pippin apple which appears in 
ull Bilgewood’s work up to 1842; it 
appears to us rather to represent a 
tomato, a fruit which was not common 
n England until the 'seventies, and we 
regard it as final proof that your piece 
is of a later date and of obscure origin. 
Che glass-case, however, is clearly by 
Nello, of Soho, and dates between 1845 
und 1847. 

ANTIMACASSARS.—The six antima- 
cassars you submitted are not a set, 
one piece showing a minute variation 
in the symbolical motif of marigolds and 
daisies which is uniform in the other 
five. Of these five we must say at once 
that they seem to be poor copies of the 
exquisite “Coronation” antimacassars 
which came to light last year and were 
forthwith lost to the nation for ever 
on being acquired by Mr. Ephraim T. 
Bangs, of Chicago. 
AMATEUR.—The 


description of your 
wool-work is very 


interesting, but we 
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}can form no opinion without seeing it. | lost Queen ApELarpE of Priscilla Prood- 
| There must still be many valuable ex-| holme. It has the unmistakable Prood- 


|amples in the country which have yet 
to be discovered. Only last month, in 
your part of Wiltshire, a dilettante 
picked up for a few pounds an Harly- 
Victorian patriotic wool-work under 
the impression that it was a Jane 
Durble—a pupil, of course, of the great 
Prudence Fotheringale—and colour was 
given to this belief by the fact that the 
subject was the Prince Consort, a 
favourite study of Jane Durble during 
her later period. When however the 
work was in the hands of the cleaners 
it became apparent that it represented, 
not the Prince Consort, but QuEEN 
ApELAIDE, and the experts are con- 
vinced that it is no less than the long- 
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THE OLD FORMULA. 
Complete Angler (to brother rod). “Yxs, 
CIGAR ABOUT AS LONG AS THAT, AN’ I RECKON IT WEIGHED A QUARTER OF A POUND 


CHARLIE; AT CHRISTMAS ’E GIVE ME 


4 


j 


holme softness of delineation combined 
with the delicacy and restraint of her | 
1839-1843 manner, and there is little 
doubt that it will prove to be the com- 
panion to the priceless wool-work por- | 
trait of WitriaM IV., at present in the | 
Leicester Galleries. 

Country SrupEeNntT.—You could not 
do better than to set up a studio in 
South Kensington, where you would 
be sure to meet with improving society. 
You will find, however, that competi- 
tion is very keen for studios in this 
district, in spite of the exorbitant rents, 
for the reason that South Kensington 
is within such easy distance of the 
Albert Memorial. 


} 
| 
| 
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PANIC. 
On the golf-links at Barnaby Down | 
there is a very remarkable goat. — 
| [ told Allardyce that I had practically 
ceased to play golf, and he praised my 





Down was not strictly speaking a links, 
but a wild moorland place in which men | 
| golfed less for the sake of the game than 
because they were students of nature 
| and lovers, as the Americans say, of the 
Great Outdoors. 
I should say that this was true. The 
_ course, when we got to it, did not seem 
to have been laid out by any of the great 
golfing architects who write for the 
| papers, but by some sad and lonely man 
| who had gone out into the heather and 
furze with eighteen flags and stuck them 
in wherever he found a patch of green. 
) The spirit of romance was strong upon 
us, and we decided todo without caddies. 
. Perhaps it wasa pity. After about two 
holes I found myself murmuring that 
| immortal quatrain of the poet’s :— 
** He said, ‘I search for haddocks’ eyes 
Among the heather bright 
And work them into waistcoat buttons 
In the silent night.’ "’ 
I think “The Haddock’s Eye” would 
be a good name for this new golf-ball 
of which they write so much. 
Nevertheless there were one or two 
patches of grass on this golf-links which 
| were not used as greens. On one of these 
we found the goat. It was dingy-white 
in colour, with long hair and horns, and 
, had been tethered to a stake by a long 
iH rope. Allardyce lay near it with his 
| drive from the fifth tee. I had then 
| played, I think, four. 
Allardyce is a man who waggles such 
ro | a long time before making his shot that 
; | one begins to think it is never going to| 
ii be zero-hour at all. One gets a sense of 
; eternity. As he was waggling for this 
stroke, with his eyes glued on the ball and 
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the back-swing, a beautifully executed 
movement. Evidently he had no inten- 
tion of sparing his shot. Nor had the 
goat. It was standing upon its back 
feet with its head right down. The 
situation was exceedingly tense. Then 


good judgment, but said that Barnaby | 1 saw Allardyce’s head lift slowly, and | 


his face, white and startled, turnedround 
over his left shoulder. Panic had struck 
him—just in time. In another moment 
it would have been the goat. 

“ Curse the thing!” he said. “ Can't 
you drive it away ? What does one say 
to goats?” 

“ T don’t know a bit,” I told him. “1 
come of Lowland stock. It’s ‘[tecapelle’ 
in Verott, as far as IT remember. But 
that would only do for Italian goats. 
Besides I don’t think this one is a 
capella. It seems to me——”’ 

«Look here, I’m going to bash the 
brute on the head,” he shouted, brand- 


green. 


after all that he had suffered on that 


bleak moorland under that wild and | 
rolling sky, it seemed uncanny, almost | 
He picked up his ball with- | 
out a word, and never made a decent | 


terrible. 


shot after that. His waggle had de- 
serted him. He would begin it, and 
then an uneasy look would come over 
his face, and he would snatch at the 
shot and duff it. Fear followed him 
where no fear was. He was 
‘+ Like one that on a lonesome round 
Doth waggle in great dread, 
And, having once turned round, plays 
And turns no more his head 
Because he knows a frightful fiend 
Doth close behind him tread.’’ 
He was defeated on the eighteenth 
EVoe. 


THE TEST OF MUSIC. 


[*No sound which had for its aim the ex 














PT 


his head very steady indeed, a strange 


} 
i 








thing occurred. The white goat came 
up and stood close behind him and} 
began to waggle its head in exact time | 
with the motions of his wrists and | 
arms. I have no doubt in my mind| 
what the goat intended to do. It in-| 
; tended to waggle at Allardyce as long | 
ti as he waggled at the ball, and to strike 
when he struck. Something or other 
——the almost uncanny stillness of the 
moor, it may be—aroused Allardyce’s 
| suspicions. He stopped waggling, 
turned round and looked at the goat. 
| He waved his iron at it. 
48 “Shoo!” he said. 
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ishing his iron. 


The goat took no notice, but cropped 
(yes, that is the right term)—cropped 


the herbage. 
sy My hole if you do,” I said. 
“ Why on earth?” he asked. 


“The goat,” I explained, “is not a 
It has been put here, put 
It is a club goat. 
It must be meant for a kind of pot- | 
bunker, circumscribed by the extent of | 
its tether. If you strike the goat then | 


wild goat. 
here for a purpose. 


you have grounded your club— 
“Oh, shut up!” he said. 


“ Well, I wouldn't hit it, anyway. It 
has a nasty gleam initseye. Try wag- 


gling again.” 


Tt ’o me te?) + 
It’s going to butt,’ he said 


‘It does seem like it,’ I admitted, 


‘‘but it may not. 
admires you. Yc u 


knickerbockers. 


Pei haps it 


only 
have very beautiful 
It may think you are 


pression of a deliberate purpose could ever be 
termed ugly.”—From a lecture by Mr. EF 
Goossress to the Musical Association. 
Pour not the vials of music’s scorn 
On those whose vocal powers are 
spent 
To rend the quiet of the morn 
With sounds that breathe a 
tent 
(E.q., those strident souls 
Who do a “roaring” trade in milk « 
coals). 


nxed 1 





| The garty whose moustaches droop 
Over the contents of his plate 

And make the act of drinking soup 
Amazingly articulate— 

Although his method ’s crude, 

He but proclaims his interest in { 

An infant crying in the night 


To mark the pain he has within 
The cat whose wooing puts to fiight 





d 10ug sleep wi ireless din ; 
Mr. Touzey. ‘ Tolle moras,’ I went on bg: pr ght ae 
mat. LOLLY. 1 Ole oi _ 4 wenton,) The hawker in the street 
not very lucidly. “Say ‘shoo’ again, 


swipe at his ball, which hopped fifteen | _ 
was far} Lhe hooting motor-fiend who scares 
It cleared the edge of 


yards into the heather. It 
enough, though. 
the bunker. 
Naturally enougl 
nerves went all 


to pieces. 
} 1 +} 
hole and the 


two next, but recovered 
little at the turn : 
we drove from the fourteenth tee. 
is a blind hol 
to the left, 


the right. 


Clear of heather, that is to say. 


gh after thisthe man’s] _ . “ 
He lost that | Though you may think them odious, 
a | Lhat censure does not brand them un 
and was two up when | 
ms. | 
This ie 
e, and I drove a short ball | 
Allardyce a long ball to} That 
My ball was in the rough, | 
| Allardyce’s lay on a clear patch of grass. 


But | Makes music of the most transcendent 


. | Whose nasal chant calls all the cats to 
Allardyce made a savage impromptu 


meat ; 


The mere pedestrian from his path ; 
The early-rising freak who blares 
Lung-filling ditties in his bath— 


melodious. 


Tis not the utterance, but its aim, 
What it in actual truth imports, 
settles its artistic claim ; 

| To me the meanest pig that snorts, 
If it but snort its mind, — 


not altogether clear. For in the centre | 
of it, quietly nibbling, was the goat. . . 


kind. 
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I suppose there is nothing very strange id 1 
‘ , : ee . 2 : Pe. Avoid drifting into ill-health by taking 
| The goat moved a few yards away|in a white goat being moved during the | course of ——’s pills pater 
' aa a > geome oe re- | course of an afternoon from the partic- | Advt, in Weel:ly Paper. 
' addres i the nov ar piec -bage i f drift- | 
) “ — oom argh © goat moy ed | ular piece of herbage it has been crop- | There are so many other ways of drift- | 
= «oe epee ee ping to crop another piece of herbage| ing into ill-health that we shall cer- 
1 3 © got as far as the top of|somewhere else. But to Allardyce, | tainly avoid this one. 
i ) J 
ie 
; 
‘ 
4 
‘ 
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Doctor. “Il SHOULD STRONGLY ADVISE YOU TO WEAR A CHEST-PROTECTOR.” 
Patient. “Bur, Docror, you FORGET—THE EVENING “4 


Doctor. 


“Nor A BIT; 





THAT'S WHEN YOULL NEED IT MOST.” 








ASSES’ HEADS. 

‘Er-aw boke,”’ 8 rid 
burst into another wail. 
*1'm sorry about that,” said Daddy ; 


) 
‘put 


Percival, and 


on earth does he mean, anyhow ?”’ 
| “The donkey with the nodding head 
| that Aunt Jenny gave him at Christmas 
| 1s broken,” said the One Who Under- 
stands, “ and I’ve heard about it to-day 
| until l’m tired. 
sleep, he won't stop for a moment.” 

‘Re-aw boke,”’ said Percival. 

“It’s long past his bed-time,” said 
his mother. “Can't you mend it? I've 
tried, but the head won't stay in.” 
| Daddy tried. He tried for half-an- 

hour, to the accompaniment of splash- 
| ing rain outside, a mournful wail inside, 

and a great hunger gnawing at his 

heart or near it. But the head either 
| refused to stay in or declined to nod 
| when it was in. 

“Can't the girl put him to sleep?” 
said Daddy ; “I’m starving.” 

“She’s been trying for twenty min- 
| utes. Listen.” 

rs Ee-aw boke,”’ said Percival afar off. 

Daddy looked at his watch, and his 
eyes gleamed like those of a man who 





cheer up; Daddy’s home. What | 


He won't eat, he won't | 


is four down and six to play. He strode 
from the room, the front-door banged 
iand he vanished into the wild night. 

‘I’m sorry to trouble you if you're 
just closing,’ said Daddy, “but 


| nodding head ?”’ 

| «T’m afraid we sold the last one yes- 

| terday, Sir, but we still have a number 

lof novelties, greatly redueed——-” 

| But Daddy had gone. 

| “Have you a donkey with a nodding 

| he a 1?” said Daddy. 

| ‘Not a donkey, Sir; we have a cow 

that wags its tail. A very amusing toy.” 
“No use,” said Daddy ; 

jaw.” 


want ec- 
I } ’ Ul ul pn Y Bod 
5 . } 


said Daddy, ‘and the nodding head is 
a sine qu i non. Sorry to have troubled 
you. Good night.” 
" « Have you a donkey with a nodding 
head?” said Daddy. 

“These have been in great demand, 
and I'm afraid we have not one in stock, 
Sir. We have here however a dancing 
bear that plays the kettledrum.” 

“ No damn use,” said Daddy. “I beg 
your pardon. Good night.” 





After one hour of dreary travel, of 


have | 
. | 
you by any chance a donkey with a 


“It is essential that it bea donkey,” | 





lfalse scents and Will-o’- the - wisps, 
Daddy sat in a taxi clutching a donkey 
witha nodding head. Every few seconds 
he patted the head to see that it was 
still working, and his eyes gleamed like 
those of a man who has crept up to 
dormy one. Frantically he rushed up- 
stairs and entered the nursery, where 
Percival in an agony of grief was strug- 
gling to sit up in his cot. 

“« New ee-aw,” shouted Daddy, and 
pushed it into eager hands. 

For a moment there was silence, then 
a slow smile spread over Percival’s face. 
His hands clutched the toy and with a 
swift movement de capitated thedonkey. 
| He lay back on his pillow with a sigh 
| of content and his eyelids began todroop. 
As the clothes were tucked round him 
|he held tightly in one hand a headless 
donkey and in the other a donkeyless 
head and beamed like a 
won on the nineteenth 

‘‘ Be-aw boke 
and fell asleep. 

“Tf that's all he wanted we might as 
well have stuck the other one together 
with glue,” 
brow. 

“What a pity you didn’t think of 





man who has 
green. 


».”’ murmured Percival 





that!” said the One Who Understands. 








said Daddy, mopping his | 
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, topped my drive—” 
| said George. 
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HOW TO DEAL WITH THE COLF-BORE. 
(A Reply to E. V. L.) 


Yes, there is a way of escape, even 


from the golf-bore. Or, rather, there is a | 


way of correction. But aman must have 


= an : oe 
Thompson leaned forward eagerly.| course, to have changed at Piccadilly 


“ Go on,” he said. 
‘«‘ T walked out of the lift first cS 
“ Really?” said Thompson. 
“No, not really, Now I come to 
think of it, Williamsdid. Anyhow we 





a straight face and a steely heart to take | both left the lift quite safely and walked 


it. Itis no good sitting down under the 
oppressor; 1f you do you are crushed. 
You must stand up and fight him. 
Two men, whom we will call John 
and George, had been playing golf to- 
gether and visited me in the evening. 
Unfortunately George arrived an hour 
after John, so that I had heard the 
authorised version of the round from 


John long before George came in. But, | station—simp 


happily, 1 had a con- 
federate named Thomp- 
son there too. When 
George had reached the 
third hole (in the re- 
vised version) I said 
dreamily, “That re- 
minds me; I had a ra- 
ther curious experience 
to-day——”’ 

“Up till then I was| 
one under fours, but I 





“T had a rather curi- 
ous es 

“John was in the 
pig-sty,” said George, 
‘which is out of bounds. 
You know the one I 
mean?” 

“T had a rather curi- 
ous experience to-day,” 
[ went on blandly (if a 
host cannot be firm who 
can be?); “I think it 
might interest you.” 

“Um,” said George, 
as politely as he could. 











“You HAVE MISUNDERSTOOD ME, MADAME. 
BY-THE-WAR AMATEURS. 


down to the platform. Up to this point 
nothing had happened até all; you un- 
derstand ?” 

“ Yes,” 
I thought. 

“ Now the odd thing was this—the 
very first train that came in stopped at 
the station. Very often, you know, they 
have trains which don't stop at that 








THE ARISTOCRAT OF THE ROAD. 


I AM NOT ONE O 
MY PERIPATETIC CAREER COMMENCED 


said George, rather grimly, | 


ly go bang through with-! ment, but they smiled stiffly and made 





Circus, but I was so wrapped up in that 
fellow’s seventh hole—he drove into the 
| haystack and hooked his second into the 
| sea, you know 

“Yes, I know that haystack,” said 
George happily. ‘One day last sum- 
mer——"’ 

« As I was saying, we were so wrapped 
up that we never got out at Piccadilly 
at all! The first thing we knew we 
were at Dover Street. What do you 
think of that?” 

I leaned back in my chair and laughed 
till I cried. John and George looked 
as if they might cry too at any mo- 








polite murmurs of stu- 
pefaction. 

“Well, then things 
began to happen. We 
decided we would go on 
to Hammersmith and 
take a tram. At Down 
Street I stood up and 
gave my seat to a lady 
—simply stood up and 
held on to a strap. At 
Ilyde Park — no, at 
Hyde Park we didn’t 
stop — just dashed 
through. Jt was a non- 
stop train.” 

“Good Heavens!” 
said Thompson. 

‘+ At Knightsbridge a 
good many people got 
out and [ sat down 
agaiw. But just at the 
last moment a lady got 
in and Williams had to 
give her his seat. So I 
was sitting down and 
he was standing up. 


Bey a SEP* | You follow? I suppose 


IN 1902.” 








“T happened to be at Covent Garden 
Station with Williams. You know it, 
don’t you? It has yellow tiles, like 
jaundice.” 

“ Yes—rather,” said Thompson. 

“ Well, we wanted to get to Shep- 
herd’s Bush, and we wanted to get there 
by four o'clock.” 

“ By Jove!” said Thompson. 

George looked at him doubtfully, but 
murmured at last, “‘ No—really ?” 

“We took our tickets in the ordinary 
way—at the ticket-office, you know. 

| We went into the lift—that’s one of 
| the stations where they have lifts, you 
| remember—and we went down in it. 
| When the gates were opened I was 
standing absolutely clear of them, and 
| practically not smoking at all. I'll 
| swear to that r 
| _ I paused here and blew a meditative 
cloud of smoke into the air, in the 
| manner of the trained raconteur. 





out stopping. 
know.” 
“ Yes.’ 


Non-stop trains, you 


* said John, with an expression 
of pain. 

“ Well, we got into the train; I for- 
get what sort of carriage it was, but it 
was either a smoker or one of those 


carriages where you can’t smoke—you | 


know the ones I mean? It must have 
been about half-past three then.” 

I paused again—as one getting the 
whole thing straight in his mind. 

“The train started and we went 
through station after station. Williams 
had been playing golf, and he began to 
tell me a few things about his round. 
By Jove, the things that fellow told me 
about the seventh hole! Marvellous— 
simply marvellous!" 

“ Yes?” said John, brightening a little. 

“Well, you know how that sort of 
story gets hold of you. And—this is 





an interesting thing—we ought, of 


it was about twenty to 
|four then. Where was 1?” 
| “ At Knightsbridge,” said Thompson, 
| blowing his nose. Thompson seemed 
|to have a bad cold. As for John and 
George their eyes were like the eyes o! 
| a dead mackerel, fixed and filmy, Their 
|faces were crystallised in that painful 
semi-smirk of ill-assumed interest and 
patient anticipation which one has 
felt so often on one’s own face, but 
happily never seen. I knew then what 
I must have looked like as John ap- 
proached the fifteenth hole. But I was 
ruthless. 

“At Brompton Road—do you know 
Brompton Road Station, John?” 

“What? No. Imean yes—yes.” 

John had gone to sleep; I could not 
allow that. 

“Well, it doesn’t matter, because 
nothing much happened there. But at 
South Kensington—you know South 











Kensington, George?” 
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Dear Old Soul (who has pulled communication cord), “May I HAVE A CUP OF TEA, PLEASE—NOT 700 STRONG ?” 


























“Qh, yes.” 

“T mean, do you know the Station— 
because it makes all the difference?” 

“Yes, I know it.” 

“T mean the Tube Station, not the 
District ?” 

“ Yes,” said George, in the tone of a 
man about to scream. 

“ Well, it has black and blue tiles, and 
I know we stopped there, because of a 
rather curious coincidence 

I paused and lit my pipe; then I 
went on impressively, ‘ Those colours 
were the colours of my old house at 
che ol,” 

“Good Lord dag 
had a violent coughing fit. 

“ By Jove, yes, that sort of thing 
makes a man think. But somehow or 
other we got away from that station, 
and the next thing—or the next but 
one—was that we were at Earl's Court. 
Now I want you to listen carefully to 
this- - 

They listened carefully, as men hope- 

fully scenting a climax afar off. 
_ “Williams, you remember, was stand- 
ing up, but at Earl’s Court he sat down 
again. Oh, by the way, at Earl's Court 
there’s a moving staircase. Do you 
know it, George?” 











said Thompson, and | 


“ Yes; but why did you go up that?” 

‘We didn’t. I only mention it be- 
cause I went up it one day last summer 
when I was playing—travelling with 
Thompson. Didn’t we, Thompson ?” 

But Thompson was coughing very 
dangerously in the window. 

“ Well, at West Kensington we both 
stood up. So we were all square. At 
Baron’s Court he stood up and I sat 
down. That made me dormy one. Half- 
way to Hammersmith he sat down on 
the floor and was disqualified. At Ham- 
mersmith we simply walked out of the 
train and took the tram to Shepherd’s 
Bush. And, by Jove, we arrived there 
at six minutes past four.” 

There was a long, long silence. 

“ What exactly was the point of your 
story ?” said John at last. 

« Well, 1 thought you'd like to hear 
how I spent my day. But you haven't 
told us about the fourth hole, George.” 

“T think we 'd better go,” said John. 

They never came back. But it is 
expedient that one man should even 
lose his friends in a Great Cause. 

A. P. H. 
The Sex Problem again. 

“Smart Lady required as Office Boy, in 

Stockbroker’s Office."—Provincial Paper. 

















A Short Cut to the East. 
Ashipping journal gives us the follow- 
ing information of a new liner :— 


“The Moreton Bay . . . will sail at four- 
weekly intervals. She will proceed direct from 
London to Port Said . . . and, passing through 
the Panama Canal, will reach Colombo in 
twenty days from London, Fremantle will 
be reached within thirty days from London, 
and Adelaide, Melbourne, Sydng, and Bris- 
bane in correspondingly rapid time. The 
homeward passage will be made by the saine 
route and in similar time.” 





We make out that the pace of this 
noble ship has been greatly underrated, 
If she sails from London at four- weekly 
intervals she will have to do the home- 
ward journey (and Panama is a long 
way round) in considerably less than no 
time. 








Faint Praise. x 

From a football report :— 

“A feature of the game was the excellence 
of the referee... There were times when 
Mr. —— used common sense in his decisions,” 

Sporting Paper. 


“Wanted badly, a Hundred Pounds for 
wife to follow husband—her own—abroad ; 
not a hope of repayment.”—Local Paper. 

It doesn’t look as if the husband would 
be very grateful. 
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HOW TO DEAL WITH THE COLF-BORE. 
(A Reply to E. V. L.) 

Yes, there is a way of escape, even 

from the golf-bore. Or, rather, there is a 


} 
“No, not really, 


Thompson leaned forward eagerly. 
« Go on,” he said. 

‘“ T walked out of the lift first- 

“ Really ?” said Thompson. 
Now I come to 


” 





way of correction. But a man must have | think of it, Williams did. Anyhow we 
a straight face and a steely heart to take | both left the lift quite safely and walked 


it. Itis no good sitting down under the | down to the platform. Up to this point 


oppressor; if you do you are crushed. | nothing had happened at all; you un-| 


You must stand up and fight him. 
Two men, whom we will call John 


derstand ?” 


a Yes,” 


and George, had been playing golf to-| I thought. 


gether and visited me in the evening. 


“ Now the odd thing was this—the 


Unfortunately George arrived an hour | very first train that came in stopped at| _ 
after John, so that I had heard the/|the station. Very often, you know, they | till I cried. John and George looked 
authorised version of the round from |have trains which don't stop at that|as if they might cry too at any mo- 
John long before George came in. But, | station—simply go bang through with-! ment, but they smiled stiffly and made 


happily, I had a con- 
federate named Thomp- 
son there too. When 
George had reached the 
third hole (in the re- 
vised version) I said 
dreamily, “That re- 
minds me; I had a ra- 
ther curious experience | 
to-day x 

“Up till then I was 
one under fours, but I 
topped my drive——” 
said George. 

“T had a rather curi- 
) ed 

“John was in the 
pig-sty,” said George, 
‘‘which is out of bounds. 
You know the one I 
mean?” 

“7 had a rather curi- 
ous experience to-day,” 
I went on blandly (if a 
host cannot befirm who 
can be?); “I think it 
might interest you.” 

* Um,” said George, 
as politely as he could. 




















said George, rather grimly, | 


ae 





|course, to have changed at Piccadilly 
| Circus, but I was so wrapped up in that 
| fellow’s seventh hole—he drove into the 
| haystack and hooked his second into the 
| sea, you know 24 

“Yes, I know that haystack,” said 
George happily. ‘One day last sum- 
| mer——”’ 
“As I was saying, we were so wrapped 
| UP that we never got out at Piccadilly 
at all! The first thing we knew we 
What do you 





were at Dover Street. 
i think of that?” 
| I leaned back in my chair and laughed 





“You HAVE MISUNDERSTOOD ME, MADAME. 
BY-THE-WAR AMATEURS. 











THE ARISTOCRAT OF THE ROAD, 


I AM NOT ONE O 


MY PERIPATETIC CAREER COMMENCED 


polite murmurs of stu- 
pefaction. 

“Well, then things 
began to happen. We 
decided we would go on 


to Hammersmith and 
take a tram. At Down 


Street I stood up and 
gave my seat to a lady 
—simply stood up and 
held on toa strap. At 
Hyde Park — no, at 
Hyde Park we didn’t 
stop — just dashed 
through. It was a non- 
stop train.” 

“Good Heavens !”’ 
said Thompson. 

“ At Knightsbridge a 
good many people got 
out and I sat down 
agaiw, But just at the 
last moment a lady got 
in and Williams had to 
give her his seat. So I 
was sitting down and 
he was standing up. 


THOSE RUINED- ‘ ; 
F THOSE RUINED You follow? I suppose 


IN 1902.” 








“I happened to be at Covent Garden| out stopping. 
You know it, | know.” 


Station with Williams. 
don’t you? 
jaundice.” 

“ Yes—rather,” said Thompson. 

“Well, we wanted to get to Shep- 
herd’s Bush, and we wanted to get there 
by four o'clock.” 

“ By Jove!” said Thompson. 

George looked at him doubtfully, but 
murmured at last, “‘ No—really ?” 

“ We took our tickets in the ordinary 
way—at the ticket-oflice, you know. 
We went into the lift—that’s one of 
the stations where they have lifts, you 


It has yellow tiles, like 


| remember—and we went down in it. 
| When the gates were opened I was 
| standing absolutely clear of them, and 
| practically not smoking at all. 
| swear to that———”’ 


I'll 


I paused here and blew a meditative 


_ cloud of smoke into the air, in the 
| Manner of the trained raconteur. 





Non-stop trains, you 


= Yes,” said John, with an expression 
of pain. 

“Well, we got into the train: I for- 
get what sort of carriage it was, but it 
was either a smoker or one of those 


carriages where you can’t smoke—you | 


know the ones I mean? It must have 
been about half-past three then.” 
I paused again—as one getting the 
whole thing straight in his mind. 
“The train started and we went 
through station after station. Williams 
had been playing golf, and he began to 
tell me a few things about his round. 
sy Jove, the things that fellow told me 
about the seventh hole! Marvellous— 
simply marvellous!" 
“Yes?” said John, brightening a little. 
“ Well, you know how that sort of 
story gets hold of you. And—this is 
an interesting thing—we ought, of 


it was about twenty to 
four then. Where was 1?” 
| “ At Knightsbridge,” said Thompson, 
blowing his nose. Thompson seemed 
|to have a bad cold. As for John and 
| George their eyes were like the eyes of 
a dead mackerel, fixed and filmy. Their 
faces were crystallised in that painful 


felt so often on one’s own face, but 
happily never seen. I knew then what 
{ must have looked like as John ap- 
proached the fifteenth hole. But I was 
ruthless. 

“ At Brompton Road—do you know 
Brompton Road Station, John?” 

“What? No. Imean yes—yes.” 

John had gone to sleep; I could not 
allow that. 

“Well, it doesn’t matter, because 
nothing much happened there. But at 
South Kensington—you know South 





Kensington, George?” 








semi-smirk of ill-assumed interest and | 
|patient anticipation which one has 
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Dear Old Soul (who has pulled communication cord), “May I HAVE A CUP OF TEA, PLEASE- 
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NOT 700 STRONG ?” 








“Oh, yes.” 

‘“T mean, do you know the Station— 
because it makes all the difference ?” 

“ Yes, I know it.” 

“T mean the Tube Station, not the 
District ?” 


“ Yes,” said George, in the tone of a} 


man about to scream. 
* Well, it has black and blue tiles, and 


| I know we stopped there, because ofa 


rather curious coincidence 


1 paused and lit my pipe; 
went 





then I 
on impressively, ‘ Those colours 
w vel the colours of my old house at 

iool . 

“Good Lord !” said Thompson, and 
had a violent coughing fit. 

“ By Jove, yes, that sort of thing 
makes a man think. But somehow or 
other we got away from that station, 
and the next thing—or the next but 
—- as that we were at Earl’s Court. 

Now I want you to listen carefully to 
this - 

They listened carefully, as men hope- 
fully scenting a climax afar off. 

«Williams, you remember, was stand- 
ing up, but at Earl’s Court he sat down 
again. Oh, by the way, at Earl’s Court 
there's a moving staircase. Do you 
know it, George ? ,” 








“Yes; but why did you go up that?” 

‘We didn’t. I only mention it be- 
cause I went up it one day last summer 
when I was playing—travelling with 
Thompson. Didn’t we, Thompson ?” 

But Thompson was coughing very 
dangerously in the window. 

«“ Well, at West Kensington we both 
stood up. So we were all square. At 
Baron’s Court he stood up and I sat 
down. That made me dormy one. Half- 
way to Hammersmith he sat down on 
the floor and was disqualified. At Ham- 
mersmith we simply walked out of the 
train and took the tram to Shepherd’s 
Bush. And, by Jove, we arrived there 
at six minutes past four.’ 

There was a long, long silence. 

«“ What exactly was the point of your 
story ?”’ said John at last. 

« Well, I thought you'd like to hear 
how I spent my day, But you hs aven't 
told us about the fourth hole, George.’ 

“T think we 'd better go,”’ said John. 

They never came back. But it is 
expedient that one man should even 
lose his friends in a Great Cause. 

A. P. H. 
The Sex Problem again. 


“Smart Lady required as Office Boy, 
Stockbroker’s Office."—Provincial Paper. 























A Short Cut to the East. 


A shipping journal gives us the follow- 
ing information of a new liner :— 

“The Moreton Bay . . . will sail at four- 
weekly intervals. She will proceed direct from 
London to Port Said . . . and, passing through 
the Panama Canal, will reach Colombo in 
twenty days from London. Fremantle will 
be reached within thirty days from London, 
and Adelaide, Melbourne, Sydne, aud Bris- 
bane in correspondingly rapid time. The 
homeward passage will be made by the same 
route and in similar time.” 

We make out that the pace of this 
noble ship has been greatly underrated. 
If she sails from London at four-weekly 
intervals she will have to do the home- 
ward journey (and Panama is a long 
way round) in considerably less than no 
time. 





Faint Praise. x 

From a football report :— 

“4 feature of the game was the excellence 
of the referee... There were times when 
Mr. —— used common sense in his decisions.” 

Sporting Paper. 

“Wanted badly, a Hundred Pounds for 
wife to follow husband—her own—abroad ; 
not a hope of repayment.”—Local Paper. 

It doesn’t look as if the husband would 
be very grateful. 
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THE FAN PERIL. 


APOLLO AND 
(Un seein 
"Twas a bard of enduring renown 
In the ripe Victorian days ; 
Though he missed, as it happened, the laureat 


te's « rown, 
He attained to more permanent bays; 


For the connoisseurs always esteemed him an absolute] T) 


nailer 
And covered the world with his praise. 


He was tiny and fragile, ‘tis said, 
But the friends of his youth were enthralled 
By an aureate nimbus (inclined to be red) ; 
And although in his age he was bald, 
Such nobility sat on his brow with its dome-like propor- 
tions, 
That still it is often recalled. 


But above his material grace 
"Twas the splendour and roll of his song 
That had won such repute, though it might be the case 
That at times he was apt to be long; 
And his dodging from dactyl to anapast came as a puzzler: 
A method some hold to be wrong. 


And such glory he had and such light, 
Such a radiance leapt out of his rhyme, 
That he seemed to be rather less mortal than sprite, 
And he almost developed in time 
To a shimmering thing of the air, iridescent and gauzy, 
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THE JEMIMAS.* 


So I thought in my fanciful way 
Till (believe me, my readers, or not) 
In an amateur photograph shown me to-day 
1 beheld—you would never guess what 
| That ethereal child of the fairies was wearing jemimas 
Which brought him to earth like a shot. 
I’m aware that a bard may be clad 
Pretty well as he happens to choose ; 
That a style which in others would strike one 
Is supposed to be good for the Muse ; 
| But jemimas—for climbing Olympus—there’s something 
about them 
Apollo would never excuse. 


| 
| 
as mad 
} 


[ can picture the scene on that Peak 
When the god of all musie was there, 
And the bard clambered up, singing lyrics in Greek, 
To be met by a horrified stare— 
To remember too late that he ’d got on those awful jemimas, 
And hurl himself down in despair. 


Dum-DvumM. 


“A name given to a very sad kind of boot with elastic sides 
Probably few specimens are now extant. 








“Sara drew a long breath, glanced back once again over her 
shoulder, then her body relaxed. Wainright felt her weigh heavy on 
his arm as she began to walk more slowly. He, on the contrary, 
quickened his pace.” —Sunday Paper feuilleton. 


Wainright, we gather, was provided with the long arm of 





Half earthly but wholly sublime. 





coincidence common in this class of fiction. 
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THE PARTY. 

1.30 a.m.—I am writing this in order 
to preserve my sanity. 

There is a party going on in the 
From the point of 
view of the participants I have no 
doubt that it is an excellent party, but 
for me, who sit here in solitude (I only 
moved in last week and don’t know the 
owner of the studio yet), it is a gather- 
ing of fiends. 

It is a noisy party—the noisiest 
party I have ever heard in my life. 
They all sing. They all sing at once; 
and when they don’t sing they roar. 
They do it very well. They have a 
piano and an indefatigable pianist. 
They have a gramophone and an equally 
indefatigable winder. And—someone 
has brought a drum. 

I am intrigued by this young man 
with the drum. He must, I think, be 
a man of more than average bravery. 
[ should never have the courage to take 
my drum toa party. I could not face 
the look of pained astonishment which 
[ feel sure would greet me on my ar- | 
rival. But the young man above has | 

He brought his drum along, 





Vision. 
foreknowing that, although it might be 
frowned on at first, it would become 
increasingly popular as the evening 
wore on. 

He was right, lamentably right. It} 
has become excruciatingly popular. 
Everyone has had a shot at it and now 
several people are playing it at once. 
There are also several people playing 
the piano. The gramophone-winder is | 
sticking to his post with praiseworthy | 
tenacity, and someone has collected 
tin cans and is hitting them. 
Most of the others are singing loudly, | 
and the remaining members the 
company have gathered themselves to- 
gether in a corner and are having a} 
good roar. | 

| 





some 


ol 


Yes, the party seems to be going 


very well—very well indeed. But it 
isn't going very well with me. And as 


for that devilish drum—I loathe it. I 
would like to rush upstairs and leap on 
it. I would dance madly on it, uttering 
strange cries of mingled wrath and 
triumph. I would also dance on the 
young man who brought it. I would 
rave. I would—— 
* 

I have been interrupted. <A wild 
young man wearing a paper-cap has 
just come down to ask if I would care 
to jointhem. I can hardly refuse. And 
in any case I would rather like to go up 
and see what manner of man it is who 
brings drums to parties. Should .an 


| Opportunity arise I shall, of course, stab 


him. Or, better still, beat him to death 


| be allowed to live. 





_ with his own drumsticks. He must not 








Reveller (leaving restaurant), “CLOcK’sS VERY FAST.” 








He must—but I am 
keeping my host waiting. 


5 a.m.—I do not wish to boast. Far 
be it from me. But I don’t mind telling 
you that so far as drum-playing went 
I had ’em all stone-cold. Absolutely. 
They all said so. 

They are having another party next 
week. I am going. And the young 
man is going to bring his drum. | 
think I shall take my cymbals. 








* A specise St. Andrews Dry Service will be 
lead in the Presbyterain Church tommorro 
evening at 7.30 The Rev. —— will prouce on 
our Watson Sanit and the Votor. The Choir 
will sing the authrus, I will extrol thee and 
the solo three is a green hill will be sung by 
Mr, ——.”— South African Paper. 
Something must have annoyed the 
compositor. Could it have been the 
fact that the service was to be “dry”? 


HARE FORWARD! 
Apown the hedgerow, in the sunlight 
pale, 
Timid, soft ears aloft, I see her 
Brown as a leaf, light-footed, 
eyed, 
Lazily graceful, delicate not frail, 
The beast of fable and of fairy tale ; 
And name her friendlily, to see her 
glide, 
The mild familiar of our country-side, 
Mad April morns and autumn in the 
vale. 


stride, 
amber- 


Uncouthly shout the beaters, plodding 
slow ; 

Their Doric lingers, olden as the clay— 

The Norman heard it, cord in arrow slot; 

And I, behind the hurdle, well I know 

I'll scan the field for her the other way, 

Then bid myself believe she’s out of shot. 
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Visitor. “Do YoU PUT WHITE RIBBONS INSTEAD OF RED ON KICKERS HERE?” 


Lady. OH, NO—THAT’S ECONOMY, 
KICK THAN THOSE THAT DO.” 





Our MASTER THOUGHT I! 





WOULD BE SO MUCH SIMPLER TO MARK THE HORSES THAT 








CIVINC LONDON A LEC UP. 


TRE campaign, conducted for so 
many years in pre-war days for the 
purpose of “ brightening” everything, 
from cricket to the Higher Criticism, 


| omitted by an extraordinary oversight 


to realise that it was no use brightening 


| details unless you tackled the problem 


in a comprehensive fashion. 


Hence 
valuable energy was wasted in sporadic 
efforts and much of the work necessary 
in order to put a shine on life will have 
to be done over again. 

Happily this time the movement is 


starting on the right lines. The Brighter 


London Society has been formed and 
has issued a manifesto. Itis at once a 


| formidable and an inspiring document. 


With merciless candour our criminal 
negligence and disloyalty to our noble 


| metropolis are revealed and denounced. 


‘e are content to lead dreary and drab | 
W tent to lead dreary and dral 


| existences when we might easily con- 


vert them into a chronic and coruscat- 
ing carnival. 

Moreover, this deliberate choice of 
gloom and depression is suicidal. In 
1913 American visitors spent thirty-six 
millions in London. Last year the sum 
had dwindled to one-half, and, unless 


drastic measures are taken to stop the|a palliative; they palter with the legi- 
rot, they will give us up altogether. | timate demands of visitors who require 
London is too dreary to spend a holi-|the best sort of amusement without 
day in, so they drift off to Paris orjany limitation as to the hours when it 
Brussels, and we lose their company |may be provided. 
and their cash. But it is not too late | Mr. Skinner, theChairman of Messrs. 
to cope with the problem if only we|Jonn Barker anv Co., who cordially 
show enterprise and imagination, and | supports the Brighter London Society,is 
set ourselves to “create the holiday | reported, in The Times of January 18th, 
atmosphere that may be found in the|to have made a most luminous sugges- 
big cities of the Continent.” tion for the furtherance of its aims. In 
[tisa noble aim, but the difficulties are|a soul-shaking phrase he observes: “ If 
great, notably the pestilential heresy | you want to make people think you are 
that the holiday spirit or aversion from | prosperous you have got to look pros- 
work is the curse of our country. This | perous.” In other words, Londoners 
must be combated in every way, and the} must brighten their faces as well as their 
Brighter London Society indicates some | parks and hotels and restaurants. The 
of the ways in which we may recapture | method of suggestion, as recommended 
our hold on the coy but coiny American. | by M. Cove, will be found of immense 
Above all, we must labour without | help in bringing about the necessary 
stint or respite to emulate the example | facial illumination. Every good citizen 
of those cities which turn night into| should begin his day by repeating twenty 
day. The Society lays great stress on| times, “‘ My face is brighter” or “ My 
late trains and facilities for enjoyment | eye is gladder.” 
in the late evening. If there is a fault! “ None of the supporters of this admir- 
about this programme it is that it errs|able movement has hitherto advanced 
on the side of moderation. The true! what, in Punch’s opinion, is the most 
holiday atmosphere will never be real- powerful argument for the removal of 





ized until we have all-night theatres, 
all-night restaurants, all-night rail- 
ways. “Midnight Follies” are only 


the vexatious restrictions which render 
it impossible for Londoners to recruit 





their flagging energies when they are 
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specs 


| hibitionists and Puritans, is at best a 
paltry make - shift. 
i wanted is the 2 


| awaking like giants refreshed so as to 
| breakfast at five o’clock tea and dine on 
| the following day, according to the 


| Mail, “ making London brighter is per- 


| We cannot 
| indignantly scouts the idea that the 
| brightening of midnight London caused 
| discontent in 
| there ever such folly? I 
| people of the working-classes are far | 
| too sporting to worry how the West | 
| End takes its pleasures,” 
| course, its business. 


ae 
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mostin need of refreshment. It is a fact, 
for which the highest medical author- 
ities vouch, that human vitality sinks 
to its lowest at 2 A.M. or thereabouts. 
It is at this time, more than any other, 
that we require to be fortitied with the 
fullest possible supply of vitamines, the 
most nourishing diet. The after-theatre 
supper, which the Brighteners are so 
vigorously endeavouring to maintain 
against the intrigues and plots of Pro- 


What is really 
A.M. super-supper, a 
substantial meal of at least four courses, 
which would enable the best people to 
carry on until it was time to go to bed, 


practice of the Snark. 

As Viscount Curzon, one of the Vice- 
Presidents of the Society, remarks in a 
memorable interview with The Daily 


haps above all a question of business. 
afford to be dull.” He 





the Kast End. “ Was} 
think the! 


meaning, of 


It isa most hopeful sign of the times | 
that the boys now returning to school, 


: af iach 
| for what is likely to prove the most | 
| 


without | 

| according to The Daily Mail, look for- 
| 

; 


; and 


expensive term on record, all want to | 
learn dancing, and many cannot get on | 
“extra breakfast.’’ Payvents, 


ward with misgiving to the further 
drain on their resources; but that is | 
only part of their immemorial timidity | 
niggardliness. If only the late | 
supper habit can be inculeated in the 
rising generation from their earliest 

years and dancing rendered compulsory 

at all schools, London will yet stagger 
humanity by its prosperity and eclipse | 


| the radiance of the “Shiny East” by the 
| brilliance of its nocturnal scintillations. | 


_ that all rooms overlooking the Embank- 
| ment are to be illuminated 





A splendid beginning has been made | 
by the Savoy Hotel, which has decided 


as from 
dusk each evening, whether occupied 
or not. The Pall Mall Gazette, which 
chronicles this noble effort, adds a con- 
ment, which we transcribe in its price- 
less entirety: “Those night adventurers 
Who are streaming into the Metropolis 
on the South side of the Thames will, it 
is hoped, find in these dazzling lights 
something to draw them more swiftly 
and more often to a brighter London.” 
Happy indeed is the Society which has 
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“ONE HOLLOA DOESN’? BRING A PLUMBER.”—Proverbs brought up to date. 











such sanity behind it, 


ne 





M. POINCARL’S ATTACHE. 

We gather from Zhe Times that the 
principal (if not the only) success at 
Cannes was scored by the Primg Mints 
TER’s Press agent and alter edo. It is 


strongly felt that M. Porncar®, if he} 


is to shine in his new office, must 
follow suit and acquire the co-opera- 
tion of some faithful henchman with 
similar abilities. 

No sooner (says our representative 
in Paris) was the French Premier's 
need made known than numerous ap- 
plicants came forward; none of whom 
appeared to be so promising as M. 
del’'Enigme. This gentleman has many 
qualifications for the post. To begin 
with he is wealthy, the result of the 
enormous circulation of his weekly 
paper, Les Nouvelles du Monde, which 
has commended itself to a large section 
of the public by carefully catering fora 





not too exalted sense of curiosity. Add to 
this, M.del’Enigme is a lavish and assid- 
uous host and an unwearied raconteur. 

Since the nobility of France is not per 








mitted to be reinforced from the ranks | 


either of newspaper proprietors or dis- | 


tillers, he lacks the advantage, enjoyed 
by his English exemplar, of possessing 
a title; but such is his native shrewd- 
ness, his honhomie and his very engaging 
and constant readiness to be instructed, 
that it was recognised that, polities be- 
ing what they are, M. Porvcaré would 
make a mistake if he did not attach 
to his person so brilliant an ally. 

When, however, M. Porncare learned 
of M.del’ Enigme’s passion for the peril- 
ous game of golf, the Premrer instantly 
broke off all negotiations. Who will 
be chosen in M. de l’Enigme’s place is 
not yet known, but it may safely be 
predicted that it will not be one who 
mixes politics and putters. 
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POETIC JUSTICE. 

Mr. William Robert, the eminent 
Cubist, sat in his uneasy chair and 
looked at a blank canvas with a shudder. 

He had just executed, after having 
subjected it to suitable tortures, the 
latest of his devastating commissions, 
and he naturally felt bilious. 

He was tired of it all. Why should 
he be compelled always to paint people 
as he imagined he could see them ? 
Why should he not paint them as he 
imagined they ought to be? 

A ray of determination (coloured 
maroon, according to the latest schedule 
issued by the Modernists) shot from 
his eye. He would paint a woman out 
of his own head—his ideal woman, as 
he conceived her. 

In a few minutes itwasdone. William 
always worked very quickly, for he kept 





most of the constituent parts of his 
paintings stacked away jn a corner | 
ready for use. There were dozens of 
cubes, spirals, cylinders and angles, all 
gummed at the back, and the approved 

| method of putting them on the canvas, 
as taught in William’s school, was to 
stand on the hexagonal hearthrug and, 
having licked their backs, to throw 
them at it. 

William hated square jaws and round 
cheeks, so he made her cheeks square 
and her jaw round. She had triangular 
eyes, because triangles indicate faith- 
fulness; and they were coloured green 
to denote devotion. William’s theory 
as a Psycho-Analyst was to put in 





only those parts of his portrait upon 
which the mind of his subject would 
be likely to dwell. As his ideal woman 
would possess no vanity, she would 
never give a thought to her figure, so 
he left that out altogether. 
Her body was simply a straight line, 
| which meant uprightness of character. 
At first she had no legs, for, of course, 
she would never want to run away. 
| Then it occurred to him that she would 
also find it difficult to rush into the 
arms of her lover as an ideal woman 
should, so he added a small spiral pair. 
He himself loathed feet, so he only 
gave her one, and that a very little 
one. It was detachable, like most of 
| her other attributes, so that she could 
use it for whichever leg she happened 
| to be standing on. 
| Her main idea in life would be service, 
| so he provided her with a large and 
| useful pair of hands. She would un- 
| doubtedly be very keen on doing things 
| for other people, so he added lots and 
| lots more hands, of which he had a 
_ large stock left over from his impression 
| of “ A Modern Factory.” 
Most of the virtues that he favoured 











were purely negative ones, and in conse- 


quence the drawing was a trifle bare. 
To correct this he unhooked a pint of 
cylinders and two pounds of cubes from 
his “ Study of a Lady Arguing with a 
Bus Conductor over the Penny Short 
in her Change,” and added these in the 
vacant spaces. 

He gazed at it, infatuated. It was 
magnificent, even if it were not war. It 
was far too frightful to be war. 

Suddenly he started. Were they the 
usual liverish spots floating in front of 
his eyes? Or had the figure moved ? 

Horror! As he watched, that gro- 
tesque amalgamation of geometric de- 
signs began to detach itself from the 
canvas until it descended unsteadily 
to the floor. 

A voice that sounded like a Jazz 
gramophone record when the machine 
is running down reached his ears. 

“Know, O William,” it said, “that 
your art has at last received its due 
reward. Only once before has this 
happened, when the gods breathed life 
into the incomparable Galatea because 
she was the ideal of Pygmalion. My 
creator, I have been given life in the 
form that you wished me to 


have. 
Take me, William; I am yours.” 








BECAUSE, 

Babette and I had only recently re- 
turned from that very expensive period 
known as a honeymoon, a period during 
which I felt like a millionaire, and on 
various occasions, after being kissed by 

sabette, would closely study the Rolls- 
toyce advertisements, wishing to order 
one, but was always prevented from 
doing so by remembering that it would 
not take much to cause “ Uncle Cox” 
to use red ink on my account instead of 
black. ; 

One afternoon she requested me to 
go out with her to select a grocery and 
provision shop with whigh she might 
deal for the supply of our establishment. 
As it happened I had an afternoon off 
from my job—the very engrossing one 
of filling up my pension forms—so I 
consented to go. 

I had understood that she was ready, 
but I was in error. Twenty minutes 
or more passed while she changed a 
grey pair of silk stockings for a pair of 
a slightly lighter grey—at least Babette 
said they were; I didn’t see any differ- 
ence, 

The first shop we came to in we went, 
Babette trying hard to look severe and 
important, but only succeeding in look- 
ing more Babetty and adorablethan ever. 

“Good morning, Miss,” said the pleas- 
ant young attendant. 

I saw Babette’s face really get severe 
as she replied very haughtily, “I want 
a quarter-of-a-pound of China tea,” 


I was too flabbergasted to say any- 
thing in the shop, but outside I tenta- 
tively suggested that we really didn’t 
want little screws of tea like that and 
asked why she had not made inquiries 
as to whether he would supply us re- 
gularly. Iwas told very sweetly that I 
wouldn’t understand—in any case she 
thought the man didn’t look honest. 

As a matter of fact both the shop 
and the man, to my mind, looked ex- 
cellent. I could seeshe was rather down- 
cast, so being by nature very tactful I 
told her that I thought the grey silk 
stockings went very well with her hat. 

Babette I could see was pleased and 
she entered the next shop in the most 
balmy spirits. 

‘Good morning,” said the grocer’s 
haughty female attendant in a voice 
that implied that for two pins she'd 
take it back again, 


“T want to open an account here,” | 


Babette answered in a level voice, and 
proceeded to give a number of orders. 

When the various articles were packed 
up the haughty one said, “Shall our 
man call each day, Miss?” 

To my amazement, Babette replied, 
“No, I’ve changed my mind; I shall 
just pay for these articles and take 
them with me.” 

Needless to say I took the part of 
‘‘with me,” and so ladened we left the 
place. 

[ thought it better to say nothing, 
but Babette said, ‘‘ Johnkins, I am so 
tired, I'll only try one more shop.” 

As we entered another the attend- 
ant smiled and said, ‘Good morning, 
Madam!’ 

Babette became an altered being, 
radiating joy as she made known her 
wish for an account, gave orders and 
asked about his wife and children. I 
quietly suggested to her that my load 
might be sent with the goods ordered. 

“Why, certainly, Madam,” was the 
reply to Babette’s query, and we left. 

Both of us now happy, I ventured to 
ask Babette why she was giving all her 
orders at that shop. 

* Because, Johnkins darling, the man 
called me ‘Madam.’ He had the in- 
telligence to see I was married.” 








“ Lost, last night, Brown Music Case 
taining tutor, etc.”—Provincial Paper. 


Quis custodiet custodes ? 
seems as far off as ever. 


con- 


The answer 





“The last time the England Rugby team 
crossed into Wales they lost. That was in 
1920, at Swansea, when Jerry Shea, who 
played at centre three-quarter, ran riot, and 
defeated the Englishmen off his own boat.” 

Evening Paper. 
It will be remembered that, owing to 





the state of the ground, the Welsh team 
played in coracles. 
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AT THE PLAY. 
“Tue EnevestH CoMMANDMENT ” 
(RoyALTY). 


I suppose Mr. Branpon FLEMING’s 
eleventh commandment is the conven- 
tional “ Thou shalt not be found out!” 


[ could suggest a twelfth, “Thou shalt 
not write plays like this!” 

The Barchesters were one of the ten 
best and oldest families in England and 
quite easily the dullest. A Barcheste 
had died fighting against the Crescent 
on a hill near eleven 
hundred-odd, unhappily not without 
leaving issue. For seven centuries the 
Barchester scutcheon had been un- 
sullied. Sir Noel, the present head of 
the family, had devoted his life to keep- 
ing it still without stain. I gathered 
that Barchester men might have a cer- 
tain amount of rope, but not Barchester 
maids and matrons. 


Jerusalem in 


an actress on him 
nothing could w ipe out. She is ban- 
ished from Barchester Hall, and Si 
Noel’s inquiries elicit the shameful fact 
that she is living with a man who is not 
her husband; but they fail to elicit 
extenuating circumstance that the man 
is her brother. 

Sir Noi l 
on his immaculate younger daughter 
Marian, who, however, being absolutely, 
and justifiably, fed up with the Bar- 


chester ethos, plunges into Bridge with, | 


tT + ] 
among others, a Mr. Samuel 


1 1 
ford, a stockbroker, 7 


Mount- 
t a nice man 
Holding many of her 1.0.U.’s he sug- 
gests a way whereby she may redeem 
them. In course of time he becomes 
impoverished and dies, thoughtfully 
leaving to his brother James a full 


account of his liaison with Marian, and |?” 


some incriminating notes of hers. Mean 
while Marian, playing the part of the 
particularly stainless maid and con- 
stantly sneering at her (supposed) dis- 
solute sister, is just about to marry an 
eligible county cricketer. 

On the eve of the wedding arrives 
our James and suggests to Sir Noel that 
ive hundred of the best on the nail 
and a thousand a year for the rest of his 
life will persuade him not to tell the 
cricketer all about the model Miss 
| Barchester’s hectic past. 
| Out comes Sir Noel’s cheque-book to 


| fend off the blot from the scutcheon. | 


Why, was never quite clear tome. He 
| had at once determined, as a man of 
| honour, to forbid his daughter's mar- 
riage. And surely marriages can be 
| broken off without young men going 
| about publicly saying that their late 
| fiancées have been living with stock- 
| brokers; while the chances of a little 
| cad like James spreading the glad news 
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What then should | 

13 7 >.,4] , | 
nis elder daughter Ruth do but become 
a aisgrace which | 


it the 


falls back for consolation | 








with any likelihood of being believed 
were slight, quite apart from anything 





to life. 


ally. But Sir Noel, you may have} Miss Dorormien Prpcock (Marian 
guessed, is the Perfect Mug. their best. 
But stay! Marian, who stoutly denies | tained himself and the audie: 
the matter, has an idea. Why shouldn't | what for all we knew was the aut 
sister Ruth, who, being an actress, has portrait of a blackmailer. M 
no reputation to lose, swear that it was | TREE wandered about with a thor 
| she who was the stockbroker’s mistress bewildered air. 
| and forged her innocent little sister's | But why not play it as a burle: jue ? 
handwriting? True this blamelessmem.- | 
ber of a depraved profession has a young | 
| man of her own recently returned from | 











A PICTURE THAT HELPS. 











e 
| America—a millionaire who also hap- | An eminent Japanese poct has i the 
| pens to be the cricketer’s best friend. | age th ut his my ine srequen' lestroyed 
| However Ruth, the noble-hearted, the | °Y *¢ Pictures in English dining-r 
| always misunderstood, who doesn’t by| 2ReGarpED as a work of art 
the way pretend to have any affection | It does not count for mu 
: Its painter did not even start 
| | To show a master touch 
| Nor is the subject (Uncle J. 
| The sort of thing I dote u; 
| His portrait does not boast 
| | charms 
Which kindly memories 
| He did not dance me in his a 3 
| Nor tip me as a lad; 
| He was not one to romp and } 
| A most unprepossessing blok 
! | 
| But now that he has ceased to live 
| He serves me well, I know, 
When I feel called upon to g 
A prandial quid pro quo, 
And summon with a cordial line 
The Browns and Thompsons in to 
| dine. 
J 'Tis then that uncle shows worth 
git La is proves a thing of pric 
| E~ | Making &@ parsimonious cae 
Abundantly suffice, 
| THE HAPPY BLACKMAILER, | . As, hanging where the light is g od, 
Ja sn etn <“g : Me, Gece oe i | He puts beholders off the 
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| TREE ES ee 7 1] . +4 } . : el 5° : 

| for her sister and calls her quite frankly | From the description of a dance:— 
1 BS } + y . , ; . 

| a little beast for her lying hypocrisies,| ~ « fFxcejent music. a beautiful | m lit 

} ee ry ee SD os a3 Sk ane ha are eg oe ’ 

| willdothisfoolthing. Sia Noel promptly mellowly by soft electric lights, pretty women 
| believes the fond yarn (he ld ') and | in as pretty gowns, handsome men in the glory 
i CVe: } yn Varn (he would and | é pretty g ns, handsome men g \ 
| : ee “Ty , | of 1 form and la, refreshment 

|; Saves On 10; lor he will not pay’ a thou- |“ uniform and lavish reé freshme 

| “s imaian L’aper. 
sand a year to protect a reputation |,, 


that is already blasted. 

ewes See Enter Jack “As long ago as 1782 one Secretary was 
synton, Ruth s young man. What's responsible for Home, Irish, and Colonial 
all this about his pal Ruth and a stock- | affairs, and the Viceroy’s Ci 
broker? Bosh! Bringing to bear an | insubordinate to him.”—Irish Paper. 
intelligence denied to descendants of | We do not know of any historical 
Crusaders he makes the matter clear in | authority for this latter statement, but 

i 


his would be after supper, of course. 





Jame S — fe ied ! 


a brief and brisk cross-examination. | should think it highly probable. 
Marian creeps from the room, having “el 
thoroughly smashed her eleventh com- 
mandment. The cricketer has the air 
of one who has narrowly escaped being 
caught in the slips. Jack and Ruth 
embrace. Sir Noel, preoccupied with 
his soiled scutcheon, apologises most 
perfunctorily to his injured daughter. 
The curtain falls to my immense relief. 





“*Dick’ Lilley, the old 
stumper, has taken up his residence at Herne 
Bay, and keeps himself fit during the cold 
weather with grouse shooting.” 

Evening Paper. 
In the neighbouring Isle of Thanet, no 
doubt, which, judging by what we read 
in a section of the Press, appears to be 
full of grouse. 








Not for a moment did the thing come 
Mr. Dawson Mitwarp (Sir | 
that might happen to James incident-| Noel), Miss Grace Lane (Lady B.) and 


a 


| 


) did | 
Mr. Epmonp Breon enter- 
ce With 
ithentic | 
iss Viora | 

yughly | 


And I don’t wonder. 


Lief Secretary was | 


Warwi kshire | 
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Mother. “Wat's THE MATTER, DARLING?” 


Darling. “I WAS SPEAKING TO THAT OLD MAN, AND HE SAID HE WAS A LITTLE BOY LIKE ME ONCE.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

From which does an ancient institution suffer more—the | 
pomposity of its middle-aged defenders or the irresponsi- 
bility of its young antagonists? And which of the two} 
tempers is the more hurtful to its exponents? If you want 
to see these urgent points presented with the most exquisite 
justice to both parties let me recommend Mr. Desmonp 
Coke’s latest Public School romance, Pamela Herself 
(Carman anD Hatt). Not only is its manner enjoyable— 
it “ yokes a smiling with a sigh” in the happiest spirit of 
English tragi-comedy—but the matter of it, the cleavage 
between Henry Kitson, the ambitious Headmaster of 
Sefton, and Pamela, the “fascinating child” he marries, 
is a most apt and dramatic embodiment of the problem 
stated. The Headmaster is a victim to the hierarchical 
gesture, having his eye on an ultimate bishopric. He 
pontificates at the home-coming of his luckless little bride ; 
he pontificates, twenty years later, at the return of Bryan 
Lever, the wounded and decorated Old Boy who is to mean 
so much to Pamela ; he pontificates (to the final estrange- 
ment of his wife) at the expulsion of his son Raymond. 
As for Pamela Herself, Pamela who never faces a duty 
unless it is coincidently a pleasure, I know of few things 
more plaintively apposite than her conscience-stricken 
reverie when she has at last succeeded in placing a barrier, 
more irrevocable than the symbolic green baize door of 











the Headmaster’s quarters, bet ween herself and the school. 


i 








I suppose if a sedulous murder-mystery-monger like 
Mr. A. J. Rees can make you falsely suspect four good | 
people in turn he may be said to have done his job with | 
credit. The Moon Rock (Lane) is up to the best railway- | 
journey standard. The rock itself is on the Cornish coast | 
and has nothing to do with the story, but is dragged in as a | 
bit of sham-sinister. Robert Turold has devoted his life to 
the dream of restoring the lapsed T'urrald peerage, to which 
his researches have shown him to be the heir. He is ruth- 
less in pursuit of this end, and the announcement of his 
triumph involves the publication of the illegitimacy of his | 
own daughter, Sisily. .. . He is found dead in a confused 
heap on the floor with a large clock and a revolver. Nobody 
is sorry, but the police have their duty todo. I must say 
I thought them a little casual in their custody of the body 
of ruthless Robert, as anybody was allowed free access (even 
quite likely murderers) and, unwatched, to play all sorts 
of tricks with it. And I think that even an inspector from 
Scotland Yard really ought to know that you can’t assume 
that all games of the same patience played by the same 
person take the same time. Mr. Regs rather wantonly 
drowns his shadowy heroine, Sisily ; but a girl who spelt 
her name that way perhaps deserved it. 





I have felt for some time that I have had quite enough 
of the South Sea Islands; that, whether on the stage or in 
a novel, I had no further use for the lady of raven-hued 
tresses and a feather petticoat or for her white acquaintances. 
This makes it all the nicer for Miss Beatrice GrimsHaw 
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| thrill, and indeed most 


| tion of the 38th Middle. | 
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that I should be able to say that I have thoroughly enjoyed | mysterious absconder turned up again, coarsened out of all | 


her book of short stories, The Little Red Speck (Hurst anv | knowledge, and the story (and this is the chief quarrel | 
Brackett). I don’t know where the difference comes in. | have with Miss BoyLe) was simultaneously keyed down to 
She has all the blue sea and white waves and wind and/|be in keeping with its tarnished hero. . 
heat and palm-trees of her fellow Pacific novelists. Per- | reverting from his more recent detention as a convict on 


haps it is that her characters are men and women first and 


the Breakwater at Cape Town, Mr. Desmond's conduct in | 


Piece by piece, | 


South Sea Islanders afterwards; perhaps it is that there 'that unaccountable interval leaked out, until at last his 
is little or nothing in her tales about brown women and | agonised family and the whole neighbourhood were in pos- | 


white men. It is quite hard to say which of her twelve | session not only of his foreign vagaries but of the hitherto 
stories is the best. “The Brides of Tarabora,” the story of | unfathomed domestic crime, involving a local Messalina of 
a sugar island and the confusion which ensued when it was | long pedigree, which originally sent him packing. 1 could 


discovered that all the marriages celebrated there for years | have stood Teresa, the entirely incredible seductress in 


past had been illegal, is certainly in the first flight. They | 
are all highly coloured, with much in them that is grim | 
and horrible, but they are well worth reading; and next | 
time I see a new book of Miss Grimsnaw’s I intend to 
tackle it at once, even though its wrapper should fairly 
seethe with palm-trees and alligators and Southern belles. 





Captain C. J. Buomrreno, in his unpretentious little book, ! 


question, but I could not forgive Miss Boyne for dragging 
the delightful Desmond family—not even excepting the 


school-girl, AKythe—into so intimate an appraisement of | 


their father’s depravity. It was not cricket. 





To begin with, I must warn you not to be misled, as I 
was at first, by the fact that Martin Pippin in the Apple 
Orchard (Cotins) has a portrait of its hero on its paper 





Once an Artist Always 
an Artist (PAGE), can- 2 
nily evades responsi-| .. <---> = 
bility by making it very 

clear that an official | 
history of the famous 
corps is on its way, his 
own work being, so to 
speak, merely a few | 
casual remarks on the 
same subject. He would 
be the first to admit 
that, if he escapes the 
obligation to deal faith- 
fully with a great story, | 
he also misses all its 


of his pages are unin- fi 
spiring to any but aj 2%, 
veryenthusiastic Artist. 
lt is a quite far-away 
historical interest that 
attaches, forinstance, to | 


the details of the forma- 


EVERYDAY LIFE IN 


A SMITHY IN YONDER Woops. 
Rustic. “THERE 


Lapy ERmMyntercpe.” 


i al , 





Am I rniGur?” 
BEAN'T NO SMITHY THERE, MASTER. 
Simon AND SiR JOCELYN ‘AVIN’ A BIT OF A SCRAP FOR THE "AND OF THE FAIR 


wrapper which makes 
= = " | him look like the nicest 
sort of “ principal boy.” 
Miss ELEANOR Far- 
JEON’S pretty story has 
no connection with pan- 


did I find it quite so 
sober and practical as 
the plain blue wrapper 
under its cover suggests; 
hut | daresay that it is 
hardly less difficult to 
think of a proper dress 
for anything at once so 
childish and so mature, 
sa whimsical and so 
wise, than itis to review 
it. I might say that it 
| was a fairy story, or six 
| fairy stories told w ithin 
lanother, all about fair 
Gillian, Who wept for 


\ P s 
nat ‘CIOm, 


THE 
Traveller (whose horse has cast a shoe). “ Merninks I HEAR THE SOUND OF 





MIDDLE AGES. 


THaT’s ONLY Sir 





, sex (Artists) Volunteer Corps—the original titlek—when men 


like Mittais and Leicuton, not to mention the versatile | 
author of Charley's Aunt, became more or less serious citizen 

soldiers. Those days of official coldness and public ridicule | 
contrast strangely enough, as in all these records, with the | 
fevered years of war, when the Artists provided oflicers for | 


| every regiment in the army and built up—at a price—an | 


| corps the author tells us nothing, but much about the sound 





unsurpassable service history. Of the fighting deeds of the 


hard work that he and others put in as Depdt Officers, 
when, in the weeding out of candidates for admission to 
the regiment, many sufficiently diverting occasions arose 
and also a certain amount of material for grumbling. The 
value of his volume does not lie, however, so much in funny 
stories of the unsuitable persons who wanted to be turned 
into officers as in its use as another connecting link between 
the dull times of preparation that went before and the 
amazing emergency that was to follow. 





_I wish Miss C. Nana Boyte had never told me What 
Became of Mr. Desmond (ALLEN). Up to his disappear- 
ance he was an amiable middle-aged country gentleman 
whose career was handled in a promising spirit of mild 
farce. And then, presto! we skipped fifteen years, the 








her lover, guarded in 
the old well-house by her father’s six stern milkmaids. 
And I might go on to tell how Martin Pippin won for her 
first her freedom and then her happiness by his songs and 


stories; but that would be a poor way of showing you how | 
| delicately romance and magic, reality and poetry, are mingled 


here. I half suspect that, in part at least, it is an allegory, 
but I haven’t found out which part. I was enjoying the 
society of Kings and Knights and bewitched Ladies, who 
were yet real men and women beneath their dainty dis- 
guises, too much to look out very keenly for deeper mean- 
ings. Next time I read it I am going to try to find out. 








The Scorcher. 

“On my homeward journey I left Aberystwith at 11 a.m. and 
reached Plymouth at 12.30 p.m., spending three-quarters of an hour 
at Monmouth for tea.”—Adct. in Motor-Cycling Paper. 

Forty-five minutes for the journey is good going. He seems, 
by the way, to have had a very early tea. 





“NavaL APPOINTMENTS, 
Engineer-Commander —— for duty with funboats on the Yangtse.” 
: Provincial Paper. 
So that’s why our income-tax is still six shillings in the 
pound. 


tomimes and not much | 
more with children: vor | 
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CHARIVARIA, 


A NEw bomb weighing more than two 
tons and said to be the largest in the 
world has been designed by the United 
States ordnance experts. We under- 
stand it will be known as the Universal 
Peace Bomb. 


«Something must be done,” says a 
contemporary, ‘‘ to put Europe on its 
feet again.”” A Conference to end Con- 
ferences seems to be the only way. 





In an address given to the fish trade 
at Boston (Mass.) Mr. Percy WHEELER 
said he had seen hake packed with a 
bottle of whisky inside each fish. A 
Scotsman writes to say that they are 
very good stuffed in that way. 


wish we could say as much for the pace 
of the horse we put our money on in 
the 2.30 race the other day. 


Hull municipal telephones show a 
profit on the year of over four thousand 
pounds. It is said that the PosrmastEr- 
GENERAL regards this as yet another 
example of the sordid commercialism 
now creeping over the country. 

“Who is the most typically English 
man of the day?” asks The Daily Ex- 
press. One of the rear-guard of the 
Die-Hards writes to say that he knows 
a Welshman who isn’t. 


A trade paper has an article on the 
overhauling of racing motor-cars. The 
first thing to do after “jacking” up 








Moritz. 


| 


We trust the authorities will 


impore restrictions on persons return- | 


ing from the infected area. 


The daily Press announces that it is 
asked to state that it is the Dowager 


Lady Blank who is staying at Monte | 


Carlo, and not Lady Blank. 
this has been made clear it is hoped 


Now that | 


that the Riviera will resume its normal | 


repose. — 


An effort is to be made to boom 
Brighton as a bathing resort. The 


feeling is that visitors come and go | 


without being aware that there is a 
nice wet sea there. 


Regular bathers in the Serpentine 
are said to be immune from influenza. 





* 

Mr. Pussyroot Jonn- 
son says he hopes to 
live until England goes 
dry. We imagine al- 
most any life insurance 
company would accept 
a man like this without 
a medical examination. 





According to The 
Daily Express Kio 
CoNsTANTINE has been 
advised to abdicate. It 
is said that his reason 
for delay is that he is 
out of practice. 


We read of a wedding 
and a funeral being con- 
ducted simultaneously 
in a West-End church. 
Thedemand for brighter 
weddings was bound to 





Yj 


Agitated Householder, “H-H-HANDs tp, cr I 
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F-F-FIRE : 


That may be. But they 
| bathe in the Serpentine. 
According toa weekly 
| paper, everyone loves 
jto hear the Wedding 
| March. Stillwe suspect 
}that Mormon bride- 
| grooms must get a bit 


i fed up with it. 


| Mr. Barker is de- 
| scribed as the cleverest 
bone - setter in the 
i world. We understand, 
| however, that the gen- 
ae ltleman who recently 
“~~. _ | consulted him for pogo- 
i feet 
cult case, 
with 
o- the eclipse of the sun in 


In connection 





succeed in the end. 


The R.S.P.C.A. has established a 
home for tired horses and 
Coventry. The idea of an asylum for 
tired taxpayers near Woking is being 
steadily advocated. 


dogs at 


Lentx, says a Berlin message, is 
about to start for an unknown destina- 
tion. He seems to prefer this to the 
well-known destination which he has 
often been inyited to go to. 


Professor ALExis Carret is of the 
opinion that we are on the eve of dis- 
covering the secret of perpetual life. It 
is freely rumoured that the Coalition 
leaders have heen keeping this idea up 
their sleeves all the time. 


A Professor of the University of Wis- 
consin states that he has a pet turtle 
which has travelled a little over a mile 
in three years and eleven months. We 


a 





| the wheel is to flick off any pedestrians 
who may still be attached to it. 


Grand Guignol plays have been 
banned at Oxford. In pursuance of 
this policy it is anticipated that under- 
graduates will be prohibited from at- 
tending the cinema unless accompanied 
by a grown-up person. 

* * 


Burglars who broke into a Great 
Northern Railway booking-oftice only 
took two or three shillings. They com- 
plain that they might just as well have 
robbed a theatre box-office. 


According to the astronomical expert 
of a contemporary the light of a re- 
ceding star is distinguished by its red- 
ness. To this device is attributed the 
comparative rarity of collisions between 
heavenly bodies. 


We note that the Spanish variety of 
the schottische is all the rage at St. 








Septembe r next, scien- 
tists have chartered a warship from the 
Australian Government. For our own 
part we never believe in shooting at an 
eclipse except in self-defence. 


* Peopledo not marry as early as they 
used to,” says a lady-writer. No; but 
they marry oftener. 








“Mr. Leonard Trimby, the 
fighter, of Gibraltar, does not 
} 


the Irish bull as a fighter.” 
But it’s all right as a humorist. 


British bull 


Daily Pape 


“ The refreshments were admirably carried 
out by Mrs. — ind Mrs. 
joyable evening was 
people.”—Local Paper. 

If the first paragraph is correct, the 


second is incredible. 


spent ov ove 


100 young 


; 


* representatives 
help to dash the 
f Dark Rosaleen.” 

qh ish Pape r. 
Surely Dark Rosaleen was too much the 
lady to drink out of the bottle. 


“Tf we do not in on 
voting for ratification we will 
tantalus from the lips « 


ul 


A mest en- | 


is proving a diffi- | 


think much of 


} 
; 
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OUR STARVING SCHOOLBOYS. 

[The place of honour on the broad-column 
page of The Times has recently been assigned 
to correspondence on the subject of the food 
supplied to boys in our Public Schools. There 
seems to be a fear that, unless the commis- 
sariat is improved, the young of our ruling 
caste may perish from inanition. } 

To Mr. Poncu. 

Dear Sir,—I write from school to say 
| _ That my last bob is spent, 
| And I shall shortly fade away 
For want of nourishment. 





The Times is right. "Tis only meet 
The public should be told 

What little chance I get to eat 
As much as I can hold. 


The blame is on the masters who 
Should make and keep me fat ; 
It is their duty so to do, 
For they are there for that. 


They dole me out their beef and pie, 
But they know well enough 

That to the tuck-shop I must hie 
To supplement the stuff ; 


And spend a lot upon my tum, 
its hunger-pangs to heal, 
Filling the yawning vacuum 
Left by that frugal meal. 
Otherwise I should faint for lack 
Of sound nutritious fare; 
My daily tasks would find me slack, 
And this I could not bear. 


Both I and Dad (who hates to part) 
Call it a beastly shame ; 

We take the matter much to heart, 
And Mother does the same. 


; 
1 
} 
| 
i 


So please support the noble Times 
Which had the facts exposed, 
And publish these appealing rhymes 


(Stamped eny elope enclose d). 





O. 5. 





THE DABBLER’S DOOM. 

Do not dabble in the occult. 
knee-deep, and possibly deeper, in it I 
implore you not to dabble. Sooner or 
later you're bound to be submerged. 

Let me tell you about the undulating 
lady with the unlikely hair whom I met 
| at Lady Wrackenham's (I have told 
you several times that Lady Wracken- 
ham pronounces her name “ Ram;” I 
shan’t tell you again). 

It was the result of a verbal invita- 
tion—beastly things which, like deck- 
chairs or, more emphatically, ham- 
mocks, you can’t get out of gracefully. 
I was passing Lady Wrackenham in 
the High Street with a mere but well- 
bred raising of the hat when she sud- 
denly caught my arm with the crook of 
her umbrella and cleverly switched me 
round to face her. 

“ What are you doin’ this afternoon?” 
she asked inquisitorially. 


As one 














“N-nothing,” I assured her, stam- 
mering. Her tone suggested that I 
had planned an assassination for the 
post-luncheon hour; and really and 
truly nothing had been further from 
my thoughts. 

“Then come along to the house. 
I’ve got a woman from London staying 
with me who'll open your eyes. She's 
a& psy—psy—psy——" 

« Psy no more, lady,” I urged. ‘“ No 
doubt you mean a psyclist? A trick 
one?’ 

“Rubbish. ‘Psychic’ is the word. 
Knows all about souls and sub-consci- 
ous selves and being born over and 
over again. You'll enjoy her.” 

Lady Wrackenham, if | may say so, 
lied. I have never disenjoyed anything 
so much. The undulating lady from 
London did not open my eyes ; indeed 
she nearly closed them. For two weeks 
(or for two hours, as the unbored reckon 
time) she sustained a monologue on 
soul-affinities and reincarnations, with 
herself as the inevitable heroine. As 
the long days dragged on I drooped 
and wilted; I felt my ears sagging and 
flapping uselessly against my cheeks 
jand a permanent glaze was filming my 
| eyeballs. The psychic lady's unlikely 
| hair appeared to me now like a thun- 
derous sunset and I was momentarily 
| expecting a downpour of torrential rain 
| when Lady Wrackenham, with the true 
instinct of a born hostess, gently drew 
the—shall I 2—conver- 





me mto Say 


tion 
viOll, 


| “And in what branch of the occult 

j are you interested, Mr.—Mr.—er?” she 
asked. Like other well-bred people she 

| has a way of remembering faces but not 

| names. 

1 was so startled 


at being wrenched 
Lf 
VU 


iswered at random. 
stammered. 

The ripe lips of the undulating lady 
|curved contemptuously. 

“Oh, palmistry!” she sneered with 
an explosive emphasis on the initial 
| letter. 
Now, this nettled me. I knew no- 
| thing of palmistry, but I approved of it. 
iI felt there was something in it. Palm- 
ists and palmistes—especially those 
with an “ e’’—had on certain occasions 
read my palm in the most agreeable 
way; with gratifying unanimity they 
had agreed that I had a very very noble 
nature ; furthermore, one had predicted 


“P-palmistry,” I 


of my creeping coma that I an-| 


| - 


istry!” in that nasty way, I was natur- 
ally indignant. 


“There 's more in it than you think,” 
I said sombrely. ‘* Much more.” 


“you shall read my palm.” 


when holding a moribund star-fish, ] 


hand. What was I to say? 
stranger at Clapham Junction I did not 
know one linefrom another. MorbidlyI 
chose the down line. 
which you! 

“ Well?” she asked tauntingly. 

Suddenly I drew in my breath with a 
swift hiss, shuddered slightly a 
forced myself to regard the s 
closely for several seconds. 

“ Well?” asked the undulatoi 
her voice was unsteady. 

With a heavy sigh I dropped the star- 
fish ; it fell with a soft flaceid thud 

**Wh-what ?” she gasped—* wh-what 
is it?” 


nd then 


tar-fish 


| sald, 


to my hostess. ‘ Good-bye,” 
deep down in my throat. 


* B-but——" urged the psychic lady. 
I squared my shoulders and made a 


palpable effort to try to seem buoyant. 
** Courage, courage,” I murmured—and 
left. 

Well, I thought I had got ou that 


pretty cleverly, having dis- 


tof 


ne ) 
£ uO 


Un 


besides 





ilator. But after a lapse of three days 
| I received a letter from her: 


“i 


you are a true occultist. Your 
| heartening words, ‘ Courage, courage,’ 


gazed down upon the squat dump of | 
moist flesh which she had thrust into my | 
Like the | 


but | 


turbed the complacency of the undu- | 





———me | 


Instantly she extended her hand. | 
“Come, then,” she said indulgently: 


you ' 
With all the repulsion that one feels 


It is the one by | 
eave London—and its ladies, | 


Rising I moved across very slowly | 


| still ring in my ears. Strengthened by 


| your advice, I have left my husband for 
}ever and am staying at Blackpool with 
|my soul-affinity. 


| 


| 


' 


With a frankness of | 
| which I know you will approve I told | 


'my husband all before I severed the | 
. } 
| bonds. He asked me for the address of | 


ithe man who had been instrumental | 


|in assisting me to make up my mind. 
| Naturally I complied. He will probably 
| call on you quite soon. You will recog- 
jnise him at once by his horsewhip. 
| That is the sort of man he is—utterly 
material,” 

| As I said at the beginning, do not 
| dabble in the occult. 








An Unequal Match. 


hasty money from across the water, | F i , t 
and the very next day I had received a|, *'C™ * - pany Mhcpheeper's cate- 
postal-order for two-and-sixpence from | ‘°8"° ~~ 
jthe Isle of Wight. Also another—a| 
. . ? ! 
| foreigner, with an ‘“‘e” too—had been | 
| kind enough to say that I was one of | Prices, $1.50 and $2.25 per set. Stronger 
the world’s thinkers. herefore, when | for bigger boys on opposite side.” 
ithe undulating lady said 





“ CHILDREN’S Cricket SETs. 

These are for real youngsters, the set con- 
sists of bat, 4 stumps and one small soft ball. 
sets 
18S 


“Oh, palm-| Is this quite fair on the youngsters ? 


— 


| 


} 
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t, “Don's 


| Burnaby’s annoyance at what he ab- 
A NEW CHESS CHAMPION. |surdly calls my chess-mania. 
THOUGH admittedly a thoroughly bad | tell it quite simply. 


player I derive a considerable amount| I had been invited to spend an even- 
enjoyment from a quiet game of|ing with Burnaby at his bachelor estab- 
chess, and I have had many arguments | lishment. Now an evening at Burnaby’s 
with Burnaby over the relative merits | implies bridge of the most flagrant kind, 


of this game and auction bridge. Hejand consequently I was surprised, on 
and others of my friends do not veil| arriving unavoidably late 


they were 
their contempt for a pastime which 


lin the middle of dinner—to 
ives me so much innocent pleasure. | the party was composed of six persons : 


To be frank they regard me and my| Burnaby, three other victims o 


to make up bridge fours as a sort of 
} nuisance. meal concluded be- 
| I don’t see why. Chess is a much | fore Burnaby rounded us up 

more ancient game than bridge and [| “9 Now we can settle down to the 
think it is quite as manly; for look|serious business of the evening,” 
how it tests one’s powers of self-control.|said. “ We f 
How often does not the victim of a| ber; 


seen before. 


| whom J had neve! 
| Scarcely was the 


he 
four will have a quiet rub- 
you two others are no doubt im- 
| fool’s-mate crush down a fierce desire| patient to be at your chess. Haven't 
to rise and belabour his triumphant|I introduced you? My friend, Mr. 
opponent with a hastily snatched-up|Gimson, a keen and tireless chess- 
pawn? Chess-players have to estab-| player; M. de Rocquefaule, of whom 
lish a very firm command over their| you may perhaps have heard, Gimson.” 
passions. si The stranger bowed. 
| But Lam not writing this merely to| delighted to pit my poor knowledge of 
| defend my favourite game against the|the g 
| sneers of the bridge fiends. 


i I have ajence of Mr. Gimson,” he said, display- 
story to tell, which rises directly out of |ing his teeth in a suave smile. ; 


i 








WORRY; I’vE 


{ will| this be de Rocquefaule, the celeb 


| 





find that | credible. 


{f the| different player; I look upon the 
persistent attempts to arrange chess | bridge habit, myself and a tall aquiline-| as an agreeable sedative, not as 


| twos whilst they are endeavouring | featured stranger with long black writ 


| 


| homely game of chess, but I am an in- 





I shall be| making only a pretence at play, ar- 


ame against the skill and experi-! and prepared to enjoy my discomfiture. 


BROUGHT TWO *‘ LOVELIES. 


I staggered and almost fell. Could 
ed 
welter-weight chess champion of West 
ern Europe, the man who had recently 
met and defeated forty Members of tlie 
House of Commons simultaneously, 
himself blindfolded and suffering por- 
tions of a White Paper to be read to 
him between each move? It was 
As I have said, I enjoy a 
a fierce 
brain-battle, the clashing in terri 
combat of two indomitable wills. That 
I should attempt to oppose the master- 
mind of the wizard de Rocquefaule was 
grotesque. ... 

In a flash I realised that this was 
a deliberate attempt on the part « 
Burnaby to humiliate me so utterly 
that I would never dare to mention tli 
word“ chess” again. 


hy 
il 


I made an eft: 

“ Charmed,” I murmured; “that will 
be most—er, charming.” 

We started. The bridge quartette, 
ranged their table in easy view of ours 


My opening moves had quite a dis- 
turbing effect upon the champion of 


| 
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Western Europe; apparently he imag- 
ined himself to be opposed to an original 
and daring player of an entirely new 
school. I verily believe that by the 
sheer primitiveness of my play I might | 
have thrown him off his game and 
snatched a swift victory if in my ex- 
citement I had not mistaken my King 
for my Queen and moved it the entire 
length of the board in an attempt to 
whieve a brilliant coup d'état. After 
this a gleam of understanding seemed 
to dawn in the champion’s mind. His 
worried expression changed to one of 
contempt, disgust and finally of de- 
liberate cruelty. 

He proceeded to play with me as a 
cat plays with a mouse. He wove in- 
tricate patterns on the board; he tan- 
talised me with enticing prospects of | 

| 









































success only to thwart me at the last | 
moment by the subtle movement of | 
some trivial pawn; finally he began to| 
harry my stricken and exhausted King | 
round and round the board. His piti- | 
less voice, crying, ‘Check! Check!’ | 
sounded monotonously in the silent | 
room like the ticking of some immense | 
timepiece. The spectators with diffi- 
culty restrained their mirth; I was on 
the verge of a nervous breakdown. 

Then suddenly Fate interposed on 
my behalf. Burnaby, rising to throw 
a log on the fire, brushed by our table, 
and the corner of his jacket came in con 
tact with one of de tocquefaule’s pieces, 
whisking it lightly off its square. It 
fell silently on the hearthrug. 

I drew a quick breath; this trifling 
accident had opened a fatal breach in 
my opponent’s defences and he had not 
observed it. It was my move. Stooping 
[ recovered the deranged pawn and 
thrust it into my pocket; then, taking 
my last remaining Castle resolutely in 
my thumb and forefinger, 1 advanced 
it boldly across the undefended squares 
into the heart of my adversary’s strong- 
hold. ; 

“1 think that is Mate, is it not?” I 
observed calmly. 

[ had defeated the great de Rocque- 
faule, welter-weight champion of West-| choose ’rm; 
ern Europe! — 





Ilardened Pai 


ty-Man “NOT A 





BAD LOT OF 
THEY SHOW FINGER-MARKS RATHER.” 


CAKES, BUT BE CAREFUL HOW Yot 








| I suppose that now I am really 
[ am not the man to exploit unduly | the new welter-weight chess champion 
a situation of thiskind. I listened with | of Western Europe. But greatly as I 
the politest attention to de Rocque- | enjoy a quiet game of chess I do not 
faulc's pathetically earnest attempts to | think I shall bother to defend my title. 
explain to the company the unaccount- 
able absence of a certain pawn from | 
his defensive system. He was mystified. 
He —— drew & diagram to prove how in defiance of the law in any pat of the United 
absolutely impregnable his position | crates. I am a distinteested paty, being a 
should have been, I offered my courte- | pesbyteian by eligion ant Bitish by bith.” 
ous consolation. | Letter in Canadian Paper. 


“Ah, well, accidents will happen,”’ I | This may explain but, in our opinion, 








“JT also challenge Mrs. Williams to name 
| one individual case where polygamy is being 





they not, Burnaby ?” 


| spelling. 


“Engineer, 25, desires responsible post ; 
student four years under world-known college.” 
Morning Paper. 
How pleased he must be to get up into 
the daylight again! 





| psactised by the Momom people o an yone else | 


“Taken by surprise the men tumbled out of 
their tents, hastily donning tonics and tupis.” 
Indian Paper. 

| We notice some signs of confusion, but 
itrust the tonics put that right. 





“Tost, at Auction Mart, Young Black and 
| Tan Cow Dog.”—Advt. in Provincial Paper. 


" > . : — at oe oo i Thic 1 > » fa ale > 
remarked with a soothing smile; “ will} does not excuse, the eccentricity of his}This must be the female of the Bull 


| Dog. 
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LORD THANET’S VISIT TO PALESTINE. 
(From our Special Corre spondent.) 
Jenicuo, January 24th. 
Ir is no exaggeration to say that 
looked forward to with feverish expecta 
tion throughout the length and breadth 
of the country, and that preparations 
for his weleome on an unprecedented 
scale are already well advanced. 
On his |: unding at Jaffa, Lord Thanet 
will be met by a deputation of the oldest 


inhabitants, ‘mainly com pose od of Jaffa | « 


Orat but also ineludin g repre- 
sentatives of the Ammonites, Baculites, 
Hippurites, Nummulites and other pre- 
carboniferous fossil tribe sfrom the table- 
} 


igemen, 


ands of Moab and Edom. After the 
reading of suitable address by the 
Chief Lachitiasticlte of the Hauran, a 


procession will be formed, headed hy 
drove of Bulls of Bashan, which have 
heen specially trained to bellow in uni- 
yn on the double D, and the cavalcade 
Plain of Es 
\rmageddon, 


of Palestine. As 


in some places 


al 


will at once proceed to the 
draelon bo visit tl 
battle-field 


lain is sW wm ps 


1@ site of 
Lhe gi 
the ] 


impassable in winter, 


wna 
a special road has 
heen constructed which will effectively 
uard against the possibility of Lord 
Phanet’s powerful car sinking into the 


which this district is In-} 


morasses by 
tested , 

Hyvom Armageddon Lord Tl 
proceed to Jericho 


compare the mural fabric 


anet will 


being anx 





IOUS to 
of that his- 


toric city with that of the ruins of 
Angkor, which he recently visited in 
the Far Kast. Every possible precaution 


has accordingly been 


coll ipse 


taken to prevent 
any of the structure on the 
appe of the distinguished visitor 
and only soft music will be played dur- 
ing his stay 


wance 


Thence he will proceed to t 


Sea, the level of which has been raised | where he will spend several days in 
at great cost to an altitude suitable to | eremitical silence and rag yn, accord- 
the oecasion. The collection of salt ling to the rules of » Disealeed (or 
from this interesting lake is a Govern- barefooted) eciditien The CHISINME, 
ment monopoly, but smuggling is highly | which will be presided over by a Syrian 
organised, and a strong force of gen- j chef, will, of course, in view of the sur- | 
darmerie will escort the party. The} roundings, be of the simplest nature 
salt-stealers of the Jordan valley are | but arrangements have been made to 


notorious brigands, and the possibility 
of their attempting to ¢ 
and hold Lord 


ollect, carry off 


Thanet to 


not escaped the vigilance of the High | 
Commissione! 

After his cruise in the Dead Sea. | 
which the Brighter Palestine Society 


have undertaken to illuminate and en- | 


liven during his transit, 
will lunch at the Temple of Rimmon 
dine at Gaza and breakfast at Gath 
The destitute condition of Philistia in 
regard to newspapers has long caused 
| him much solicitude, and it is hoped 


he Dead | 


ransom has | 


Lord Thanet | 


The Gaza Gazette will synchronize with | 
bis a rival. 
lays claim to being the lineal descen- | 


keenest expectation to meeting Lord 
Thanet at Gath, where he will present 
him, at the local Asineum Club, with 
a silver model of the hereditary weapon 
of his family. 





attraction which hasdrawn Lord Thanet | 


{ propheti activity in the past 


| the i inspt ration of apoc alypti c enterprise 


|in the journalism of to-day. Mount} 
'Carmel, as is well known, has been a 
sanctuary or liding-place from very 


ancient times, but the prestige of the | 
name has long passed to the noble 
cluster of buildings named after it in 
London, whieh form the central shrine | 
of Lord Thanet’'s beneficent activities. 
It is thus in a spirit of true piety that 
he proposes to visit the and | 
fount of his inspiration. 
densely 
but a> 


cradle 


wooded, 
jungle ol 
rapidly being cleared 
Thanet, I am officially 
state, to replant the 
mountain, to establish a wood pl ulping 
| factory at the base and to convert the 
; How half-deserted « holy headland’ 
ja hive of humming human industry. 
That he will follow the example of 
| VESPASIAN, who consulted the old oracle 
lon Mount Carmel, is probable but not 
certain, for the s ibilities of the 

be considered, and TAm- 


Druses must 
BLICHUS, in his Life of PyrTHAGoras, 
reat sanctity 


which is 


Lord 


brushw« od, 


away. 


propost ~ 


into 


suscept 


speaks of it as a place of g 
forbidden to the vulga 
Meanwhile a sumptuous 
| porary, pavili m has 
j the reception of Lord 
suite on the banks of 


though tem- 
heen erected for 
Thanet and his 


the river Kishon, 


}secure an ample provision of 
Noodle, the Dutch form of 


vermicelli 
Ww hich | 


ord Thanet found so palatable 


7 4 , ‘ 
| during his stay in Java, and Dead Sea 
|prawns. Fifty footmen have been en- 
gaged to secure an efficient service. 


Also the K 


ishon has been stocked with 
oar ot ord Thanet to in- 

s long been his fay- 
ang ling. I may add 
that keen hopes are entertained by Sir 
Hersert Samvrn that Lord Thanet 
will not fail to be reminded of the simi- 
larities of the Palestine landseape to 


| eepon, to 
dulge in what 


ourite form of 


that the issue of the first caseload r of | 
A venerable chieftain, who | 


| dant of Samson, looks forward with the 
the visit of Lord Thanet to Palestine is | 


i 
Iti is an open secret that the dominant | 


. ee is Mount Carmel, the scene | 
t and 


| 
It was on ce} 
but now little remains | 


authorised to| 
entire | 


curried | 


that of Margate, Ramsgate and tl 
Riviera. The sporting Y-hole course on 
‘the banks of the Kishon has been i 
constructed by a leading golf-archi 

so as to recall some of the most attrac- 
tive features of the North Foreland 
Li nks. 

| Lord Thanet’s subsequent movement 
| will be governed largely by the exige 

| cles of the political situation at ho 
but I should not be faithful to my 1 
| sponsibilitie s if | refrained from stati 
that a strong desire has been expressed 
in certain influential quarters that 
the best interests of the Empire, hy 
= ould again go to Jericho and take up 
his permanent residence in that sal 
brious city. 


| 


panda Ricaaiieartoer 


| ‘ 
| THE BROKEN THREAD. 

Miss Brookes, sent out by the Tv 
writing Agency for the first time 
| anticipated finding 
ferent. Mr. 


dressed in une 


someone qui eS « 

Anthony Chivers, tho 
xpected things, w: 

wn ordinary person. He was, incredil| 

even a little nervous. Who's Who had 

| told her, among other less intrign 

matter, that he wasthe author of twent 
seven novels, that he had married 

| daughter of a K.C.B., that seven v¢ 
ago he had been shipwrecked and 1 

| his favourite recreation was pig-sticki! 


| He did not look like a pig-sticker ; but 
i then no one does. 

“Yes, straight on to the machi: 
lhe said; “it saves time. And on 
| carbon copy, please, Miss Brook: 
teady ” Good, 
| ‘Chapter I.—The curtain was di 
ifull-stop the woman raised her da 
i blue comma um got that ?—the 
woman raised her dark-blue co 
heavy cloak and comma bending for- | 
ward comma peered into the stalls | 


comma and recognised Sir Henry se: 
| colon he comma as usual comma was ac- | 
| companied by his daughter full-stop , 
| quotes I am tired comma tired comma | 
quotes she said full-stop par did hy 
husband guess query par quotes are you | 
query quotes he said full-stop.”’ 
Miss Brookes, tragically unac« 
tomed life lived as rapidly as t 
r head. 


lost 


she f 
laps, if youleft out the punct: 
-you see, there’s such a lot 

‘Punctuation, Miss Brookes, is thie 
soul style. It cannot possibly | 
omitted. Even the sense depends up 
punctuation. 
| “Yes, Mr. Chivers. Quite. What 
iJ meant was—well, if you left the 
;commas and things to me I should | 

able to understand you better.’ 
“No: 1’ m sorry—very sorry. Hvery 

jauthor has his own method. W.! 


‘Excuse me, I’m so sorry,” 
“but perl 
tion 
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FINAL OF OUR ART CLUB HANDICAP. 





4 PUSHING POSTER-ARTIST BEATS THE STAINED-GLASS-WINDOW DESIGNER BY POTTING THE WHIT] 


| 4 s ; 455 : ¥ é “Ga. Se “ot 
| Henney, for example, worked magie | 1’ve—you see, it s the way you dictate. | said comma quotes— um—no, not ‘um’ 


| with the colon. Laurence Srerne’s|I feel, I know that it’s not right. My|—Sir Henry dash you—not dash you, | 
| parentheses were wonderful. 1 flatter} typing, 1 mean.” | of course, Miss Brookes ; just Sir Henry, 
myself on my quick, sudden paragraphs. | She gazed, at first apprehensively | the n a dash, you understand, Miss 
| Where was I?” !and then very mournfully, at the half-| Brookes ? you are quite a stranger full- 
| “*Are you query quotes he said full-| covered sheet before her. Its appear- | stop I hardly expected you to come this 
stop,’ ”’ she vead out resignedly. ance was revolting, unusual. |evening full-stop.” 
“ Par quotes yes comma verycomma! “ What is the difficulty, Miss | For a moment Mr. Chivers rumin- | 
quotes she replied semi-colon quotes | Brookes ?”’ inquired Mr. Chivers. | ated ; then | 
I think J prefer Ipsen full-stop quotes “Well, I've got ‘Sir Henry Dash.’ | “It never entered my head that I 
um—par she sighed full-stop par| You didn’t mean that, of course; I see|should see you here this evening,” he 


corrected slowly. 


j 
quotes so do I] quotes comma he agreed | now. And then again I’ve got ‘It is| 
Miss Brookes rose. 

| 


full-stop par the door of their box opened [ umpar. Her eyes swooped into his} 


full-stop standing there was Sir Henry | parumpar.’ I’m dreadfully sorry. It} ‘Ob, I beg your pardon. [ didn’t 
Vereker full-stop.” | makes such frightful nonsense, doesn’t | realise you were speaking to me, Mr. 


“ But 
* Please don’t interrupt, Miss Brookes. expected ‘ um \ ; 
lve got the thing well started now; I} 1 realize that it isn’t part of the story.” | been feeling for some minutes that I 
| don't wish the thread to be broken.| “I see. But you'll get used to that.| had perhaps mistaken the time and, I 


j = » . . av ha maa’ 
| Par quotes oh exclamation mark Sir| You'll soon learn to separate the | daresay, the house 
He let her go. He was glad to let 


her go. She had broken his thread. 


it ? jut sometimes you say an un- | Chivers. I'm sorry. But I under- 
‘ and down it goes before} stand now. As a matter of fact lve 





Henry dash is it you query quotes pai essential from the non-essential. A 
| quotes yes comma it is I full-stop| page or two more, Miss Brookes, and 


| quotes—um-—par hereyes swooped into| then you ‘Il swim along — positively = a 


quotes she said comma quotes Si “Shall 1?” some time sat on the Town Council.” 
TO 5 eg ‘¢] feel sure of it. Very well, then. Agricultural Paper. 
“ But, really, Mr. Chivers, 1—you Now we can carry on. Where had 1} With the object, we hope, of keeping 











| 
| 
} 
his par—um—par quotes oh comma |swim along.’ “Mr. vho weighed 33 stone... for 


we can’t go on like this. I’m afraid! got? Oh, yes- Oh comma quotes she! down the rates. 
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Oficial, “Wat Is YouR o¢ 


“TINKER, TAILOR 


1 Child’s Guide to the Professions.) | With peals of merriment they put 


THe Squire. 
Tue Squire, like other men, my son, 
Is at his best when church is done 
And lunch, though not in fact begun, 
Is present in the mind; 
For that is when he does the rounds 
Of his hereditary grounds; 
In front proceed his faithful hounds, 
His faithful guests behind. 


They love it. Note with what bright | 


eyes, Wherever there is broken glass more perfectly turned out. 
What simple animated cries, | And jagged nails and w oe = Florina 1S a friend of mine, you 
They marvel at the shape, the size = _|see. She lets me owe. 
Of his geranium bed, | They run and climb and leap and craw] ‘Poor F lorina! One of those. 
| And gaze upon it, bleak and bare, | Across a ditch, across a wall, ‘I don’t know what you mean. It's 
Imagining geraniums there A brook, a bog, a water-fall, 


And hearing how superb they were, 
| Though now, of course, they ‘re dead. | 
Then, further on, they clap their 
| hands 

Like little children on the sands— 

The new incinerator stands 

| So beautiful and gay; 

But all the time—it ’s very rude 
Their thoughts are obstinately glued 
To other things, in fact to food ; 

But lunch is far away. 








| «Yes, isn’t it? Florina made it for 
And still one spectacle remains |me. She makes all my best rags. Awful 
And lunch is just as far. | dear,” 
mn , ; | They look it.” 

[hey hurry past the pig-house, not Chey look ee ; : 
in," ‘s " | “T mean she is. Don’t be silly, 
Because they do not like the spot, ip oe 1. py ae : 

But just because they have to trot nln gey ou KNOW mM roke, 
To keep in touch with Squire ; | Betty always is. Yet wherever you 
ete art ig cee > , lo ark. Piceadillv or Pari lefy you 
Perspiring, palpitant, they pass, | 8°, Fark, Piccadilly or Faris, 1 dety : 
. a ? 
A 
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Snide ERE 





} 
UPATION?” Applicant ( proudl ‘I AM A RETIRED RATEPAYER.” 





Gaily they plunge a glossy foot . 
. — * te 
In fertilizer, lime or soot ; O: 





THE NOD.” 

“THat's a charming frock,” I told} 
| Betty, on meeting her in the Park one | 
} “ } 
| morning. 


Their fingers into tar; 
They shudder as the man explains 
The truth about the stable-drains, 


? } : ‘es ir ‘ ned e anytuing 
Wherever there is long wet grass, o rest your gladdened eye on anything 


recip—what ’s the word?” 

* Rhymes with ‘ atrocity.’ ” 

Betty gave me the corner of her eye. 

“She wants things like Ranelagh. 
I take her. 
And 


car.” 


Across a mile of plough, 
And see, as sailors see at last 
The gorgeous Orient, aghast— 
Majestic, comatose and vast, I’ve always got passes. 

he very latest Cow. Bobbie Simmons lends 


A. P. 


me his 








“AMNESTY FOR WASHERWOMAN, 


_ Earl - bequeathed an annuity of £40 to 
his washerwoman.”—Provincial Paper. 

If our laundress thinks that we are} “ Well, I can’t help it if they like to.” 
going to follow this noble example of And they do like to. Betty lives 
forgiveness let her think again, jin the centre of a circle of eager wor- 


“And Tony Lushington meets you 
|at the gate, and Algy Barton gives you 
tea. I know.” 
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Head Waiter. 
GUEST 0’ THE EVENIN’.” 








shippers, all begging to be permitted | 


the privilege of serving her. | 
Pr Db 


| say she takes it very nicely. 


Cresqentnen 





I haven't found anything yet that | 
Doctors and den- | 


she does pay for. 


“NOW THEN, YOUNG FELLOW, GET A MOVE ON! 


must | 











DON'T STAND STARI 


“ Fancy having that for your own!” 

They pressed it upon her. 

“T’d love it,” she said sadly; “ but I 
haven't any furniture.” 

In a week’s time they took her to it 


tists fawn upon her to bring them her | again. 


slightest ache. Actor-managers pursue | 


| 
| Peo] 


her with tickets for their first-nights. 
Eminent publishers send her all the 
new novels of note. Even her boots} 
and shoes are presented to her by a 
man whose son she helped to nurse | 
back to health—and cardiac trouble— | 
asaV.A.D. Men in far corners of the} 
planet send home rare skins. And a 
“little” furrier off the Bayswater Road 
makes them up for her at cost price. 
Betty has a flair for “little” people, to 
whom she introduces customers, accept- | 
ing the usual compensation in return. 
One of her best efforts was her country 
cottage. She had had “ Flu,” and her 
friends fought each other on the mat to 
be first to gather her up and take her 
off for convalescence. The successful 
competitors owned a delightful place in 
Sussex, between the Downs and the sea. 
They also owned a delightful cottage 
Which happened to be empty. When 


| 
| 
| 
} 
| 





Betty saw the cottage she sighed. 


“Oh, oh, oh!” she cried, hugging 
them all in turn. ‘Oh, you adorable 
le! How perfect of you! Where 
did it come from?” 

“Those old sticks,” they said, feeling 
ridiculously over-paid. 

One morning Betty ran into my arms 
in Bond Street. It was a pleasant sen- 
sation if brief. 

“Oh, Bingey!” she said, disentang- 
ling herself without my help. 

I surveyed her. ‘ You look very 
bucked,” I said. “Come into a fortune?” 

“No, indeed. I’m broker than ever. 
Just been to my bank.” 

“Oh, I see. Walk in and help your- 
self, I suppose ?” 

«Gilly. I went to call on the man- 
ager.” 

“Ah, yes. Sat in his chair, leant 
your head on your hand, opened your 
eyes at him, and he patted you on the 
shoulder and told you you could over- 
draw to any extent up to a fiver?” 


ONDON CHARIVARL. 


‘ 
> 
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HI 


Hil} 








N’ AN’ 


GAPIN' AS IF YOU WAS THE I I 
Betty showed a dimple. 
“Something like that.’ 

“Do you know what you are? 


& Vamp. 


take anything from you.” 
“You have taken 


something 


what I meant. 
I had a letter from her this morning: 





|done it. 
}on Wednesday week at 2 P.M. 
| broke as me, but the Mallingtons have 
| lent us their box for the moon and their 
| ear to go up in. 

“No presents by request. 1’ll heave 
‘em back at your head if you do 

‘Yours with love, Berry.” 


I'll lay she’s found a parson to marry 
them for nothing. 


“My own Bookbaker asked me to 
sinilar document 


ign a 
some weeks ago. 


Daily Paper. 
We presume that the person referred 





to is employed in cooking the accounts. | 





You ’re an extortioner, an adventuress, 
“Never mind, Bingey Boy, I never 


from | 
me,’ I said; but I don’t think she knew | 


| 


“ DEAREST OLD BINGEY-onNE,—This is | 
to tell you that I’ve been and gone and | 
i’m going to be turned off | 


He’s as 


Well, that’s nice of her, any how; but | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Mother. “ WELL, ARE YOU SORRY, 
Kitty. “I ratnk I’m nor Quiri 


gn Memoriam. 
VISCOUNT BRYCE, O.M. 
Born 1838. Diep January 22np, 1922. 
So long a day waning in light so clear 
Shines o’er a world perplexed and malcontent, 
Like a fair sunset whose first stars appear 
Before its fire is spent. 
Fulness of years was his, a stainless scroll 
Of high achievement; and men loved in him 
That ardour of the indomitable soul 


Which time could never dim. 

The vanished frontiers of a world obscure 
To him were as familiar walks of home: 
And his swift spirit trod with footsteps sure 

Byzantium and Rome. 


His garnered wisdom and his prophetic eyes 
Showed him the ancient and the unborn vears: 
So he died dreaming of a world made wise 
By sorrow and pure by tears. 
And one dream which he followed through many lands 
Shall now an earnest of fulfilment have, 
When the two nations whom he loved clasp hands 
In silence o'er his grave. D. M. S. 





Our Intelligent Post-Office. 
| From an official letter :— 


“ Re missing parcel, please retain packing and cover for inspe 


i 
Lion, 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON 








CHARIVARL 





SORRY YET, Mummy.” 


HOUSEHOLDING. 


GrippinGc the poker, Agatha followed me on tiptoe 
crept across the hall to the closed door of the drawing- 


ba 
room. My right hand was in my jacket-pocket, which 


bulged ominously. 
We stood for a moment listening. 


Then 


suddel 


unlocked the door and flung it wide open, manipulating | 


the switch at the same time and flooding the room with 
} light 


“Hands up, or I fire!’ I cried sternly, and the bulge in | 
my pocket became if anything more pronounced. We stood 
together gazing into the room. 

“ It doesn’t look much like a revolver,’ Agatha whispered, 
with a glance at my pocket. 

“Be quiet,” I whispered in reply, and in a loud voice | 
continued, “One movement and I shall shoot you through | 
ny jacket like a dog.” ‘ 

“Ts that how they shoot dogs? 


‘ 


’ Agatha murmured. 

‘I presume you are the scoundrel who has broken into 
other houses in the neighbourhood,” I went on. ‘ Let me 
tell you that the ingenious electrical apparatus which you! 
entrance set in motion sounded an alarm, not only in m) 
room but in my next-door neighbour’s house, and he at this | 
| moment is doubtless telephoning for the police. Not a 
step, I warn you! 

| ‘And now I will give the call to a few more neighbours; “5 
and, stepping to the fireplace, I pressed a knob which ap- 
| 





peared to be (and indeed was) a part of the ornamentation 
of the overmantel. 





“You are pointing it at the fire now,” Agatha told me, 


—_—- 








t— 
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whereupon I turned immediately so that my pocket resumed 
a correct position. 


“ Any attempt to escape will be futile,” I continued, not | 


without triumph in my voice. 
Agatha, the cord.” 

“Oh, bother, I’ve forgotten the string,’ she said, and she 
ran into the dining-room to fetch it. Meanwhile I kept 


| the bulge in position. 


5 sald on 


You remember how to tie it, I 
her ret 


Sl ppost ¢ = I 


urn, 
“Let me see—do I put it through once after I have 
} ] } - + ~ ¢ : )? ° > ; } } 
made the knot, or twice?” she asked, fingering the lobe of 


ner ear, 

“Tut, tut! And if f have shown you once I have shown 
you fifty times. Here, give it me,” I said. 

‘You must not expect me to keep cool in such circum- 
stances,” she said in rebuke. ‘“ By the way, your pocket 
looks awfully empty now you have taken your hand out. 
Ought I not to bit him with the poker, to save all this 
hand-in-pocket business ?” 

‘Look here, Agatha, if you will forget how to make 
the slip-knot with which to tie his wrists, all will be 
spoilt. See—over, round, over again and through. There 
is nothing to get flurried about. Of course, if you 
compel me to buy a real revolver—for which there is no 
need—I must do so; but in that case the gramophone 
must wait.’’ 

“ How would it be,” said Agatha brightly, “to get some 
of those patent window-fasteners fixed? Then we should 
not have to keep cool at all, but could stay comfortably in 
our beds when the burglar comes.” 





a 


« T will now trouble you to} 








STATING THE FACTS. 
Sir CHartes Hicuam, M.P., advises every seasi 
}and to do so truthfully. 


| 
} 


de place to advertise 

‘* Tt is only the truth that pays,”’ he says.) 

| In appealing to the tripper for his generous support 

| We are mindful of our failings as a holiday resort, 

| And a passion for veracity forbids the tempting boast 

| That ournativetown, Bilgehaven, isthe gem of Brita'n’s coast. 

| We're not so far from London, but the journey takes a day; 

| The nearest railway-station is a dozen miles away ; ; 

While for some uncanny reason no professor can explain, 

When the skies elsewhere are smiling we attract torrential 
rain. 

A dingy den is every shop where no one sells or buys ; 

Each boarding-house proprietress a shark in human guise; 

The death-rate is appalling and it’s only right to add | 

That the local roads are rotten and the lighting just as bad. 

The ebbing tide discloses an unpleasant stretch of mud ; 

The pierrot troupe’s a washout and the cinema’s a dud; 

And enthusiasm 's lacking when, on Early-Closing Day, 

|Our well-intentioned bandsmen render ‘“‘ Good-bye, Dolly 

Gray.” 


The girls are dull and dowdy and the boatmen smell of beer ; 
There isn’t any bathing and there’s only half a pier; 

And the single ray of sunshine in an atmosphere of gloom 
Was extinguished by the closing of the public reading-room. 
Unenterprising methods have retarded in the past 
Bilgehaven’s rise to greatness, but we realise at last 

That publicity is needed, so we boost it in the Press 

| With the simple-minded candour that’s essential to success. 
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IT IS RUMOURED THAT THE R 


ENDOWMENT OF ZOOLOGICAL 


THE CURIOUS ADVENTURE; 
or, A Frew IMPRESSIONS OF 
GARDEN. 

Poor old Prpys! 


CovENT 


s Diary in vain for any mention of | Adventure on the programme. 


L ady Beatrice Fair, and I suppose it | 
must be in a different edition. 
ee to have been the way of it. 
He told Kina Cuarves, who was bored 
with Nett Gwyn just then, that there | 
was rather a nice girl down in the | 
country. Afterwards the Kine forgot 
about her, but Pepys reminded him and | 
carried out the introductions, and alto- 


gether played a part for which there is | 


no very nice name. 


| put out, I should say, if he had known 


' it, and I’m certain he would never have 


madesuch a lotof stupid and undignified 
| grimaces. 

| I don’t think the « Merry Monarch ” 

| knew that he was being photographed, 

; either. He would have been much too 
| careful to keep up his reputation for | 
gaiety amongst historians to let himself 
a taken so many times with such a set 


And the hero? The hero in a COs- 
| tume film always wears a mask. 





EDUCATION NOTES. 








1922, 





OYAL COLLEGE OF HERALDS CONTEMPLATES THE ESTABLISHMENT AND 
GARDENS T TO BE ENTIRELY DEVOTED TO HERALDIC ANIMALS. 

lb ink. But the vi villain. Bul LFINCH, had | wines she loses at cards, does, 

bao doubts at 


all and made no mistake 


And all the time} 
he never knew he was being photo- 
| graphed. He would have been ‘mightil ily 


lfe ‘low’s hand and wrist still on it. 
| That must have be urt. 


But this was| for he climbed into Lady Beatrice Fair's 
the only time that the hero did any} bedroom and carried her out and ran 
lreal business, and when you consider | With her (how he did run!) down the 
Monsieur d’Artaqnan, who was so re-| streets of blazing London, st alter 
cently in this Garden. | street, at a steady trot, past the most 
| Nor again can one say that there | amazing scenes of ruin and terror and 
was much glory for Lady Beatrice Fair .| desp: uir, to the vaults of Old St. Paul's. 
ha was a common thing, apparently, in| He went there because he knew the 
ly 


the Restoration times for ladies hes ‘lead was going to melt off the 


|apparently, without any particular | 
| about what he was doing. He was in| qualms of conscience, although she is | 

lfor a rare old time. Possib ly that is | very properly terrified, for some reason 

I have searched | why the play is c: alled The Glorio us | or other, at the advances of Cuarves IT. 
It was| You couldn't wonder that SOLOMON 

the glorious adventure of Bubrincu.| EaG te, who wore a kind of chestnut- 

But this | There was no particular glory for the|roasting apparatus on his head, was 
hero, except when he had a fight at an|indignant at the ways of high society, 

‘inn and let all the other people stick} or feel any doubt that the Great Fire 

their swords into the oak - panelling | of London would come just in time to 

‘behind him so that he could disarm | let Mr. Butrincn out of gaol before he 

‘them at leisure. That is rather a| got hanged. He certainly deserved to 

good idea in duelling. It was especially | have a run for his marriagé As a 

| good in one case. You saw the lunge} facial expert and biceps-exhibitor he 

into the panel and then had been a perfect wonder in his con- 

| WHOOSH! demned cell. I have never seen such 

\the hero struck, and the sword re- clutchings and writhings and rollings 

| mained in the panel with the other 


of the eves. 


But as an athlete he was even greater, 


f, and 


had lost their fortune at the gaming- | th at was a sight which no villain with 
i table to esez ape indebtedness by marry-|a sense of sport would care to miss. 


pacers 


| as I am concerned he might 


So far}ing some criminal in Newgate who w: y-| 


almost as |just about to be hanged. 


Some of the other flames had not been 








AME Ef A? AaB 





! 
| well have his face taken out and “ hero,” 
| or Mocwnnwen noble” 


doubt, 


written in the this is what Lady Beatrice has to do 


Common, no 


very convincing. 
In any case 


but not glorious. 


They were too much 
like bonfires and ordinary flares; but 
there was no doubt about the lead. 
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And that brings me to one of the 


| most delightful parts of this play, and 


indeed of all film plays, the dotting of 
the i’s and the crossing of the ¢’s 


Harking back for a moment to the in- | 


terview between the Lady Beatrice Fai 
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and the ‘‘ Merry Monarch,” there was a | 
fine moment when the Kriya refrained 


from pressing his unwelcome advances 
(I believe that is right) and sent the 
lady home with Mr. Pepys to escort 
her. First of all he allowed her to go. 
After that 
WHOOSH! 

and there he was standing and looking 
up at a famous Vandyck of Cuarues I. 


\ portrait, you understand, of the dear | 


old dad. After that 

WHOOSH! 
once more, and he was standing in 
front of the Royal Arms, with a lion 
on one side of him and the unicorn on 
And then 


WHOOSH! 


the other. 


a third time, and we have Mr, Pepys 
making the remark, “A king and a| 


gentleman!” This seems to clear up 
any possible doubt about that. 

It was just the same with this matter 
ofthe molten lead. First of all you have 
the sentence “ Molten lead from the roof 
of Old St. Paul’s” or something of that 
kind. Then you see it—real molten lead, 


falling and trickling and rising like asea. | 


And at the very moment when it is first 
flashed on there is a tremendous metal 
clangour from the orchestra, which con- 
tinues to reverberate during the whol 
of the scene. Metal, you see. Molten 
lead, not mud. Lead. You can’t miss it. 
Molten lead, it trickles and falls, 
| Trickles and falls about the feet, 
Molten lead of terrific heat 
Down from the roof of Old St. Paul's. 
That was the way it affected me. 
But I have searcely said enough about 
Lady Be atrice Fati ° She certainly 
knew she was being photographed, 
though she was much more languid in 
her poses and glances than most film 
ladies, and indeed than most of the 


! . M4 43 
| ladies in this play. This was rather a}- 
pleasing variation in its way, but it 


| made it a little difficult to believe that 

she was really horrified when she re- 
| ceived the present of a rose in a casket 
| stained with what was stated to be the 


hero’s blood. I don’t believe she really | 


| Was very much horrified. I believe she 

was really rather looking forward to 
| that midnight trot through London 
| amongst the fireworks and the molten 
| lead. In fact I believe she knew that the 
| Great Fire of London was coming and 
| that Butrixcu would suddenly arrive 
| in her bedroom and pick up the wed- 
ding-ring she had cast with repugnance 
} On the floor. (Wxoosn! Section of 
carpet enlarged and huge wedding-ring 
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suddenly flashed on the screen.) I be- 
llieve she even knew that they were 
|going to Old St. Paul’s, and that the 
\lead was likely to cause trouble. I 
i believe this, because she went to bed 
in her stockings and shoes. Ivor. 

“Two boys are in —— Infirmary, having 
swallowed put-and-take tops.”—Dasly Paper. 
They appear to have followed the in- 
junction “ Take one too literally. 

“Tt was not for nothing that Wordsworth 
commenced a poem, ‘The year’s at the 
Spring,’ and concluded it, ‘ All's right with 
the world.’ "—Local Paper. 

So Pippa passes away from BrownIna. 














MANNERS AND MODES. 
THE INFLUENZA EPIDEMIC: ANTISEPTICS IN THE BALLROOM. 


From a 13th-Century Italian MS. 
There once was a Ghibelline Tory 
In the days of old Lombardy’s glory ; 

But his sub-conscious self 
Was a Liberal Guelph ; 
So the rest of the story was gory. 


From a Stock Exchange list :-— 
“BANKS AND DISCOUNT COMPANIES. 
BMG Oe ea ae 


Bass > Ne She: tee ee 
Guinness — 112 to 416 | 
Watney Combe . . (ee 


Pro icial Pape _£ 
We have always heard that these banks | 


are particularly accommodating in the | 


matter of overdrafts. 
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to a dead stop? Would she whirl the 
A SOLO ASSISTANT. page back again with her own hand? 
I po not know one note of music from | Would she hiss “Fool!” at me ove 
another. The infinite starry sky is no} her shoulder ? ; . 
greater mystery to me than one of those | She did none of these things. She 
sheets with black blobs all over it which | went on poising and darting as before. 
people sit in front of at the piano, But By some extraordinary instinct I had 
I have the instinct of chivalry. I occu- } evidently turned over at the right mo- 
pied a chair in the front row at the | ment. ely grat 
concert for the unemployed and I could The thing was how to bring it off again. 
not resist the appeal of the lady-pianist | I examined the music. It was black 
when, in the course of her solo, she} as ink with blobs 
swayed round towards the audience and, | to be lost 
with her deep soulful eyes directed full} had mastered by observation. In a 
upon me, said as plainly as eyes could | flash I had dog’s-eared the next page 
ly. She was hammering now, sharp 


It was extremely gratifying. 


sav, “ Please, won't somebody come and | ready. 
turn over for me?” 
In an instant I had sprung across the and doing sort of lightning figure-of 
stockade of palms on to the platform | eight turns with her right. 
and had taken a position on her left-| thirty-five seconds by my wrist-watch 
hand side. She lifted her eyelids mo-| and was done 
mentarily towards me and, although | smartly and dexterously ; but a moment 
she made no other acknowledgment of | after my blood congealed and my heart 
my presence, I felt that it was sustain-| stood still. I had turned over two pages 
ing to her. She was playing with great| by mistake! 
vigour and I surmised that the first 
turn-over was imminent. 


| decisive hammers, with her left hand 
' 


turned over. It 


wnen 


| Tlooked at her in agonized contrition. 
I tried to! She still went 
follow the direction of her gaze upon | figure-of-eight turns, but she was obvi 
the page, but found it impossible to do| ously on the brink of coming to a stand 
so from my sideways position. As a/still. The thing was to retrieve my 
tentative movement I bent across her} error before it was too late. I licked 
and dog’s-eared the top corner of the} my fingers, grabbed the page and jerked 
right-hand page; so much of the tech-|it backwards. Instantly all the other 
nique of turning-over I had learnt from pages broke loose from their moorings 
observation. She smiled dreamily but| and fluttered like pigeons into her lap 
made no sign of wishing me to proceed | and all over the floor. 
further, and her eyes, as far as I could} I made no effort to retrieve them. I 
judge, were directed upon the ceiling. | stood waiting for her to seize me by 
[ adjusted my pince-nez and studied | the coat collar; for tl : 


1e audience to ery 
the words between the lines of the music, | «Shame !”’ ; 


for the stage-manager to| 
hoping by their means to spot the place | fling me back in disgrace over the 


That meant no time } 
t; another bit of technique I | 


l gave her | 


t on hammering and doing | 


IVARL _ 


| BARDS AND BIRDS. 


| {** The great poets, almost all of them, have 
| been singularly ignorant of } SAYS 
writer on Nature topics in The Observer, 
Wuen Percy Byssne addressed thelark, 
And Keats the nightingale, 
The birds, I gather, made remark: 
* Lor’, how they tell a tale! 
| Who ever heard so poor : ; 
| Their ornithology ’s all wrong.” 


m 


sede Gahan cE ORE 


birds,” 





| When WorpswortnH took his walks 
| abroad 

In days of early Spring 

| And hymned the veriest 
| That ever flapped a w 
| The wandering voices ch 
who’s 


Here 


little fraud 


d. “ Look 


now!” observed 


oraceless | 
cuckoos. 


| When Brownie from a warmer clime 
| Carolled in rapturous strain 

| , . ° 

|Of England, home and April time 


And gave his faney rein, 
| The local fowls pooh-poohed his lore 
| About the thrush’s wise encore. 
| The ErTrick SHEPHERD doubtless knew 
| The points of every nest, 
| But of more classic poets few 
| Would shine in such a test; 
| Take Tennyson, who put that wordy 
Speech in the beak of * little birdie.” 


| 


The bard who'd build a lasting fame 
That calls for no apology 

Will be advised to feed his flame 
On lessons in zoology ; 

So shall he win the valued votes 

Of those who write our Nature Notes. 











she had arrived at. Lread, “ Sempre piti |palms; for the concert to break up in 
animato,” ‘Poco a poco crescendo,” | horror and darkness. 


ato, "J Instead, I heard 
‘* Molto dim. 


; |a final hammer, a thunder of applause | 
Seated alone in a quiet room andjand a voice saying, “You shouldn't 
given plenty of time I might have|have trot 

fathomed their signification and ap-| memory. 

plied the knowledge to her mode of| « Butthe music?” 
moving her fingers, but standing on that | to the prostra 
platform, dazed and giddy, with aseaof| “Qh. that’s the accompanil 
faces in front of me and an uproar of | the quartette,” she 

sound around, they helped me not at all. | next item.” 
She was playing with both hands at the 
opposite end of the piano to mine, pois- | 
ing and darting her fingers in a peculiar | 
manner, but whether it was a “ Molto | whom we noticed the Mavyoress of 
dim.” manner or a“ Poco a poco” man- and her two tons.” 


ibled > 


| was playing from | 

] always do.”’ | 
I gasped, pointing | 

te sheets. 

nent for | 


said; “it’s the] 








Not the Light Fantastic. 
* Ther were ver 200 danzers pre sent, 


ijamongst 





Another Impending Apology. 
Headline to a notice, in a Theatrical 
Paper, of a new film, “featurmg 4 
lady well known in soc'iet 





*Lapy Drana’s BLoos ( 
“QUEUE AT THE GATES OF DEVO¥- 
SHIRE HOUSI 
Over 3.000 Guests at Line! DrcerTioy.” 

S Paper. 





We gather, however, from the Anti- 
Coalition Press that this took place 
at the Central Hall, Westmuinster. 


From a police-case report :— 





ns. Local Pape 
her I had no means to determine. In| se Perot 
desperation I stooped towards her ear. | ; “ it seman ag age take place at a masked 
“Are you ready ?”’ I whispered. She| ~oh salanedl Soar a len 2 = a ne a 
| started slightly, brought her eyes down | will pass before s sane ‘tues a4:¢nen waeh 
| from the ceiling and swayed round to-| Yomen.”—Evening Paper. ~ : 
_ Wards the audience again. Was it pos-| We are entering our pet caterpillar, 
| sible I was too late, and she was ap-| 
| pealing to someone else in the front 
row to come up and help her? In aj*”* bearing interest at 33 per | 
| panic I seized the dog’s-ear, turned | ae vets, © eke ey and closed 
| the page and waited like an image of | cess. "— Provincial Paper. Rees 


| Stone for the result. Would she come | We are not surprised 








“A local loans issue of 30 million pounds at 
an issue price at 57 





* Francis - stated that t cycling | 
work he had to pass the houses in the road, | 
and narrowly missed being kicked. Florence | 
—— stated that her husband was knocked off 
his cycle by thedefendant’s houses, recetvingm- 
juries, from which he had not yet rec vered. 

Pi uv ial Paper. 
Our local horse-agent now advertises 
“ Bijou Residences, free from vice; cae 
be safely passed by all traflic ; semi oF 
detached.” In the meantime our office 
boy suggests that we tell this yarn 
the house-marines. 
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| finishing, 


MORE DIEHARDS. 
| ‘Tne Brighter London people are not, 
it seems, going to have it all their own 
| way. Already a new society has been 
| formed with the purpose of discourag- 


Heart's Desire. 

| ‘The first meeting was held in one of 
| the darkest of the Adelphi arches. The 
| Duke of Sloane occupied the Chair, and 
| among those present were the Marquis 


| of Mayfair, the Earl of Knightsbridge, | 


Lord Leatlenhall, Lord Aldersgate, the 


Sir 
Lincoln Zinn, Mr. Austin Friars, Mr. 
Whyte Hall, K.C., Mr. GeorGr Street 
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ing any tampering with their City of 


feeble display of illuminated advertise- 
ments that had recently broken out in 
Piccadilly Circus was calculated to 
make a st ranger from Broadway feel at 
| home or fill him with rapture, he was 
mistaken. Americans did not come to 
London to see their own specialities 
badly eopied—such a spectacle as that 
filled them with contempt for us—but 
to revel in London's peculiar London- 
(Loud cheers.) 

Sir Eli Place said that he agreed with 
the last speaker as to foreign importa- 
| tions. The adoption of the French 


ishness. 





Hon. Mark Lane, Sir Vincent Square, | revue had almost destroyed the old pared with the honest old mi sic-hall? | 
Ludgate Hill, Sir Eli Place, Sir| variety entertainment for which we| Who was brighter for t} 

London had been for} (Loud laughter.) 
| Mr.Cnesterton said that he endorsed 


were famous. 


centuries the home of the comic singer; 





and Mr. G. K. Cuesrerton, who was | but to-day you had to travel far to find! every word that 


seated more or less comfortably 
bet ween Gog and Magog. 

The Duke of Sloane, in open- 
ing the discussion, said that he 
deplored all meddling with Lon- | 
don by well - meaning but un- 
imaginative cranks. The cap 
ital of a country should represent 
the genius of the country. (Hear, 
hear.) The English werea short- | 
sighted saturnine drab people, | 
pleasure-loving and _pleasure- | 
suspecting at the same time, and | 
much given to leaving off before | 
London reflected | 
these characteristics and should | 
continue to do so. 
virtue in the 


foreign veneers. 





He saw no 
importation ol 
Much that ex- | 
isted in London infuriated him, | 
but as, being an Englishman, | 
he always felt happier when in- 
furiated and doing nothing but 


} 
; 
protest than when quiescent, he | Wife 
| was all right. And as his was| “’“** 


a typical case sh Sa 
followed that 
all right too. An Englishman’s grouse 
was his wassail. (Cheers.) 

Mr. Whyte Hall, K.C., said he was 
against brightening London in any 
way ; but, granted that brightening was 
necessary, why should London be 
brightened for foreigners and not for 
ourselves? Londoners 


(hear, hear!)—it 


most other people were 


had been in- 


habiting London for a good long time, | 


and nothing had been done for them, 
and no one had suggested that any- 
thing should be done for them: but 
directly it was discovered that fewer 
Americans had come to London in 1921 
than in 1920, and therefore that less 





CHE SALES. 
of Animal-trainer (fo friend). “On, ves, pI 
8 TAKE TRIXIE WITH ME TO THE SALES. SH 
A WONDERFUL REACH.” 


jah honest music-} all where you could 
lhear one. And eve ry day, he was told, 
he W 
The best way to brighten London was 


to close the cinemas and revert to 


variety. 


Sir Lincoln Zinn said that it made 


cafés in London, roof-gardens, tables | 
on the pavement and so forth. How | 
could you have those in an atmosphere | 
charged with soot and under weather | 
conditions famous all over the world | 
for their treacherous caprice ? 





Mr. Austin Friars said that the onl; 


LONDON CHAR 


ould become more and more scarce. | 


| London never enjoyed such prosperity 
jand happiness— such brightness, in 
him tired to read the pleas that were|short—as in the days of Dickens; and 
periodically put forward for open-air|in those days a man might drink when 


}and the proceedings terminated. 
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best way to Brighton London was to 
go to Victoria and take a seat in the 
“Southern Belle,” (Oh, ol!) 

Lord Leadenhall said that what they 
had got to fight was the devastating 
modern spirit. Looking back over 4 
long life he could see no improvement 
in London whatever since he left school, 
| Every new thing was to the bad and 
| every new thing had been hailed ag a 
| brightener. Who, he ild like to 
| know, was the brighter for the Tube? 
| Who was brighter for the taxi? Who 
i}was brighter for the cinema, as com- 





sho 


he telephone? | 


Lord Leadenhall had 
— spoken. The first thought of 
| most city-brighteners was to see 
l|what could be borrowed from 

| other capitals. That seemed to 
|hima mistake. The brightening 

i should come from within. Lon- 

| don would not be made more at- 

| tractive, but less so, if it were full 
of Parisian ideas. Pe »ple would 
always rather go to Paris for 

| the genuine article. Lverything 

| borrowed from other cities was 
a dilution of London's own qual- 
ity. What was needed was an 
|intensification of that quality. 
t might sound paradoxical, but 
jhe would say that the way to 
brighten London was to make it 
even gloomier, London was fa- 
mous for its fog—fog such as you 
could find nowhere else in the 
world, Very well then, let there 
| be more fog! London was famous 
aR, I | for its smoke and grime, Then 
Disieds | let there be more of both! Since 
| you could never get rid of either 

fog or dirt, how much better to encour: 
age them and be idiosyncratic ? The 





only thing that London needed at 
the moment was the removal of the 


restrictions on liquor. (Hear, hear.) 


he pleased. (Loud applause.) 

A resolution to the effect that all that 
London needed was freedom to go on 
being her owndingy self was then put to 
the meeting and carried unanimously, 


Bh. V. G 


American money had been spent here, | thing which at the moment he wished | 
~ gi was this brightening movement.|to see changed was the recent rule} "ete to » printer's error, in d a 
e@ Was agains ‘enari — ee “s . | the engine a couple of weeks ago, 1% ap 
cians 5 sll te a eg me eaoweng passengers to stand in the| pears that the fuel consumption on test worse 
_ hg ‘s yul | out at 42lbs. per brake horse-power per hour ; 
sure that what Americans wanted to | that those buses were being built bigger | this of course should read, 42lb. per brake 

visit was London pure and simple and | on purpose to stop the standing habit horse-power per hour,”—Indian Paper. 
not a London Continentalised and be- | (Lx ud cheers.) tg: We thought all the time that that must 
devilled. If anyone thought that the | Mr. Hanry Preston said that the! be the meaning o 
1e! g. 








j|new buses after the assurance given us 
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LITERATURE FOR THE HUNTING-FIELD. 


“SoNME ARE BORN GREAT, SOME 


ACHIEVE 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


GREATNESS AND SOME 


~ 


HAVE GREATNESS THRUST UPON I 





for conveying accurately the strategic and tactical com- 
plexion of her battles. Before such authority a mere amateur 
judgment must bow. I should have thought that the author 


Miss May Sincuair’s latest book, The Life and Death of | of Lhe Viper of Milan was too much interested (and that 


Harriett Frean (Couuins), has, as Mr. Sapsea remarked of 
the disappearance of Edwin Drood, “ an un-English com- 
plexion.” Of course, if you prefer a piece of home-grown 
fiction to read like a posthumous work by FLAuBERT uncom- 
monly well translated, you will get a certain amount of plea. 
sure out of this finely-stippled study of degenerate sensibility, 
and your illusion of its being a Continental masterpiece will 
be sub-consciously heightened by the sturdy paper, wide 
margins and charming cover of its reverential presentment. 
If, however, you are concerned for those faculties of imagin- 
ation and insight which are the main glory of English letters, 
you will have little but regret for Miss Sinciair’s un- 
inspired and dispiriting treatment of the hoarded memories 
of scent, sound, colour, texture and taste that her five keen 
wits have amassed. ‘Throughout her heroine’s early- 
Victorian childhood these memories are good in them- 
selves: a nursery-rhyme sung by a crinolined mother, 
red campions at the end of the lane, the “smooth cream 
with milk running under it” of a drawing-room tea. At 
the end of the story they are all bad, every youthful thrill 
being cancelled by some grim factor of senile anguish. Miss 
SINCLAIR is capable of far more original work than this. 





_Affairs of Men (Mernven) is a collection of spirited battle 
pieces from the historical novels of ‘‘ Marjorie Bowen.” 
A preface by the Director of the Military History Section of 
the Dutch General Staff testifies to the author's capacity 


a 








rightly) in the detailed actions, emotions, carriage and ap- | 
parel of her heroes—even down to the pearl in the ear of 
Don Joun or Austria—to bother with broad outlines of 
strategy, and she seems to me to see polychromatie patches | 
as an eye-witness in the thick of the business rather than | 
as a staff-officer conning maps on a hill or a historian brood- 
ing over documents. And I should have thought she could | 
not have had it both ways. But, if she can, well, so much | 
the better. Of her land battles, the defeat of Brappocx in | 
the Monongahela ambush, and, of the sea affairs, the action | 
of Solebay, between De Ruyter and the Duke of York, | 
seem the most convincingly described. The work of this 
ingenious and impulsive writer is still disfigured by much | 
careless phrasing, and, as for proof-reading, thirteen mis- | 
prints in a single French sentence of ten lines is rather | 
unlucky, isn’t it? 





In The Crooked Tree (Hurst anv Brackett) Miss Sysi. | 


CaMpPBeELL LETHBRIDGE enlarges, with a perversity which | 


more than matches her theme, on the pernicious results of | 


a warped education. 


Danvers, is brought up by her widowed mother on a some- 
what similar scheme to that invented by the immortal 
Donna Inez for the rearing of Don Juan. 
ible youth, which it would be an aspersion on monastic 
common-sense to call “ cloistral,” Danvers is hustled into 


The “bent twig” of the Porg adage | 
is in this case Penelope Lancaster, who, with her brother | 


After an incred- | 
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| Holy Orders, and Penelope married to the Reverend James 
Arden, who, being secretly pledged to celibacy, nstalls Bis 
ingenuous wife in a quiet country vicarage, after a strict!) 
edueational honeymoon in Switzerland, with the sole object 
of putting his insufliciently-tested resolution to a more int!- 
mate trial. The remainder of the book is devoted to the 
vain efforts of the servants, the parish and a disreputable 
cousin of Arden’s to arouse Penelope to the inadequacy of 
her married life; and the crown of their endeavours is only 
averted by the spontaneous suicide of her husband, who, 
faced with the overthrow of his schemes, flings himself from 
the summit of a neighbouring tower. I cannot help wishing 
that a Swiss crevasse, if possible at the outset of the honey- 
moon, had been the scene of this grateful dénowement. 


i 





Because the Irish Office’s efforts at publicity were con- 
temptibly feeble, and also because practically every English 
newspaper was distorting the truth about Ireland for politi- 
cal purposes, not one Englishman in a hundred realised or 
now realises the conditions that prevailed and the things 
that were being done in Ireland between the latter part of 
1918 and the middle of 1921. Among the few real attempts 





prieties.- Miss Harpine has distinction of style and her 
observation of country sights is very pleasant; but her 
greatest strength lies in her understanding of the things 
people think and feel and don’t talk about. In more ex. 
ternal matters I should not commend her so much. I ean- 





not see a girl of Marion’s character and education as an 
assistant in a baker’s shop at twenty pounds a year, or, to | 
be truly trivial, such an assistant as the sort of person who | 
habitually carries a parasol. But these and all similar | 
criticisms are unimportant. If the heart of the girl who | 
has sold buns is opened for our understanding, the fact | 
that she ought never to have been supposed to sell them | 
doesn’t seem greatly to matter. 





Dwifa's Curse (Scott) is a tale of the Stone Age, and in 
it you will find a pretty quarrel between the Bison and the 
Beaver clans. 1 was a Bisonite not only because Thara, 
the hero of the book, belonged to that clan, but also because 
I thought the curses of Jurgal (Bisonite) were more artistic | 
and comprehensive than those of Divifa (Beaverite). “ Bur | 
Wor” writes easily and with zest, and he has avoided the | 





mistake of making Tharq incredibly perfect. Indeed this | 





to depict the situation | 
as it was, Z'ales of the } 
R.L.C., which appeared | 
serially in Blackwood’ s | 
| Magazine and are now 
veproduced by that firm, 
must be awarded the 
palm for accuracy as 
well as interest. The 
author has kept his an- 
| onymity carefully, for 
| even now none of the] 
late officials of Dublin 
Castle appears to know 
who he is. It is clear 
however that heisa sol 
dier, probably an Irish- 
man who served with 
the Crown Forces,either 
military or auxiliary 











jyoung man suffered 








files of the Government's Intelligence Departments. The 
style is restrained, as is usually the case with soldier-authors, 
and there is no attempt at special pleading or phrase-making. 
It may be said of it indeed—and one could hardly pay the 
author a more sincere compliment—that, now that the sense- 
less destruction of life and property is done with, at least as 
| fav as Great Britain is concerned, and Ireland is entering 
| upon what may prove to be a peaceful and constructive era, 
| the book is more readable than ever. Some day perhaps Mr. 

RicHarp Mutcany or Commandant McKeon may write 
similar book, and in the same spirit, dealing with the Irish 
,“ War” from the rebel side, and an impartial composite 
| picture will thus be provided for the disinterested reader, 





The thing which has appealed to me most 
Mead (Heixemany) is that Miss Jane Harpine 
created her characters for the purpose of contrasting one 
conventional type with another, as writers of fiction so 
often do. Her boorish farmer has moments of amazing 
kindness and comprehension ; her sensitive and gallant hero 
lights a cigar too soon after a wild scene of farewell - the 
heroine adores her sister for her charm and hates her for 
her shallowness at the same moment. 
well-worn one of the woman who is free 
is only leg 


The story is the 


and the man who 
ally bound, with victory on the side of the 








police, and having access to valuable secret information in the | 


llike Tharq’s would be compensation for any face 


| Fountain, the young American heiress, is overdrawn; but 


| who, owing to the jewel-craze, act as none but jewel-crazy 
| people would act, the characters are lovable and live in an 


; 1 ’ 
tin Maraaret S| 


hasn't | 


hands.”— Sunday Paper. 





angels | Persons in favour of hanging Wmu1am Honenzoiery will 
—at leas ¥ Os eee ae 5 ig anging JIA =NZOLL 
ast I suppose the angels are upholders of the pro- | note that his neck appears to have been stretched already. 


\ | very considerably from | 
swollen-head; andIam | 
ty.) glad to note that even | 
yt NSS lin those days coneeit 
an 2 yi Niland H carried severe penalties | 
MSW AW [with it. When, how- | 
LEX eC QWRs lever, it came to mere | 
Pa 4 thewsand sinews Tharg | 
{ was beyond criticism. | 
\ = ~ |And in his wife Vaia 
j he had a hench voman | 
ae as trusty at need as a| 
: man could wish for. | 
.-» | After a careful study of 
ne the illustrations of this 
volume I am inclined 
rernaeatss to think that the artist 
“DEAR, DEAR, DEAR! WHAT A CURIOUS ACCIDENT! JI THOUGHT THAT ONLY was a little severe to 
HAPPENED IN THE COMIC PAPERS. Thara and his sex, and 


correspondingly lenient to Vaia. Still, to have museles 





If you are inclined to covet your neighbour's jewels I 
suggest that you read Magic Emeralds (Pavi) and take 
warning from it. I am prepared to admit that E-smerelda 


apart from this very elaborate lady and one or two people 


atmosphere of kindliness—particularly Dinah Forsyth and 
the girls with whom she worked and lived in London. Mrs. 
EVERETT-GREEN reyels in the joy of drawing nice healthy 
girls, and Dinah can take her place among the nicest and 
healthiest of them. I am sure that this story can be given 
to a great-aunt or a grand-niece without the smallest chance 

f shocki he — . . 1 ac o the other. 
of shocking the one or of doing moral damage to the o 








Seaside Attractions. 


“The Police Court scene was impressive because of iis very Siml- 
plicity. On the beach sat four local justices."—Provincial Paper. 


7 





From a review of a book about the Ex-KaiseEr : 
“And we leave him in the solitude of his chamber on the Royal 
train, his arms stretched out on the table and his head bowed on his 
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Poplar Guardians for a 
' ’ ° 
| Variety 


| sent engagement. 
: 








Fepruary 8, 1922.) 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI, 








CHARIVARIA. 

Four Spanish bull-fighters are in 
London on holiday. It is rumoured 
that they came over to have a peep at 
Sir Eric GEDDEsS. 


The General Post Office authorities 
have granted permission for music and 
speeches to be sent out by wireless for 
half an hour once a week for the 
benefit of amateur enthusiasts. The 
piece most in demand for transmission 
in this way is a famous tenor’s render- 
ing of “ Kellaway! Awake, Beloved!” 


“ May we advise Mr. Kennaway,’’ says 
an evening paper paragraph, “ before 
he explains again to go to Hull.” It 
is said that the temptation of the com- 
positor to tamper with the spelling of 
the name of the town was almost more 


A gossip-writer points out that it 
was a very good idea for Mrs. ASQUITH 
| to give lectures in America. The gossip- 
| Writer lives in England, 
| 

A Dutch steamer recently crashed 
into the new ferry-pier at Birkenhead. 
i It is only fair to say that the steamer 
sounded her siren. — 


“At three o'clock on Tuesday morn- 
ing,” says a news item, “ Mr. was 
wakened by the mewing of a cat. Sub- 
sequently he descended and found the 
kitchen furniture on fire.’”’ It is a mis- 
take to speak hastily even to a eat. 

4 





Mr. Artaur Francis Berry claims 
to have discovered a method of pro- 
ducing artificial sunlight. Not to be 
outdone, it is said the Pris MrvistERr 
has for immediate disposal a number 





“During the War we were fighting 
for dear life,” says a Labour M.P. We 


ground that we haven’t got it. 


“At one stage in his career,” says 
a light-hearted contemporary, “ Mr. 
Luoyp GEorGE wanted to be an engine- 
driver.” We fear it is too late now. 


An American scientist is of the opinion 
that the world is moving towards the 
North. In view of the need for economy 
it would be a good thing if the next 


held there. 
KALL, of Chicago, ‘‘ should immediately 


undergo an operation for the removal 
of the appendix.”” At the risk of being 





called kill-joys, we confess to a prefer- 





than he could bear. 


* 

In connection with 
the scheme, to which 
we alluded last week, 
for booming Brighton 
as a bathing resort, we 
are further asked to 
state that, in the com- 
ing summer, bathing- 
machines will meet 
every train. 

me 

It is rumoured that 
a well-known impres- 
ario hopes to secure the 


theatre on the 
termination of their pre- 


CARS, WHAT 





‘* I'S ARISTOCRATS LIKE 


BROUGHT 





THEM, ARTHUR, A-LOLLIN’ 
ON THE FRENCH REVOLUTION.” 


ence for the more 
sombre entertainments 


of the cinema. 


\ racecourse has been 
sanctioned at Bourne- 
j;mouth. It is hoped 
that in the restorative 
atmosphere of the pines 
our punters will pick 
| up a bit. 


“As to Kensington 
being dull? I do not 


agree,” savs Dr, A. J. 
Rice Ox.ey, the mayor. 
“On a Sunday there is 
a band playing in Ken- 





| sington Gardens and 
BAHT IN THEIR MOTOR- ; 
tees _ [the museums open. 
1This accounts for the 





Six games for the World’s Draughts 
Championship have been played at 
Glasgow. It is said that everything is 
being done to have the contest decided 
before the Genoa Conference opens. 


According to a sporting writer Mr. 
Jack Dempsey is definitely coming to 
England. We hasten to assure him it 
wasn't us. 


“A multi-coloured flamboyant parrot 
perched on the hat is the latest mil- 
linery craze,” says The Daily Express. 
With an election pending, parrots 
perched underneath a hat should be no 
novelty. * 

A wholesale hosiery merchant has 
ascribed his bankruptcy to an unsuc- 
cessful deal in fly-catchers and to losses 
in trying to establish himself as a stage 
illusionist. We can’t help thinking 
that he is most unlucky in having been 
overlooked when the present Goyern- 
ment was being formed. 





| of sunsets, “only been used a few times 
and almost as good as new.” 


Because a Swedish lecturer, who 
claimed to be an Anarchist, accused a 
Communist of not believing in Inter- 
national Brotherhood, the Communist 
assaulted him and knocked out three 
teeth just to show that he did. 


Two members of a London jazz band 
have been sent to prison for three 
months. The others still continue to 
do it at their own risk, 


The Building Trades Operatives 
Union has reported that very few men 
in the stone trade are unemployed. 
Our own coal-dealer, for one, is very 
busy. 4 


« Business men when meeting,’ says 
a medical writer, “should not shake 
hands.” But dothey? We had gathered 
that as a result of the trade depression 
| business men merely shake heads. 





rather dissipated appearance of Ken- 
sington people on « Monday morning. 


A gardening hint advises us that the 
size of gooseberries may be inereased 


of the bushes now. Timely attention 
to this matter will ensure copy for the 
Press in the late summet 


Metal lateh-keys, lecturer, 
were used by the Ancient Britons. And, 
if the Brighter London Society carries 
out its intention, they will be used 
again. 


SaVos a 


A butterfly is reported to have flown 
into a Sheflield house during a snow- 
storm. There is a Yorkshire tradition 
that this indicates severe weather. 








* PROPOSED PRESENTATION TO DEPARTING 
EMPIRE MANAGER.” 

Provincial Pape v. 
Is this another forecast of the 
MIER’S future ? 





hope there can be no complaint on the | 


meeting of the Supreme Council was | 


“ Every human being,’’ says Dr. Cas- | 


by applying crushed bones to the roots 
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whale, even if resident in Levantine 
waters, would not be capable of the 
deglutition, still less of the temporary 
assimilation, of a floating prophet, the 
throat in this species being particularly 
narrow, and the cavity of the mouth 
actually larger than that of the body, 
thorax and abdomen combined. The 
vivid presentment, therefore, of the 
Jonan myth as a fact of ancient history 
would, according to this view, tend to 
a definitely reactionary outlook on Old 
Testament history, and at the same 
time toa false conception of anatomical 
truth. 

To meet this criticism we would 
advance the suggestion that the modern 
cinema is quite capable of representing 
allegorical significance as opposed to 
historic fact. It could easily be done, 
for instance, by the screening of a few 
explanatory sentences such as the 
following : 


“THE QUEEN OF NINEVEH.” 
(A leading article on a sensational pic- 
ture-play. Quoted by kind permission 
| from “The Times” of to-morrow.) 
| We are not ourselves greatly im- 
| pressed by the objections which are 
being raised to the film entitled The 
| Queen of Nineveh, dealing with the 
story of Jonan and the Whale, and due, 
we believe, for simultaneous release at 
the National Gallery and the British 
Museum early in the Spring. 

The first of these objections comes 
from the R.8.P.C.A., whose Secretary 
points out that the whale is a warm- 
blooded animal, and as such entitled to 
the respect and admiration of all lovers 
of wild things and their ways. To repre- 
sent on the screen the internal tortures 
which such an animal must admittedly 
have suffered after the act of swallow- 
ing a live prophet is to encourage, 
so his argument goes, an attitude of 
indifference towards our dumb fellow- 
creatures. 

To this we feel bound to reply that 
the opportunities for torturing a whale 
in such a manner, so far as the general 
public is concerned, are of necessity 
limited; nor are we prepared to admit 
that the mere incitation to cruelty of a 
few keepers of private aquaria or per- 
sons engaged in the pursuit of Arctic 
blubber is a sufficient charge to bring 
against an attractive and, on the whole, 
a thoroughly reverent spectacle. 

It will be frankly conceded by most 
of those present at the private exhibi-| This could be followed by a short ex- 


Meanwhile, struggling in the trough 
of mighty waters, JoNAH beholds a 
vision ; 

Great jaws close over him ; 

He passes into the night. 

Whilst the prejudices of science might 

be overcome by a further announce- 

ment of this kind :— 

Little knowing that the actual food of 
the balena of his dream consists 
mainly of minute but highly nutri- 
tious crustaceans and pteropods, 
which it filters through a whale- 
bone Steve. 
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is no artistic merit in making the amu. 
let given toJonan by the Princess, which 
is apparently in the form of a brooch 
with a long pin, the actual means by 
which he secures his liberation from the 
irritated monster. Nor do we think it 
likely that a ruler so proud and despotie 
as the monarchs of Nineveh presum- 
ably were would join on his death-bed 
the hand of his only daughter with that 
of an adventurer (however seasoned by 
travel and however devout) belonging 
to a little principality like Israel. 
These things, however, are but small 
blemishes in a noteworthy and mag- 
nificently produced film, which marks 
another epoch in the annals of the 
British cinematograph. And we would | 
counsel cavillers to observe that a far 
higher standard of modesty obtains in 
this play than in many of its contem- 
poraries and predecessors. The Princess | 
herself is on every occasion adequately | 
attired and, violent though the ordeal | 
is through which the Prophet passes to 
escape from his strange captivity, no | 
portion of his clothing is retained by | 
the fish. Vor. 





“TINKER, TAILOR .. .” 
(A Child's Guide to the Professions.) 
THE FINANCIER. | 
FINANCIERS have to be fathers 
Because of the stories, you know ; | 
can't think how Daddy would ever 
get on 
wasn't 
John 


If it for me and Rebecca and 





tion that the face of the whale, showing | hibition of the feeding apparatus and, 
at the first gulp signs of evident satis- if it were felt to be really necessary, of 
faction and even winking with one eye| the interior organs of the mystacoceti | 
at the audience, but rapidly changing to} Of far more weight is the charge | 
an expression of surprise, followed by| brought by a number of prominent | 
alarm, discomfort and poignant agony, | Churchmen various denominations | 
is held too long upon the screen. But| against the introduction of a fictitious | 
this part of the film can easily be short- | love interest into the well-known Serip- | 
ened without damage to the production ltural narrative. The beautiful scene in | 
as a whole; and the moment of sudden! the garden at Joppa, where the ten- | 
revulsion, where the preacher is hurled | year-old Jonan is presented by the | 
violently out upon a desolate beach by | your g Ninevite princess with an ivory | 
the animal, provides one of the most} charm and, raising it to his lips, Says, 
remarkable maritime frissons we have} “1 shall neve) forget my little Assyrian | 
been privileged to witness on the word- | girl-friend,” and she replies, “Nor my 
less stage. 7s little Hebrew boy-knight,” has certainly 
A second group of objections comes | no kind of Biblical authority. Nor has | 
from students of the Higher Criticism | the later episode, where the Princess, 
and scientists in general. It is com-| now grown to charming adolescence 
plained, in the first place, that the whole| comes down to the beach with her | 
conception of the swallowing of the | tendant maidens and sees her child. 
Prophet is undoubtedly an allegorical | hood’s friend appear before her, dis- 
| interlude, old-world powers, such as | hevelled but heroically calm of face, 
Nineveh, being frequently referred to as | after his sudden ejection | 
dragons or sea-monsters, and returned | of the deep. , 
voyagers being spoken of as rescued | Whether or no this intrusion of the 
from the depths of the sea. It is urged, | romantic element is necessary to satisfy 
in the second place, that the whale|the t ; ; 
shown in this film is unfortunately an 
Arctic right whale, and that 


ol 





ry the Titan 


aste of the picture-going public 
: we cannot pretend to say, but, if neces- 
a right | sary, it iss urely over-emphasized. There 








So financiers have to be fathers 


Oh, I don’t know how Daddy would 


And fairy-tales all in a row. 


| 

We tell him such wonderful stories 
That nobody knows when they ‘re old, 
Of underground caverns where nobody's 
been, | 

And J have an island all silverand green, | 
Or else it is silver and gold. 


He listens and listens and liste: 
And | fancy he writes them all down, | 
But the one that I’m certain be likes | 
to be told } 
Is my little island all silver and gold, | 
lor he tells it to people in town. | 
Our Daddy ’s so good at pretending, 
And so are the people he knows 
He makes them pretend that the island 
is true, 
And ‘some of them 
(would you ?) ; 
But it’s only pretend, I suppose. 


wanted to buy it 


Because of the stories, you see; 


ever get on 
If it wasn’t for me and Rebecea and 
John, 
But especially, ‘specially ME 
A. P. H. 
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LITERATURE AT ITS FACE VALUE. 
\r all times there | peen tWwo re 


< : 
cognised methods tor literary 


vet 


reviewers 


to choose from One is to¢ Licise the 
work after readi g it, the other is ) 
omit the reading [he latter method 
has much to commend it particularly 
with busy or delicate reviewers, yet 
somehow or other it has failed to satisfy 
he authors concerned consid 


speculative 
\ recent de velopment f 


41.2 ) 
Lis meu 


nod 
has aroused much interest and should 
go tar to settie the gneyances of the 


author-class It is that of 


a reviewe! 
who bases h s ¢ 


riticism of 
work on the ps trait i 
displayed on the covel 


‘are hy ~ 
words * So 


smiling 


e means ft 


friendly and 
gentleman you feel do 
you good and elp u along the hard 
road of life as well as he 


Why should not t 


knows how 
jacket” of 
every new work be ar the 
author, so that the « itt 
notoriously good physiogn 
base their reviews on 
features alone ? 


omists 


CaN | 3 


na study of the 


H Hor > 1 I 
RIDICULOUS! S Y ¥ ' s 
Would not the literarv columns of | pe peli 


ir newspapers and pericdicals be 


con prove 
siderably b ened up if reviews of | could 
the folloy nye type ere nh yvopus Naps Mi 
. ’ = Luthor 
it YSTERY OF THE PURPLI 
| } ] 
{ SSHOPP ERI 
By W t KEW On | 
No can gaze at the inscrutable! by Elino 
eatures of this gifted and Sphinx-like | the por 
i i 
thor without feeling contident that | the u 
eve are thrills ahead Whatever may | tenanc 
be the part culai crime on which the Mona 
story 1s based the murde of a liftn in what 


, 1) ‘ . " 
ib a Pube-station by means ot polsoned reveal 


the robbery of the 
priceless black emeralds of Miss Jennie | t 
sprog, ol Newburg (Pa), at the Three 


Spades Ball; or the forg 


dancing-pumps 


} 
ieyves, In 


Lé 


IN 

D AGATNST BURGLARS !” 

ator ol tl appaliing deed wil 
be the las ina Vol 
nk of as the oullt one per- 

2 + 
Haronp Beanie: pe ps the 
! lf. Anyhow, we heartily 
nd the book. 
tak up Heart Depths, 


1 


ppare ™ 


i Cross. we 


PiaiZe fenti ied at 

uit « the giited aut ess on 
" . . . ; 

That illuminating coun- 

reminiscent ol L.6eo RDOS 





Minnats’ © Bubbk 
” What did it not 
In the depths of thie liquid 


the arch of the eyebrows, in 


tit Ve veal 


of the proud but tene 


ledge of 


au profound kno 


‘ : la 
ging ofa pernnt; the human heart and of the nae! able 

visit Madame Tussaup’s—the crim ict that it is love that ma! the world 

as) wall nat he tha . } ' 

al Wili not be the ex-wife of the ex- goround. Not merely the vap ve 

} 4 f 

piomiatist OL th 


ve ex-kingdom of Saturn- 


ior yet the piano-tuner with the 
AANDRU beard 


‘ 


U 
hiton o 
and this will | sa 
the L.C.C. park 
eeper who with his alpenstock removes | 
| all traces of al-freseo picnics. The secret | 
we will not give away, for we do not | wi 

But in all probability the | Chinks. 


| 
| 
horeven 


DiOW LO InAny 
know it, 


f Belgravia or the tepid love of Sur- 


1 


tisfies the sandalled deniz 
den cities, but the strong, 
Whelming passion that surges t 


_ } 
isKered 


that 
ur- 
over- 


ough 


the anamic substitute 


ns ol gi 


fiery, 


the veins of green-eyed Russians, be- 


Bedouins and tailed 
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We invite our readers to peruse the | 
letter-press in full confidence that be- | 













































































































































Noe i 
fore the end of the last chapter Zogitoff HUSA nh 
will have grasped the lovely Lelia by | Tats eit thy 
the back-hair, and, crushing his nose ahi nity tl AY 
to hers, will have hissed in her ear, Sieh unite 
«“ You love me, little fool. To-morrow | ete at Pt Wh iets: 
we wed, hein 2? Leave the taxi and all ATR ett EN | 
expenses to me.’ And she will look AV ates pure: 
up into his green eyes and murmur, | ET 7 NTL yeah | 
“At last, Serge Tvanovitch Zogitoff. [| By i 4g Lis sit Ni | 
have waited for you for weons, my cave- ih Vs or 2 | 
man, my serum-half!’ A ay 
Here and there, it is true, an adverse } Mh j iat 
criticism is bound to creep in. For | aye F | j Mi AN ite i iP eh 
example : ~ ENS OA oi , A aE Hii 
We need not go any further than} = Wit Z eA wie i Minna | 
the ‘ jacket ” of Mr. Hipway Tootle’s | ES i Ane Wy: i sn ates | i Me 
Cremation and Relativity to realise that | Hee di Dy, Sif j a Hatt 
the author, in spite of his ¢ smmendable | Py é MKY/ ‘ Lay { ii ! 
industry, is on the wrong lines entirely. wit “f YH | if Fy We 
The shape of his nose alone is sufficient! -¢' 6)% 4 J j i { i 
; : wild SRST AL Aa 
to make it clear that he has yielded to od Ny i f H i il i ill 
the influence of the now discredited C { iy / mili in 
Pragmatists, and is attempting to re- } i Japs Ae He 
state in terms of BrrGson or Eustace bath HA tA Ht qi } M4 
Mines how many beans make five. pet | My aii mH 
. . Pow J JA ay ae { | 
Had Ruy Loprrz never existed there AM i}| Mit \ 
might be room for a formula of the hia } | 
kind, but the Tibetan genius has swept 
iside all these sophistries and has con- 
vinced all but a narrow sect that a dog | 
which is stationary on a moving stair- 
case is ultra vires, and is therefore | 
merely begging the question. 
| 
A MODERN WOOER. 
| pip not sing her stately grace, 
The thousand beauties of her face ; 
Not that I did, and do, not feel 
Their singularly strong appeal ; 
But that I felt ‘twas not the way 
To tackle maidens of to-day. | 
So, when | spoke about her eyes, | 
| said that one must recognise | 
Their sterling look of common sense, 
Their beam of high intelligence ; 
(nd yet, however I extolled } 
Those priceless gifts, it left her cold. 
As for her lips, I did not glow 
With rapture for their perfect bow ; 
| A mouth, I urged, that could express 
Her views in seven tongues (no less) 
| Was worth a dozen rosebuds; that, 
. ey. say, fell extremely flat. American Guest (much impressed by the atmosphere of famous Club). “Say, Host, WHEN 
| ‘Twas idle to describe her mind DOES THE HIDDEN CHOIR START?” 
| As pure, and innocent, and kind ; ——— wa | 
| She has a turn—I told her this— (Which, I submit, has not been proved); | The Sacrifice. | 
| For clear and cool analysis But still she neither spoke nor moyed.| “Mr. has seemingly burnt his boots so 
\ hich is a pleasure to recall; And so at last ] said that she sd aahatccmes ait mage Paper | 
| This did not warm her up at all. Was dainty as a maid could be, st 
| Her shape—her hands—I held with] A gem of purest ray serene, “The couple left the Church for the re- | 
force The prettiest girl I’d ever seen ; sidence of Mr. and Mrs. —, where a deception | 
Were admirable upon a horse, So spoke I in my strong despair ; was held.”—West Indian Paper. 
Also at tennis, while at golf I got her there—I got her there. We fear the champagne was not above 
I vowed she knocked my head clean off Dum-Dvum. suspicion. 
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Poe es. following. Evidently he had not yet | Habitually displays . 
A CONSCIENCE PASTILLE. missed the pastille. Perhaps he never The same paternal devotion 
My one and only lapse from honesty would miss it. There was relief in the wee ag rer human parent 
took place in a chemist’s shop. It is thought ; but somehow ] could not bear oe a = t ti p i peewit 
many years ago, but even now, should | to have the thing hanging over me. Not is t 1e parallel lacking 
a chance word or flower or scent recall I found myself stealing back to the Phat links me up W ith the peacock ; 
the incident to me, I send a postal-| shop. I meant to make a clean breast | For my voice, like his, is piercing, 








order to some society for the redemption 


fit. As I went along I rehearsed | And my motto is Sursum cauda ! 
f criminals lwhat I would say. “Sir, when your| Witness the dazzling spots 
0 iis. } . . | . ° 
| was not a regular customer of the| back was turned just now I stole one} And blobs of unearthly radiance 
a regul: 7 


chemist. I merely called in passing} of your pastilles. It is my first offence With which [am wont to besprinkle 
and inquired for a “ Busy Bee" Safety | of the kind and I trust you will deal | lhe plumes of my perorations. 
Razor, and he retired to some inne jleniently with me. I will gladly pay | be 

chamber at the back to search for one.|the value of the pastille, or tre ble its | But still, in the deathless phrase 
There was nobody else in the shop and | value, if you will refrain from giving jUt the mid-Victorian minstre! 

my eyes roved over the sponges and | me in charge.” | Believe me, “1am not happy 
tooth-brushes and liquorice-sticks, the} But when I got into the shop there Por, though I still can sling | 
tablets of soap and powder-puffs, the | were two customers and | ran out again [he purple ink with the best of | em, 
nail-seissors and scent-sprinklers and} That very night T was smitten down And rarely if ever deviate 
smelling-salts, and came to rest on a box | with bronchitis. I cannot explain thi Into the ditch of rhyme 

of “ Mentholated Bronchial Pastilles '| phenomenon psycho analysis, auto- | The last diteh of the destitut 

lying open in the centre of the counter. | subconscious suggestion or something Small solace can | derive 
’ They “cured bronchitis, whether in| or other was, I suppose, at the bottom | rom the company of my bretliven, 
the advanced or elementary stage.’ lof it. Anyway I was very ill; but J The habitués of the Tea-shop 

They “were of a sweet and pleasant|should have retained my reason had lor they look at me askance, 
flavour.” They “ were absolutely harm-| not the doctor, after e ainining my Vhey hold me the slave of eli 
ngue, recommended * Mentholated \nd almost as great a back-nuniber 
I may add that they had the peculiarly Bronchial Pastilles.” That br ught on} As Rupert Brooke or TENNYSON 
soft seductive appearance of jujubes. | delirium and for days | knew nobody. 
They were of a luscious shade of purply I woke at last to find a hospital nurse | Who in rude herote couplets 
crimson. My mouth watered for one. | beside me. I laid a feverish hand upon | Such as Drypen might haply have 
her arm “ Nurse,” I said, “are there written 
the inner chamber, but the chemist ny of those damned pa tille left?” 
did not appear, 1 longed in patiently “yy } 


less to the most delicate constitution.” | t 


Sounds of routing about came from 


| When suffering from neurasthe: 


‘ ist one,” she said, and was about | Penounce me inferentially 

for his return. I meant to say to hin. to popitintomy mouth, But | napped | \s the sycophant of Seurri 

OC osely, ‘l am go ng to ste il one of |my teeth together “Put it into an! And his servile henchmen, the Bre | ive, 
your goodies.” Of com he would envelope, address it to the chemist in| Whose exploits rouse to fury 

reply heartily, * By all means, Sir, andj th 


¢ © oquare write ‘Conscience Pastille 
rd to do solon the t} ip, an L gn 


an expensive pur-| She w 


Phe apostles of Rotary diction 


welcome.’ He could atfo y and post it I said.| All this 1 could stand: but nx 





| was a trained nurse. She asked | Remains behind, for verse 
chase. My mouth watered more and | no questions. She did just as | told \nd when I say “ verse” 1 mei 
more. To wait was torture. I decided} her. and. as the d closed behind her, | The verse I excel in producing 
to take one and mention it to him on} T fell into the sk p of a little child, 1 | 1s no longer a lucrative produet 
his entrance My breath came quickly. | have never stolen anythir e since | The novel is now played oul 
I cast a furtive glance round the shop (According to Crenny HaMurvo 
And then [ took a “* Mentholated Bron MONOLOCU 1A he | ict 
; } ca] thol ron E OF A MESO-CEOR i} And the hideous cost of prod) chion 
ind then I to CIAN. | 3 
chial de _— a On the eve of departure for America.) Is playing the devil with poet) 
Kven before it began to dissolve on T , i And yet a gleam of hope 
my tongue I repented of the deed, and, ree ag in re ccaetas, Jpeg | Daw on the bleak horizon 
‘ . te er wh ring ec Stich : igi 
after | had had one suck at it, T would ence Whimpering wet hi: | Sane BUTLER, you may remenily 
ewe glean warkia tr lane ih % | Nver more petulantly insistent . Teg . 
have given worlds t replace it mn the bs tha he n intrude ' \In “O God, O Montreal ! 
DOX and £O forth once more an honest penny . Aunan morucel approa Ne Denounced the Philistini hh 
man. I snatched it out of my mouth. | Che nest of her he Ipless brood, | Of Transatlantic culture 
. © ° , , aT . ) | 5 - ‘ [= C. 
but it was too late. Ata glance I saw | Phe - acock ~~ the terraces But he was unjust and unki 
‘ : “ P thie Vs ’ : ’ 1 Bot i@ Was Ub SLi ( Pin bhia 
that it could never mix with its fellows | 0! t stately homes of England In view of th. | nerous treat 
° : fete ‘ | Qtwnte ¢ ‘ , A) } 1 0 1 generous CUubliit 
again without detection. The rich shade | >¢'™t8, and as he expands | Aceorded m) ly of lat 
. 1 pale ys > ” . cceorded SO amply oOo we 
of purply crimson had departed from it the fan of his gorgeous tail lip fferi aa t 
. : . , ahri 4 oO our stitering minor poets 
if was now a sickly pink, and the in- | Intermittently shrieks his _— By tl = ty li 
; K | = et. “ : 4 ence ICs : med 
scribed letters, “M.B.P.,” were running | In strains of piercing falsetto, Wi wh wer . eat vn wudien 
. ‘ i are . re e » Ws Orin 
into one another. I crammed it back | <ulting In caudal pomp. al ata ator : 
nerd er I ain off to Philadelphia 
into the hollow of my cheek just as|I too resemble these bird i 3 ‘ 
owned: aes i rds Chicago, Boston and Pittsbu 
1@ chemist emerged from the inner | For, as ArIstoTLE remarks To rake in thousands of dolla 
ehig YY and’ Liye } ivT : ‘ : bry . = . “4 : 
chamber and regretted that he could] (This I owe to compulsory Greel |The ™ ling tingling dolla 
" nye . lsor x ingling ¢ dollars 
not put his hand on a “ Busy Bee. | And the days when with towelled br By | tures * givi ' 
ph psoas AD Fax lle, ; ; wow | By lectures and giving readin; 
1 mutiied tones made him “Good! T stu lied, | { | 4 i 
mus od) 1 studied, long after midnight, From my unpublished poems 
evening, and, once in the street, ran for | The Nicomachean Ethies ini ) 
my life. Every nt I an Lthics, And claiming—whoknows?~t}c mantle, 
ny lle, very moment I expected to| And subsequently squeaked \s yet wm »propri ted 
feel his hand upon ny collar : but when | Into the Third Ch; , “Gy ” uy," rs AM eg ae 
| F leohel bask ¥ found be, cane ses chess a in “ Greats"), Worn by the late lamented 
} } as t 1e poet tow g 3 ay ? y 
atheros shad po wards his works Mrs. Euta Wrenner Wincox. 





Nor do I stand well with the Sirwess, | 
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,_ days when Sir Grorcr Youncer con- 
| tested (U.) the united Counties of Clack- 


even now as I think of the desperate 


108 


THE ALTERNATIVES. 
Apvick To A NEPHEW ON OBTAINING 
A VOTE. 

Yrs, my boy, you have now a vote, 


and in a month or two you may have | cance o! 
A year or two ago this | years went by and we 
| You would have | YounGer, still game, still contesting,|a flat together near Westminster, [| 
voted (a) for the Coalition, or (b) for | still contesting (U.), but, alas, contest | understand), 


to exercise it. 
would have been easy. 


, 1. 
Bolshevism, Anarchy and the Break- 
ing up of Classes. Now, alas, they have 


complicated things by reviving. or, at| Perhaps to-day you realise what you did. | but Mr. Asguitrn could have 


any rate, administering artificial respira 
tion to, Party Politics. 
noticed that the Party 
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| 
| 


| 


You may have| under the bridge, and then—and then | 
Leaders have}. 
given tongue at high pressure for some | yo 
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fight in which Sir Grorcr YOUNGER | ported to have said that “ this measure, 
contested (U.) the united Counties of | which began its career with certain 
Clackmannan and Kinross, 1900. Alas, | congenital defects, has emerged through 
Clackmannan and Kinross, like you | all its stages to a large extent emascu- 
and me, failed to grasp the full signifi- | lated and deyitalised.” | 
Sir Georae Youncer. Four| That will show you the calibre of the 
find Sir GgorGeE | Independent Liberals (who have taken | 
i F 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


What imagery ! 
ng Ayr Burghs, 1904. O Clackman-|beauty of language! You n 
nan! O Kinross! what were you about? | words, ‘to a large extent 


What 
tice the | 
Nobody 


thought 
Thus did eleven gallant years pass of that. 


Well, Mr. Asquiru said at Bolton | 
_. ah, my boy, do you remember how | that “there are half-a-dozen alterna. | 
ir uncle burst into the nursery and |tive governments which I hor 


estly be- | 


weeks, and they have all been so rude} lifted you upon his shoulder and cried 
" P ) eT, 
to each other that you and I can be/aloud, “Sir GEORGE 1s elec ted | 


lieve the people of this country would 


rude to all of them with a good con-|GrorGe YounGer is M.P, (U.), A 


science. 

The points which still 
remain obscure 
what exactly are the 
Parties, and 
actly are the Leaders ? | 
Unhappily these jolly} 
old gentlemen willmake 


are, | 


who ex- 


speeches which are or 
intelligible to uncies 
like me who heard the 
pre- 
war days ; they seem t 
forget that a new race 
of nephews has since 
been condemned to the 
suffrage and that the 
whole thing is Greek to 
them. Let me there- | 
fore explain it all. 

The Coalition you | 
know about already. | 
(a) It is the worst Ad- | 
ministration that ever 
Was In any country at 
any time, and (b) it | 
saved the world. 


same speeches in 


( LLECTI 
Then there is a man called SirGrorat 
Younger. You cannot possibl 


¥ use the 


vote until you have grasped the full] d 


significance of Sir Grorcr Youncer. 
This great man is perhaps the central 
thing in the British Constitution, and, 
like everything else connected with that 
Constitution, he is very, very mysteri- 
ous. But it is generally agreed that, if 


ithere is a 


you see his name being bandied about. | 


something pretty exciting is going on 
somewhere. And, thank Heaven, we 
have our Who's Whe You are too 
young to remember it, ny boy—in fact 
you Were minus seven at the time—but 
[ remember well the stirring days when 
Sir GrorGe Youncer contested (U.) 
the united Counties of Clackmannan 


and Kinross, 1895. I remember the 


inannan and Kinross, 1899, 


I thrill 


| most academic and orotund sentences in | 





THE RAILWAY COMPANIES ADOPT ANTI-WASTE. 


indes d. 


Sir | prefer to the present Coalitior Alas, | 
yr jhe did not elaborate that, so we must 
aa nlist. The 
Liberals 
lare to such a large ex- | 
tent ited 


| devitalised that 
i 
j 
| 
} 
| 


make oul OW 

j Independ nt 
g emia scul and | 
I am 
afraid it is idle to hope 
|that they can form a 
them- | 
lear there- | 
fore that yme sort of 
Coalition is proposed 


| Government by 


i selves. It is « 
| 


é only, of course, a much 
more gentlemanly one. 
Frankly then [| 
cannot imagine the six 
alternatives ; I can only 
suppose that Mr. As- 
QUITH is contemplating 
& union with Lord 
Ropert Crcin and Sir 
GEORGE YOUNGER, with 
perhaps Mr. Ropert 
WILLIAMS to make a 
quorum. 
Lord Roperr Cecit 
you ought to know 
—_______ asia about. He is far and | 
Burghs, 19061"? Perhaps you have! away the most righteous man in polities | 
forgotten it, but ] remember to this to-day. 


even 








KET-CLIPPINGS FOR SUBSEQUENT RETAIL AS CONFETTI, 








iveryone agrees that he 1s a| 
AY 


ear, “ Well done, Ayr!” Well done, 


Ay Burghs have been doing 


| . 
}1t ever since, 
i 
| 


So now you know about him. Then 
man called Mr. Asevirn, 
who dislikes the Coalition. This great 
statesman holds the record for the 


| the entire world. His speeches set them 





selves naturally to Gregorian music, | 


and to be properly appreciated should 
be chanted by a choir of Druids in 
white robes at an old ruin in the heart 
of a wood, where it is rainin 


{ 
he has constructed—exce 
enough, the Coalition. 
in moving the rejection of the Safe- 
guarding of Industries Bill, he is re-| 


pt, curiously 


how you murmured shyly in my | 


amous as a constructor of phrases ;| 
though Icannotrecallanythingelse that | to 


inan of very high character indeed, and | 
the marvel is that he can consent to re- | 


' 
| main a moment longer among the liars, | 
thieves, assassins and general double: | 
dealers whom he detects about him in } 
the House of Commons, But character, | 

| after all, is what we want in Pa liament, | 

and Lord Ropert’s speeches are 80 

packed with character that his hearers 

| no longer bother to inquire exactly what 

he thinks about the subject he is dis- 

| cussing—which is just as well. They 

sit back happily and feel righteous in 

| a vague way. The value of such a man 

g. He is| cannot be over-estimated ; and if only 
he and Mr. Asquitn could be induced 

act together we might have an 

! Administration under which nothing 
For example, happened at all. And that, as you will 
soon discover, my boy, is what we all 

want, 
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\s fou the policy of the new Adi 


tration, Mr. Aseurrn has announced if 
i! Bolton mn no uncertain terms. Ile 
l that “the simple n iXim he ould 
sive them was that they should save 
the right way and tax in the right 
L\ (Cheers ) No onde they 
cheered Could anything be clearer? 
What a tr mpet-call! 
Ile also said that neithe: 1) penalis 


; Capit tL should you drain away the 


ces ot employment, nol HY ensiay- | 
» Labour make it an automatic wage 
er ng instrument in the industrial 


uachine. Theremust be neither anarchy | 
on the one side nor industrial de 
r. The function of Liber- | 


alisni seemed to provide a more excel- 


pot! n 
on the othe 
lent Way than either of those 
\nd you, my bov.n ust neither ine line 
too much towards the ma 
you observe in the field to the north on 
theonehand nor to the infuriated cow to | 
southward upon the other ; but, cling- | 
ing firmly to the fence, cast your vote for | 
the safe and happy mean. A.P.H 


’ " 
VbICH | 


| bull 
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NEIGHBOURS. 


’ t ] : 
np ¥ HOUS 


ramophone : 


inset tinged the sky 


CAS supply 


next doo And ere t 


11 
hore my } 
i They a borre 


Sold ” (think of it!) ‘ by Messrs. X, I'The 


about our souls to vex } 


ved for then 


hiliing needed 


Yet when the evening came, 
| We sat at ease in Fossildene, 


iuhbours who would Our hearts at rest 


Vith fears of what might wait in store erene 


the menace oer, 


. u And gent Y praise | the folk next dooi 
\ pianette of tir King lone, eT wixt Paddy hark and Peter’s keen. 
\ yely pom 101 Pasht to fight, | hal EE fe 
\n infant erving in the night, | ge pe ire aa 
: ’ s , 
\nd probably gramophone. A Non-Co-operator. 
p “ay When the of the arrest of h wife 
We EUCHeR lest they d prove the} iq ter Wa } ited to Sj Das at the 
ort | ongress Office he reeeived it coolly and calmly 
Phat ns the garden wall athwart | Some one made a remiar that they would be 
Fe rele t vhich ) replied that he would 
And borrows for its metre slot |} | 1 hich Da plied that] woul 
Ss . ‘ ’ be ver ryt é them back at home 
Phe nly shilling that you ve got ; Indian Paver. 
Whose milk 1s always running short. s 
! | un It i is HNportant to ta your stock 
mori >» Hos qaday §$ : ‘ 7 
And \ x tne a ) 1OONda! : ings off in the right way as it is to put them 
Came Phyllis, sweet and twenty-one, |», rectl nd with your feet firmly on 


And John. who might have come of | the ground and them off with both hands.” 
. Daily Paper. 


ue 
i 


With Peter at 


(And then there 1 


the teething stage ; , warn ou 


| 

Fete 

i We must, howevel 
| is is 


1? . P . 
llowed, one by one, 30 easy as it sounds, 


readers 












it hs a aK» 
. foe? BD y 4 
i ’ . 





STE SEN Re EIS TE 


MRS APA MAR ORI 











pitt 5st MT eet y iT Be 1 
I mat: Se alit tas vad A i 


; Th F ae Rp 


iH | 
i 
: 
: | 
i : 
5 t 
‘hae 
iP ae 
‘hae 
in : 
‘ae 
' : - i 
(eae 
ie 
* Ms : i 
if § ; 
: Lf 
} a} 
4 t i ead & pod 
‘tie 
th Omi 
i i 
§ ¥ 
| } 
t 
: | 
| ii 
1 ; ies, “ISN'T YOUR MOTHER G 
i 1 Jouce. ““No. MumMuy’'S GON} 
. i Jones, “ Bur wuy sHOULD si 
; | Joyce, “ NO, BUT YOU BER M 
| 
| FORESIGHT, 
; | “Here,” I said, laying the plan be 
' fore Janet, “1s where I propose putting 
H the tennis-court, at right angles to the 











back of the house.’ 
“Is that nortl 
i sked, 
“No, it's east and west,” 
“Oughtn’'t it tobe north and south?” 
“Why?” 


: and south? 


Because as the sun rises in the 


in the Southern hemisphere, of course, 
But it makes no difference:” 
turned the plan upside down. 


and she 


sets in the west,” she continued, 








| shines in the eyes of the server facing 
west.” 
“That depends upon the timeof day,” 
Il replied. “It is only in his eyes at 
| six in the evening or thereabouts,” 
* But that is just when young men 
ave able to come.” 
* Young men?" 
“To see Edith.” 
* What on earth for 























Why must they come at six ? |W aan ¢ orp ha olf . K | uf patra 
; " i | \ can be picked up for two shil 
‘J hould have thought that wa . eats P 
|obviou They ‘re all day in the City, | Tinn now L have clung to a bachelor’s | 


| 


ee . é‘ ; 
west and sets in the east No, that’s} the City they would pi hably be arti 


| 


“As the sun rises in the east and | south, 


‘it 





| 
} 
| 
| 





e “2 
) i 1 l ) Jk KE ? 
O TELL Mus, ¢ HAT Mr, Cook BROK? 
WAVE » pO TH bo r KNO i 
IMyY 'S ON TH AMUSE) r Com™MrItrer,” 


W hy, to make love and Marry her 


| 
| 


All of them simultaneously ? \nd | 


sheland ean't play tennis with her till 
levening.” 


< Might they not | 
the City ? Then th 
twelve or half-past: t 

“Not at all. If they didn’t go t 


ey could play al 


0 
‘ 

sLS 
8) 


r literary men with no money at all. 
“Well, anyhow,” | 
much less east and west than north and 
There'd be nothing like 
much digging and banking to be done.” 
“Surely that’s a ridiculously short 

sighted view to take : 


Suddenly she broke off. A thin 
| Wailing was audible from above. Janet 


sprang to her feet. “Nurse is out!” 
she flung at me and rushed to the door 

From the staircase resounding unde 
her hurrying feet I heard her call 


* All right, Edith dear; mother's 
coming,” 


wm hooriech to fo to} To Beauty I've offeredan ndamant heart 


I'T'o Love when it threatened Ht celibate 


aid, “it will cost | 


| 
| 


| 
| 
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HIS POOR LEG THIS MORNIN 
ict Cooks, DORS sR?” 
AN IMMINENT SURRENDER. 


‘Hair-bands, with the help of ho any 
} lil 


part, 
mn ; , 
Though other sere vielding and weak 


Mneased in a bosom of teak 


bard, 
ve quoted the cynical rune 

‘A gentleman married ’s a gentieman 
marred,” 


To aid me in keeping ian 


But now that Hermione, Jane and the 
rest 
May shortly (1 gather) be seen 
Displaying the charming appearance 
pos cessed 


By ‘Mgypt's all conquering (Jucen, 


| 1 feel it were vain any longer to strive, 

l'm bound to come under the spell; 

"were merely presumption to he 
SUrVIVO 


Where Cassar and Anrony fel 


pe to 
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} 
| 
| 
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| 
| 
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“TM GIVING A LITTLE PARTY ON 
BOTHER TO DRESS—ER—JUST WEAR WHATEVER YOU 


FRIDAY AFTERNOON. HoprE 


FEEL LIKE.” 


| tail outside after slipping into a hole. I 
seized his tail. For a minute or more 
] . ‘ 
a state of equilibrium was established ; 


the hole was small, the rat big. In his 


PSYCHIO-SHOCK FOR RATS. 
GrorGe keeps chickens for profit and | 


rats for his sins. He is also an amateur | 


psycho-analyst. When I first visited | efforts to adhere t to the walls of the hole 
| him he Vis trying to analyse the emo- he bulged and bloat ed himse lf out. Dut 
tions provoked by a rat-raid which had | there are limits even to the bulgibility 


almost sterilised his chicken-run on the} of a dog rat 


faa 


, and I soon had him out, 


se us night. I had soon to steal) killing him before he could turn on me. 
| . . 
may on tip-tos ; George was analy sing| ‘As his wicked old eyes were glazing 


Pep loange. Po Frevup would 1 ot have 
| understood unle 3 he had alien to 
il 1a barge. 


Here 
tribe in my 
followers could 


in death an idea oceurred to me. 
old man of the 
jhands. None of his 
[ visited George | know of his fate; he had been and was 
wain. In answer toa cautious reference | not. Spirited away, he must leave a 
to the affinity of rodents for chickens | trail of unfathomable mystery behind 
he smiled broadly, “ Bless your soul,” |him. And to mystification would be 
he murmured, “I haven't seen a rat for | | added a haunting terror if a wraith of 
months.” The fact is, we don’t fully lhim could be conjured up. This was 
reap the benefits of Freup’s teachings | my chance to inflict on the whole family 
until we have learnt how to evoke and | ol the de parted a psychic tr auma which 
pr ane for our own benefit the class | only psycho-analysis could cure. And 
{ psychic trauma which the psycho- | no one would be in a hurry to apply 
analyst analyses away. As you a i that cure. 

ently are an infant in these matters I) “Ina trice that rat was skinned and 
Wi il explain, | stuffed. Two points of luminous paint 

| 

| 


sea was the 


Some months lates 


One night a wicked old brute of a | gleamed between his e *velids, and while 
dog rat, which [ recognised as the ring- | one paw clutched at his heart with an 
leader, ran between my legsand, further, | ominous suggestion of angina pectoris, 





to show his contempt for me, left his|the other was held aloft in a minatory 
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TO GET SOME INTERESTING PEOPLE TOGI 





(HER. OF COURSE DON’T 


I do not know ex: ictly me ii 
happened that night after the spirit- 
ualised edition of the patriarch had been 
left on guard near the rat-hole, but, as 
I approached the chicken farm in the 
dim light of dawn, I encountered thou- 
sands of rats of all sizes and ages, the 
youngest on the backs of the oldest, 
streaming away as Terror itself. 
They did not heed me, sweeping past 
with the indifference bred of a horror 
compared with which any fear I might 
have aroused was negligible. The panic 
spread even to my dog, who, cowering 
up to me, whined piteously till the rear- 
guard of the retreating army disap- | 
peared through a neighbouring hedge. 

“From that day my farm has been 
shunned by rats; not one has dared to | 
approach the haunted spot. I have 
parted with all my poisons and other 
devices, and never trouble to shut up 
my coops at night.” 

George did not seem anxious to be 
cross-examined, so I bade him good-bye. 
As I crossed the yard there was a sav- 
age snap under one of my boots, and I 
saw | had sprung a brand-new steel | 
trap. George may be a good psycho- | 
analyst, but [ fear he is not truthful. | 
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LUCK OF THE WEEK. 
[.—TuriFr. 

Wuen I met my old jour nalistie colleague in Fleet Street 
on Friday last he was looking the picture of despair. 

Le ading him towards comfort, and placing it before him, 
I asked the trouble. 

‘1'm done,” he said. 
for the serap-heap.” 

Sut why ? 2? You look very 

You're vigorous. You play that 
Saturds iy. Tell me more about it. 

“My memory’s going,” he said, ‘ 
than going; gone. Look at this.” 

He proffered a type-written p wagraph 
follows: 

« Thursday next, February the Sec ond, will have a speci ial | 
significance in heing the only | er = an 
day on which anyone now living 

except possibly Mr. Fempanio | 
Hannsson) wi ill be able to date | 
a letter 2/2/22.’ 


“That's all. On the shelf. Ready 
well. You're not bald. 
same with clubs every 


‘and that’s fatal. More 


which ran as 


“ How sheresting ie said, 
‘] should never have he ht | 
of that.” 

He smiled proudly- his first 


sinile. 

. No,” he said 
me ina flash quite a lon 
igo and I got it all rea ly for the 
proper day.” 

“Well?” 

‘Well, I’ve only just found 


Ten minutes ago, in my 


) — And it’s useless. li 
i= found } vest rd \ j mig! t 
till have turned a few shillings 
by getting it into an evening | 
paper, but now it’s wasted 
le”? | 
iwterly. } 
; — 
He relapsed into melancholy. | 


‘Not utterly,” I said. 


» 2 
ud are 


How | 
you 5 | 
‘I’m sixty-one,” he replied. 
‘Well, you 've only got to put 


; 


way in cold storage for eleven 





years,” I said “Till you're! eukhs “i ae 
seventy- two. And what's seventy-two? Nothing. 

‘ Yes?” he sa d, all eagerness, 

Well on Mareh the Third, 1933, they il be able to 


3/3/33." 
By George!” he 


yrite 


exclaimed ; ™ $0 thev will. Thanks 


iwfully. But how clever of you to work that out! 
‘T couldn’t have done it if you hadn’t shown me the 
vay,” I said. 
11.—Musa tue Beneracror 


From Honolulu comes an advertiseme: 
paper, of a friend of woman, 
there is a Bap in the 


a loc: 
place 
» mountain-pass just above it where 
tornado is always blowing, 


t, cut irom 


Honolulu is a windy 


no matter what the weath er- 
and Musa no doubt had this in mind as well as the abbrevi 
iting influence of the mode, 
“MUSA-SHIYA THE SHIRTMAKER 
(Also some dry goods selling) 
BEG TO ANNOUNCE HOSERY SALI 
We have notice repet ated times how skirt of lady m 
upwards tendencies which is natural for follow « yl Th 
leave no privacy for hosery. Cons idering on this view of 
situation, Musa decide something require to permit lady can 
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many spare parts of “near so not demanded staying withi n 
home when invitation is to go out, thus making many pec ple 
Zappy in generous spirit. Following 1s re sult of meditation: 


ONE WEEK ORFERING 
HOSERY FOR LADY 
ALSO SOCK FOR MAN 


Ten per cent. below other times ores 
If not 


OOkK iY FOr, 


your fate to finding Musa-shiya shop fu 
he not cast down for discouragement. Is there, 
y between prominent Fish Market and River, in Kis 

Sign 


a 9 
& tiple 


closel 


? ] ae Pad 
Street, makai side. will say when. 


IIJ.—Tue Critic. 
We were standing by the railway bookstall, idly rea: ling 
ithe titles of new books while Waiting for a laggard train. 
‘ Those deser iptive labe als,” I asked- refe wring to the little 
cards statin ng that one novel was “ Really Fine,” another 
= > Ra te Nini ie “A Good Story A another 
‘Thrilling!’ and so fort! 
\**do you think they are ap- 
| pended with any knowledge « 
jat random ?” 
| ©] should think with a certain 
iamount of knowledge,” he said. 
We strolled to the end of the 
| platform and back. When we 


“So you were right,’ I said. 
= *hev do discriminate 
We continued to watch, fascinated: 
dom so visibly in the making. 
The attendant, having 3 finished, stepped back to ge 
and con ipre hensive vie\ 


Then he advanced to alee 


| re ached the bookstall the at- 
tendant was tidying it up, re- 
| pl icing novels that had been 
| opened by customers and re- 
jected and gen rally making it 
i all smart. 
} We watched him gathe up 
the descriptive labels a cts- 
tribute them afresh. 
Look,” said my ( id, 
‘there ’sa book of you Now 
| weshallsee.” He laughed | pe- 
fully with all a friend’s malice. 
|} I saw that a modest recent 
work from this weary pen was 
under the stall-keeper’s c nsid- 
ration. After a few moments’ 
( e). “From tHE tors | thought he furnished it wit the 
' IES LOOK DOWN UPON | label, “ Really Fine.” 
Y av CARMELITE Housk, A ; ‘ 
| 





reputations are sel- 
t afresh 
. Really 


books again, removed 


Fine” from iny bantling and stuck it decisively in an adja- 
cent newer work by another hand. 
“Yes,” my friend murmured, “ they do.” BR. V. L 
. o 


Another Impending Apology. 
“Sin A. BoscaAWEN ON THE Roap To Retry.” 
Morn Paper, 
‘Ant Lord Avebury proved, have a well-developed sense of 
ell, yet they have no ears.” 


Daily Paper. 
‘an t umagine how they do it with such a handicap. 


‘The effect 


of great altitudes is to make men extraordinarily 
wkadaisical and indifferent to anything that happens. They are 
prone to lie about and snap their fingers at the universe. caring 
little whether they 


do or do not reach the supreme summit.” 
Daily Paper. 





In some cases, we fear, they are prone to lie about that too. 


ee 














. 
< 
e 
e 
| 
' 
> 





dueting their a 


| mal bond terminable at 
| years, 


| nicknan CS), 
| . . 
1 (“Huq )isa vulgarian wastrel, and he: 
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> INt 5 AL! RY = I Bt l \ :S MAD} I A RIULI N} LR ») MIX ONE WEEK S 
rit THE NEXY.” fi be rej ted { Na ad ngs CU mmilttee,. 
Dub in uld she know tl} { ni Of course it was easy to see why 
AT THE PLAY. enjoving his liberty with other women. Miss GertTRUDE JENNINGS Wished us so 
* Money Dorsn’t Marrri as she enjoys hers with other men ? naively to swallow so much. In he 
(ALpwycn). And what is the previous history of scheme the business assigne lto Pans / i 
| shovnp have a larger respect for this caricature of womanhood? Well,| Berkeley was to be a brand plucked | 
Miss Gerrrupe Jennincs’ intelligence} we are asked to believe (a) that she| from the burning She was to be 
{she would underrate mine a little less. | received her moral training at Girton) redeemed by a sudden change of for- 


She introduces me to a young couple | under the 


(the Berkel ys), Who from the very dav 
of then wedding elehteen months ago 


have gone their separate ways, con-! 


te according to a 


money ol 
she 
private marriage code which gives them | 
leave to live their own lives wit! 
questions asked and mak 
the 
The wife (who has the money } 


and, | 
1 ho 
es the connu 
end of two young o 
belongs to a rotten set of degenerate jing him. 
jazzers: s! it} 


nen (wit 


the c 


e has her own ‘ 
of whom hoicest 
| best girl-friend (* Beetle’’) dopes herself 
i 17} . . , 

with cocaine. As for her husband, when 
| she meets him about the house she 
| 


| he is busy all day trying to 


een 


- 





ind sanest of 


Peer’s daug 
wears In the First 


modern fashion), and therefore being in} right. 
| a position tomarry anybody, she selected | the guiding aunt and 
{¥j 

ii 


limagine no excuse but love for marry- | 


in this galley of decadents ? 
| heartedne nb) th 
taste for dancing couldn't have done it. | girl, be an Earl's daughter, and “ JZuy,” 
True, she had a hopelessly rackety ithe waster, a Bart. 
lfather (L 
stepmother (‘ Topsy,’ or the “Stepper 
| treats him as just a decent pal. What|was what s 5 con 
| he does with his time outside is, by}again one asks how such a pair ever | Society with the “ Smart Set. 

| the code, no affair of hers. Actually | conceived the] 
set a job; 'to Girton ° 












































> | 
tutorial g iidance of the best | tune. Poverty was to prove the dis- | 
(b) that, being a] loyalty of her shall 
hter and having heaps of | virtues of her admi 


a 
= 


friends and the 
husband. And 
her own (the sloppy dress’ if the brand was to be worth retrieving, 
Act is the last! it Hei 

cry of | heart, against all appearances, must be 


And that 


awunes ; s] 


Ww 


rable 


must be good wood at the core. 
hope, the expiring 
is where Girton and 
i the rest of that 
icer so ineligible that one can | incongruous pre-play past came in. 

| But why was it necessary that her 
How then did she find herself} pestilential set should be constituted of 
Mere light-| titled people only or their near rela- 
ss of youth and an innocent | tions? Why must‘ Beetle,” the cocaine- 


> Why must Pansy 
herself have a Peer for her father and | 
be allied to a Duke by marriage? Is 
e called her); but then | this the dear old error of confounding | 
| recall 
wright idea of sending her | how Lord CrEWE once referred in public 
) ito the latter body, and confessed that | 


a frivolous | 
a 
| 


ord Belton) 


and 


} 


il 
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he had never succeeded in “ identifying 
the members of that sinister associa- 
tion.” If Gupert were alive, we should 
be asking for a new edition of Jolanthe 
to correct this quaint confusion. 

Having relieved myself of these am1- 
able strictures I will assume-that the 
author was true enough to life in her 
picture of Pansy’s environment ; cer- 
tainly she handled her criticism of 1t 
well. In Miss Cardew, the aunt, late 


| 
of Girton, to whom, after long aheonce | sat on. 


abroad, the manners of to-day came as a 


| 


relief when the former took off his coat 
and waistcoat; but what threatened to 
be an affair of fists resolved itself into 
a mere bout of wrestling (in the Graco- 
Westmorland style?) which ought to 
have damaged nobody. That the author 
was conscious of the need of movement 
was evident in the fact that she was 
reduced to making Lord Belton have 
no fewer than three accidents (two of 
them identical) with the chairs that he 





management, and not Miss GERTRUDE 


novelty, we were given the best possible JENNINGS, was responsible for this series 


their ugliness. 





’ 
-_ 





type for exposi 
stead of playing the shocked prig and | 
taking a high moral tone she chooses to 
forget that she has ever been a lecturer, 
and contents herself with a few quiet 
comments, very dry and murderously 
effective. This was, perhaps, the best 
character ingthe play, and Miss Hen- 
RIETTA WATSON, 


getting her home-truths home, 


knack of 


and her | 


gentleness under 


+} } . 
with het 


gilt for disguising het 
a brusque manner, was the ene actress 
for the part. 

Most of the talking was done by 
Miss Doris Lyrron (Pansy), and very 
naturally she did it. No could 
better have conveyed the impression of 
a really nice and lovable girl in a really 
nasty and hateful set, persuading her- 
Lad / 
with her de- 
lightful plausibleness, her undefeatable 


one 
self that she was one of them. 


Belton (the “ Stepper 4% 


In- of diversions. 


The dialogue, 1 thought, was not al- 
ways sufliciently dispersed, many of the 


especially when Lady Belton took the 





genius for immorality, her fixed and 


serene determination to live and let | 
die, was cleverly presented by Miss | 


Kate Cutter. Mr. Doxnatp CaLtTuropr’s 


Philip Berkeley started with having | 
nothing to do, being a negligible figure | 


in a house run by his rich wife; but later 
on the change to poverty and Battersea 
made amanofhim. He began to ask 
questions, in defiance of the code, and 
put in some good work, which included 


a dust-up with the person whom he|of it was always fresh and relevant | 


imagined, as he well might have done 
all the time, to be his wife’s lover. 


Mr. Eric Lewis, as Lord Belton, had | 


to sustain a slight element of farce. 
Apart from disgracing the Peerage by 
embezzling his daughter’s fortune and 
defrauding the revenue with faked 
income-tax returns, he was required to 
break chairs and drink a lot of whisky. 
All this he did without prejudice to the 
pleasant bed-side manner which 
always expect of him. 

Finally Miss Berry Warp, as Mrs. 
Piper, a charwoman and an authority 
on the ravages of disease, helped to 
lighten the Second and Third Acts with 
the humour of her morbid reminiscences 

| and forebodings. 

The play was a little deficient in 
action. From the quarrel between 
Philip and“ Hug” we anticipated some 


ve 





BATTERSEA 


| THE PET. 
Philip Berkeley . Mn, Do: 


ALD CALTHROP, 


“(Mr E x T ar 
r ” VR, sVAN OMAS, 
Th j Hi 





} 1 } 
centre of the stage. But the humowm 
' 


and unforced. The restrained l 
| economical irony of Miss Cardew, who 


| feared that she was a little fussy "in 


| her preference for decency, offered an 
| admirable contrast to the flippant gal 
rulity of Lady Belton, who had no fault 
to find with the moral standards of her 


the rouge on her lips, which “made 
her look like Mrs. Noah.” 

The promise of the First Act was 
hardly fulfilled. And I am not sure 
that the author proved the truth of her 
title. On the contrary, | came to the 
conclusion that money mattered a good 

deal. Wealth, or the lack of it, seemed 

to make all the difference to everybody. 
The Beltons were no good without it, 
nor the Berkeleys with it. 

On the whole a good play, as plays go 
now, but not very good. ~ 0.8. 





company being left pendent too long, | 


and } 


-| Yeullat has managed to gel 


friends except that the doper overdid | 


ihm 
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“THe WHEEL” (ApoLuo). 
Mr. James Bernarp Faaan’s new 


overweighted with the seriousness of 
his intentions, was interesting to the 
end; struggled with and detinitely con. 
quered the seasonal cough—a very fair 
the scene rose upon “Colonel Dangan’s 


see a Waving punkah, as I was already 


precisely a punkah night. 





to serious business, that, to solve an 
old problem, a new comb has been in- 
vented in the Spanish mode (but larger) 


| of tortoiseshell, pierced indeed, but not 
sufficiently to admit of any really satis- 
tory view of the stage through its 
inconsiderable interstices, The first 
baulked stallite who murmurs “ Would 
|you be so kind, Madam, as to remove 


lac 


| ye ur comb?” has my sympathy. 

| Colonel Danaan is entert 

| sister and brother-in-law, / er, an 

1ex-M_P. with Wee Free views of how 
India should be governed. A couple 

of subalterns turn in, to be chaffed or 

mothered by the Colonel's young wife, 

| But where is J'rm (Capta Yeullat), 

| Dangan’s best officer and the darling 

of the regiment ? 


i ning his 


A shadow crosses the 
Memsahib’s face, which gives you the 


Tim is a sportsman. He can't 

falling in loves but he can ex- 
change into the Ghurkas. And he will 
do the difficult thing, go aw Ly before, 
not after, betraying his secret to Ruth 
ing what 
» wanting 
lear What every woman wants to 
hear, extorts the truth him. 
They part on that declaration—to 
meet two years later in a tight corner. 
laraker’s researches have taken him | 
(and with him his wife and Ruth) | 
| to a ‘ Buddhist monastery in the 
| Himalaya of Bhutan,” h is be- 
|leaguered by some rampagious tribes. 
in with | 
\twelve of his Ghurkas. But there's | 
| no hope of getting out ; there are thirty 
ammunition, a little food, 
and the relief force comes not. Indeed 
circumstantial rumour has it that it has 
been cut up. It will be death for all 
at dawn and an end to all desperate 
problems. But for Zim and uth, 
Ruth suggesting, there is at least this 
one last night. 1t is at that point that 
the printer usually puts those discreet 
little stars. 

Naturally, as you or I could have told 
the poor dears, rumour is ill-informed. 
| Relief, not death, comes with the dawn, 

and Colonel Dangan is in the advance 


ce 
neip 


Dangan. Ruth, however, know 
every woman knows, but als 
to } 


irom 








wh 


jrounds of 








near a punkah-like door, and it wasn’t | 


play, perhaps occasionally just a little | 


test. I was just a little dism: yed, when | 


| Bungalow at Jagpur, in the Plains,” to | 
I have since heard that the] 


[ had also | 
time to perceive, before settling down 


1! Siena Mati Ste ah MRS ete 


ye PO 


. ». .. Bp dew 
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is here that the old Lama comes 


{ 
1to point out to the girl that all desires 
usion and to follow after them is 
hound to The Wheel of Life and 
to perpetual Sorrow ; to renounce them 


‘ 


1s { he free and at. peace. All of which 


to he 


3 easier, | think, for a celibate Lama in | 


the hills of Bhutan to believe and prac 
tise than for a Colonel’s lady in Jagpur 

where the Ghurkas are not stationed. 
Lmatter of fact the old Lama’s doe 


trine had less to 


heroic decision of renunciation than was | 


ry to make a symmetrical pat- 
ern of Mr. FAGAN's play. Neither tut 
nor Tim could face hurting the man 


who has been such a devoted husband 


! 
I 
‘ 
t 


to the one, such a close friend to the 
other. So that it was the Western 


ethics of decent sportsmanship that in | 


reality prevailed. 

Miss Puyiiis Neinson-Terry (uth 
received an affectionate and fl ittering 
| welcome after her long She 


absence. 


has developed reserves of power and | 


her work is technically much more fin- 
| ished and resourceful. 
| follow a famous and a dangerous model 
: hae 
} —-put, as it were, too much into uth 
| Dangan, more than could have bee: 


She seems to 


do with the lovers’ | 
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. *My 


DARLIN 
expected to de velop from 
restrained young wife of the First Act. 
But this is perhaps hype reriticism. It 
was an excellent periormance. Mr. 
Puitie Merivacé (Tim), Mr. Roperr 
Horron (the Colonel), Mr. Frank Dew- 
ron (the Hx-M.P.), and Mr. Ranvier 
\yrton (the Lama) all played com- 


| } mm . ° 
jmendably. The production and setting 
| were more than ordinarily creditable. 

ss m 

| ieteiesiibaeinenabigiiieies r. 

| A Special Matinée will be given at 


ithe Aldw yeh Theatre on Tuesday, Feb- 
jruary 14th, at 2.30 p.m, under the 
| patron ge 
Princess Anice, in aid of the Fulham 
| Babies’ Hospital. Miss Exten Terry, 
Miss Grapys Coorer and Miss ATHENE 
| SeyLer will appear. 


From a cricket-report :— 

‘The Transvaal met with disastet 

wh when Susskind was cleverly caught 
behind the wicket for 56.” 


after 


From the score: 


“ Susskind, ec and | ad 


Alexander . ‘ a 
South African Paper. 


lof catching a man at square-leg off his 


| 
| This equals “ W. G.’s” legendary feat 
lown bowling. 


of QureN ALEXANDRA and | 
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Mum™y MY SWEEITHEARI—MY PET AVERSI 


| 
| “FOOT AND MOUTH DISEASE. 


PORKSHIRI 
| Provincial Pape 


|O} ! nny chay } 
“As I am writing for 


| [, like Ajax, have 
| 


to walk delicately 


Kren / Pa} 
Otherwise he might be caught, like 


| = — 


| AGAG, defying the lightning. 


“ Correction.—Through an ove 
Hyde Chapel paragraph was he: 
morial Service,’ instead of ‘ Musical Servi 

| We regret ou infallibility. Tp.” 


Local Pajx 
| He really needn’t worry about it. 


“The Master of the British Hu 

Asquith informs that he will not be respon ‘ 

for debts that his crew incur in this port 
Kquptian Pape) {(Alerand: 

iNo political significance should be 

attached to this statement. 

*sydne November 7 

ifected hat has 

pr es. This is the enth to 

; md Paper, 


{nother pl Jue f 





in ——’s 
date.”"—New Zeal 
We understand Mr. Caurcninn has had 
all his hats inoculated with anti-plague 
serum. 





been found | 
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Sportsman (who has been mounted by a friend—after the second toss). “* WHAT MUST THE HORSE THINK OF ME?” 
l turn of the year, the Hounds for some|the Hounds right through the run of 
THE ECCENTRIC FOOTBALL PATRIOT. | unaccountable reason struck abad patch | their defeats. 
| Uptothe time when my story begins | and went all to pieces. They lost five At the sixth match the Hounds 
| no one had suspected Ernest of eccen- | mat ‘hes running on their own ground.|suddenly recovered their form, and | 
tricity. The bowler hat alittle small for|Their supporters stood it for three}even improved upon it, for they won | 
the bead ; the worn despatch-case (with i matches pretty well; but the fourth|handsomely against a side unlhe aten 
the initials “FE. H. W.”) into which | time they turned. Who wouldn't ? since the previous August (or was It 
the much-folded copy of Snick-Snacks| Whowouldn’t,didlask? Why, Ernest | July ?). 
disappeared at the journey’s end; the] wouldn't! When Charlie Tracey missed} The following week those sup- 
cold in the head throughout the winter; | an open goal against Hackwell Hoppers | porters who had been sickened by the | 
the mackintosh on fine days—all was | and a mighty shout of * Ugh! go ‘ome | continual defeats and had drifted away 
perfectly normal. And yet behind that | and play marbles” rosefrom the Hounds’ | to support other clubs rallic round 
soft face and pale moustache lurked, | supporters, Ernest cried, “ Never mind, | once more. 
all unknown, the iconoclast, the revo- | Charlie ; try again.” When Ben cut As you will easily understand, they 
lutionary, the human voleano. |bury, the Hounds’ goal-keeper, let the} did not let Ernest off. 

It was during the season 1919-20 that | fifth one through, and “ ’Oof ’im out!” “Tf there was many like you,” they 
Ernest first became a supporter of that | and “’E.’s blind, pore feller!” rent the| said, “the Hounds wouldn't never have 
very famous football team, the Hounds- air, Ernest shouted, “Bad luck!” as | won another match in their lives. It's 
ditch Wanderers. Why they are called | loud as ever he could. just encouragin’ them to lose, that’s 
Wanderers it is difficult to say, foreven| Is it matter for surprise that the other | what vou’ve ee doin’, stickin’ to them 
when they are playing away from home| supporters turned on him? “ What|likethat. It’s us goin’ off that’s brought 
they do not wander ; they are carefully | do you mean, ‘bad luck’? they asked |’em to their ee ‘No goals, no gate’ 
escorted by their trainer. Perhaps it is | bitterly. “A clumsy fool, that’s what | that ’s the stuff to give on 
because the manager wanders about the | ’e is.”’ : But would Rey believe that the 
country picking up likely players from And Ernest actually defended him. | ridiculous Ernest couldn’t see it? He 
other clubs. Anyway it doesn’t matter| ‘It was a snorter.” said he stoutly ; | seemed to think that in some unaccount- 
much, for they are always known as|‘ I'd ‘a’ liked to see you stoppin’ it.” {able way his encouragement had helped 
the “ Hounds. ‘ This fairly put the lid on, as they say|to bring them round. He even hinted 

During the first half of the season in the vernacular. Here Was a man sup- that there was some slight shadow of 
Ream | porting the robbers. Bo they smashed | doubt as to whether the desertion of 

houted with the § the supporters and | bis small bowler hat and jumped on the | your own side when they were out of 
eset ote nap Se pat yead | ae — : E. H.W.” But | luck w as t he most sporting thing in the 
one noticed his eccentricity. In fact | ccs "Fie bones eet to be sup-|world. This shows that Ernest's ~ 
| few noticed him at all. Then, after the! er not "2 sting th _ er cap that | centricity had by this time amountes 
: : went on cheering ' almost to mania. 
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HEDGE- “SPARROWS? EGGS. 
I saw a young maiden come down through the copse 
In kirtle of brown fringed with green o’ the elves; 
Her long slender fingers held slender snowdrops, 


And her cheeks were as pale as the blossoms themselves ; 


But soft shone her hair as she sped through the segs, 
And her eyes were the colour of hedge-sparrows’ eggs. 


| Quoth I, “ Sure, ’tis April before she is due, 


With her white tripping foot that old Winter o’erw helms, 


| With eyes of a promise, so Springlike and blue, 


Of fly on the river, of rooks in the « ‘ims,’ 
And “ What are you doing here, April,” I sé vid, 
“When by all of ‘the cloc ‘ks you should still be abed ?”’ 


She tossed up her head and said she with a grace, 
“I’m Miss February, the General's child; 
Since father’s grown gouty I come in his place ; 
That ery-baby April!” she scornfully smiled ; 
“I pack the wild snowdrifts, J fill the deep dyke, 
But sometimes get days off to do as I like. 


| “Then, just for the nonce, I pretend to be May 


And rogue in the lanes with a holiday sun, 
Awaken smug dormice, set jock hares to play, 

Or call up a violet, purely for fun ; 
And just let me whisper one thought in your ear: 
I’m first with the promise, the sweet of the year. 


She swung down the wood with a smile on her mouth, 
She flashed in the golden, dark bracken beds’ throng, 
And the bare branches stirred to the vagabond South, 











And a thrush on the hazel burst high into song; 
| For her feet were the snowdrops, Were stars in the segs 


| And her eyes held the Springtime and he dge-sparrows’ eg as. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
I wish I had read Coggin and The Hare for two reasons. 





Wildfang (Grant Ricnarps), the third novel of Mr. Ernest 
OtpMEADow’s trilogy, to regret having missed its fore- 
runners. 
scheme might justify the apparently superfluous grandson, 
whose life comes as an unnecessary coda to the career of 
Professor Henry Wildfang, otherwise Coggin. This career, 


The Hare up to its catastrophe on the Biscayan coast in 
1873, is amply justified in itself. The legend of Coggin’s 
settlement at Crumper (the yellow-bricked and blue-slated 
scene of his musical apostolate), of his German name, of his 
patrician marriage, of his agonising reverses and of his 
early death, is as satisfactory as a sane philosophy, a 
whimsical fancy and a rare observation of men and things 
can make it. I might suggest, however, that the legiti- 
mate supernaturalism of the book suffers badly from its 
pseudo-mystical machinery, and that far too much eating 
and drinking are done by the principal mystics. A man 
might attain : to heroic sanctity on “ biseuit-coloured velvety 
soup’ and rable de livre; but it is not likely. If Mr. Onp- 
MEADOW could exercise self- denial in the matter of miracles 





A not unpleasant mystification is the effect left upon me 


(author of Jurgen). This purports to be an amplification, 
in a very modernist mood, of the legend of Manuel, lord of 
Poictesme, who had been a swinehe wd, and was (1 think, but 























by Figures of Earth (Lanz), of James Branca Cape | 


In the first place I am quite sufficiently enchanted with | 


In the second, I feel that something in the whole 


from its resumption in England after the Wanderjahre of | 


and menus, his work would gain in form and he would do | 
more unquestionable service to the verities he has at heart. | 
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am by no means sure) an artist, as certainly he was, if not 
| very whole-heartedly, a philanderer. The author has a 
| pretty taste for sorceries and devilments, and, trying to 
| make up my mind as to why these leave me so cold, I have | 
| conjectured that it is because Mr. Capri, whose subjec- | 
| tive visions are evidently exciting enough to commit him} 
| t 
| 

| 


o the labour of highly-wrought and sometimes exquisite | 
writing, is too allusive, too obscure, to give these visions or | 
his characters adequate definition. So that one has an | 
impression of wandering in a sort of dream pantomime 
with endlessly shifting transformations, a not altogether | 
| satisfactory entertainment, I submit. To put it another | 
| way, the structure seems needlessly elaborate to carry the | 
| filmy complex of vague allegory; a not very coherent, because | 
necessarily very fragmentary, philosophy ; and a satire rather | 
| thin and peevish, with occasional flashes of malicious wit o1 
faintly naughty innuendo. Manuel himself escapes somewhat | 
| this charge of shadowiness and has a droll humour which | 
| is diseoncerting to his strange acquaintances and very useful | 
| in his dealings with his adoring but not too intelligent wife | 
| —_—_——— 

If only Mr. H. C. Durrin had been as well up in Aris- 
| rorte’s Ethics as he (> os 
| is in his Poetics, what | Ptt7\} 
| a fine little volume he 
| would have made of 
| Thomas Hardy (Man- 
| CHESTER UNIVERSITY 

PrEss). As it is, the 
| Stagirite’s views are 
| allowed (and very use- 
fully) to dominate the 
seventy odd pages on 
“The Art of Hardy”; 
| but in the hundred or 
so devoted to Harpy’s 
philosophy the critic 
throws his Greek pilot 
overboard and invents 
a moral system of his 
own which is very flat- 
tering to the author of 
Less, but 
made ArRIsToTLE turn “In if BY INDIVIDUAL EFFORT THA’ 
in his grave—or should OF ADMIRATION. Let BACH OF US DO 
“ . EXAMPLE, TO RAISE TITHE STANDARD OF B 
it be urn? However, 
no amateur of Harpy can afford to leave Mr. Durrix| 
unread, Not only does his Appendix on the Poems and | 

















1916, which dealt only with the Novels, show a notable 
mellowing of style and judgment, but his appreciation 
of Harpy’s dealings with Nature, backed up as it is 
| by a wealth of happy quotation, is worthy of a disciple of 

that consummate Wordsworthian, Professor Herrorp. | 
was amused, by the way, to find Mr. Durriy fathering | 
“the conception of an after-life only in the memory of our 
friends who survive us” on Samugn Burier. You will find| 
| it-—“‘an unweighed utterance rather than a grave avowal., 

as its repentant originator subsequently said—in the fourth 
book of Sr. Aveustinr’s Confessions. 


a In Physic and Fiction (Hopper anv Srot GHTON) Sir 8. 
SQuine SrriaceE has collected a number of essays that all 
| have In common a connection, near or distant, with the 
| practice of medicine, though the majority have little enough 
| to do with works of romance. Of several of them it may 
| he said at once that they are nothing like so dull 


. A as the 
} title might suggest. 


ca a For one thing the writer, who for 
1wetion prescribes a dash of THac KERAY and KINGSLEY to 





lhe taken with unlimited Dickens, but with none of your 
‘flashy moderns, so lovingly sets forth and analyses his 





would have BEAU PIPYING 


end of the story and that you get a long run foi 
money, though occasionally it is deficient in pace. 


a 





—_— 


favourite author's views on questions like the influence of 
physique on character, or the social status of the medical 
profession, that his affection is a very pleasant thing even 
when the matter dealt with is not particularly intriguing, 
In the chapters about other themes, ‘ Medical Priesteraft,” 
for instance, or “ The Pathologist in The Street,” there is 
not a little vain repetition and many a prosy paragraph. It 
does clearly appear, all the same, through many words, that 
the authcr is deeply concerned for the physical well-being 
of his country. Discussing the clamour of the eugenists, 





who would make haste to eradicate disease, and the demands 
of a public urgent to be cured, he stands for a hopeful for- 
bearance. ‘“ Make haste slowly” is no bad motto for a science | 





'so tentative as medicine; but the expansion of the idea | 
makes rather slow reading for any but the expert. 
i 

} 

When I saw that Mr. KDEN PHILLPOTTS, in Vhe Grey | 


Room (Hurst anp Brackett), was “striking an entirely 
new note” I felt anxious. 


For | was reminded that some 
little time ago he tried to strike a humorous note in The 
axemttices cee — Ain: alain tetas se ; 

Bronze Venus, and 


missedit. Here he gives 
| us a mystery story, and 
on the whole it is a re 
spectable performance | 
for an author who is 
not an experienced | 
craftsman in this genre | 
of fiction. There is, for 
instance, no possible | 
doubt about the mys- 
tery, but whether you 
will be altogether satis- | 
fied by the solution of 
it is perhaps another | 
matter. I think Mr. 
PHitneottTs falls short 
| of complete success, be- | 
cause his characters | 
are inclined to be too | 
loquacious and because 
it is almost impossible | 
to entertain suspicion 
, about any one of them. | 
There was a moment when I had faint hopes about 

nan, but I could not maintain them. 
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LONDON, | 


Wh HOPE TO MAKE OUR CITY WORTHY 
ALT, Hi ND SHE CAN, BY PERSONAL 
BEAUTY IN OUR MIDST.” 


a foot- | 


On the othe hand 


The Dynasts, added in this recasting of the volume of| it is to the author’s credit that the secret is kept until the | 


your 


Altei studying the paper-cover of Wishes Lim ted (JEN: | 
KiNS), I feel overwhelmed by numbers. I see that Mr. 


W. A. Dartineron’s previous work—Alf's Button has 
been read by tens of thousands and seen on the films by 


millions, and, although L believe every naught of it, I 've 
no head for figures and may be excused for feeling a little 
dizzy. If, however, you haven't an unconquerable dis- 
taste for extravaganza you'll find that Mr, DarLineton is 
expert in devising genuinely laughable situations. Unfor- 
tunately he is at present less clever in his presentation of 
character, and it is no exaggeration to say that 1 felt on 
more intimate terms with Mr. Spalding, who became & 
black-beetle and was dismally interned in a cigar-box. (a 
very unusual experience for a human being), than with avy 
of his other people. Nevertheless there is much amuses 
ment to be got out of these pages, and I hope that a few 
cool billions will be found to enjoy them. 








i Rate ete 











| 
is noted with regret that this popular | But they don’t ; 
| event has failed to | 


eloped to marry her third hus 
; band. But under Los Angeles 
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| which led to the ‘proposed amalgama- 


CHARIVARIA, ition with the Midland Railway. 

Tue luminous owl is reported to} 

have reappeared in Norfolk. It is not 
likely, however, that the public will 
be deluded by such obvious attempts 


‘We have a profor ind admiration for 
Rughy football,” says The Morning 
| Post. This should be a comforting last 


to divert attention from the Grpprs | thought to a player when he gets his 
Report lear trodden on. 
| 
Practice for the University Boat; Every year, we are told, many hun- 


Race is in full swing, but once again it | dredsofele »~phants goto make piano-keys. 


vo of their own free will. 


} 


attract more than 


The speed of Carpentier’s blow,’ 
says Mr. A. Francis Hinton in The | 

lt is not Daily Mail, “is 
ays TROTSKY ; ; 


necessary bo he polite 
In view of this 

it is no longer deriqueur 

then 


ecu 
i eactionaries to raise 
ats on being shot. 

Parlament 
last week, 
ior a Brigl 


te fj ; 


assembled again | 
and the campaign 
iter London received 


serio} Ss seth i¢ k. 
Ll ading cinema actress has 
rules a film star has to be cai 


ried oft times running 
by the same person before be- | 


three 


coming the property of the! 
P 
© The prevailing fashion-note 
Luts season, says a contempo 
will be shapelessness. 
[’ ad oht to he easy 


Scotchmen,”’ says Admiral | 
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eighty-eight feet a! 








Rounanien Prince, was an active figure 
in London life as Miss Enimanrru 
Asquitu. Literary circles, of course, 
have lately been agitated by the wildest 
conjectures as to the identity of this 
authoress. , 

Mr. A. Cuurron- Brock has said that 
on the Piazza of St. Peter’s at Rome he 
feels that he could jump over the moon 
but that he hasn’t this feeling in Picca 
dilly. It is hoped, however, that the 
Brighter London Society may persuade 
| him to make the attempt. 

At a conference in New York Mr. 
] SAMUEL GoMPERS Was deputed 
to go to Washington to arouse 
the Government 
of the Er 
American stage. On both sides 
of the Atlantie the feeling 
that a two-power pact is the 
only remedy for this cut-throat 
struggle for theatrical 
j Macy. 


supre 


In a lecture to the Ginperi 
Wurre Fellowship, Sir Sypyry 
| HARMER that eels had 
formerly been known to issue 
from water-taps. With refei 
American cor- 
respondent points out that they 
are still liable to do so in cases 


stated 


ence to this an 





of immoderate teetotalism 
Several hundred thousand 

gallons of whisky have been 

transferred from a Leith firm to 


a Dundee firm. In order toavoid 


i 
} 
| 
| 
| 
} 
} 
| 
} 
} 
} 


Su CHARLES Dunp\s, * help a panic in Scotland the trans 
leach other naturally Ves action was kept secret until it 
but to hat ? | could be announced that not a 
Pp had been spilt 
’ 7 i * 
Mr. William Brightwell, of } ; a , 
yy. | ns led an ( edon), ** is IS WOT PPENS WHEN mt 

Stoke Newington,” says The} . * rae Se en Oe q |} The amateur need never be 
: : 5 . | A BLOKE TRIFS TO BRIGHTEN up Lonpon | ‘ 4 : 
Dary E.vpress, ‘claims that i. bi a _ ected Go & 1068 tof BOMmetDINg tO do 


; understand he has been told that if he 


he is heir to the Austrian throne.’ We}second.”’ Even if you keep that dis 


tance away froin bim it seems that he 


| doesn’t really want it he can haye nuts| gives you very little time for escape. 


| 
| 


nstead. | 

The ltalian scheme to rename cer- 
at | tain Alpine peaks after Allied statesmen 
}does not meet with the approval of The 


Dr. A, EB. 
the Victoria 


SCHOFIELD, In a iecture 


Institute, denied the de 


| 
scent of Man from the Ape. It seems| Times. It is understood that in the} 
that the Monkey House insisted on|ease of Mr. Luoyp GrorGr our con- 
this démente. itemporary considers a voleano in the 
i dast ‘st ige Ol activity more appropriate 

The L.C.C, is considering the advis- | *? 

i ity of allowing unsinkable boats on} Tne Germans are said to be exporting 
park lakes for children. The idea of|to this « try toy motor-cars made 
pe itting ‘ only unsinkable children tolfrom waste material, such as old oil- 
Se » lakes has been abandoned. sao at seven marks a dozen. Mr. 

| Forp is re p rted to be look: ath uught 
bi ne L yndon and North. Western | ful but « niident 
ae, says an advertisement, 
“brings Scotland nearer London. It | \ccording to a Sunday paper Prin- 


Was, no doubt, this awful re sponsibility | cess Binesco, before her marriage to a 


lim the 


| 
r 
| 





oO On one of the 
milder, brighte1 d Lys that presage the 
Spring it i8 a good 


garden ! 
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take a 


tly stir the 


three-pronged fork 
gardener. 
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sensationalisin in the popular Press 
seems to have got the better of our 
contemporary. 
CAT ON 701 TREE TOP. 
Boy Scor Wo Riskep His Lirs 
He reached the ground safely, however 


accomplishing the last 30 
two ladders lashed together 


yards by means of 


Daily Paper 
1; } 
ms to have climbed 


into the aur, it 


As he sce 


twenty 
feet 


was indeed a re- 
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THE DEADLY POWER OF THE PRESS. 
(In particular, as ul affects a Ge neral Election.) 


THERE came a moment when I bitterly swore 
To strike my Coalition tent; 

T’o do a scoot to some fresh pitch, and score 
My vote against the Government ; 

When from my faith of old I fell away 

All on account of that preposterous KELLAWAY. 


But, just as my resolve was being made, 
[ bought the Nortnciirre Evening News, 
And, having read, in violent terms cony eyed, 
Its anti-Coalition views, 
I felt a rising in my gorge 
And took a vow to vote for Mr. GEorGr. 


And then I chanced upon another sheet 
Of the “ inspired ” official kind, 

ulsome to every Ministerial feat, 
And instantly I changed my mind; 

“ This is a bit too thick,” I cried, 

And started crossing to the Wee Free side. 


I bought a Westminster to guide my way, 
Also a Star, for use at night; 
Fach of them held the view that Viscount Grey 
Had been (like Asquita) always right; 
“Tut! tut!” said I, and then and there 
Determined I would give my vote elsewhere. 


'To the revolting Tories next I turned, 
Intent to yield my panting ghost 

Rather than see the honour of England spurned ; 
But when I read The Morning Post, 

Lyrical on the Old Old Guard, 

It put me off at once from dying hard. 


‘Labour’ remained. Beneath that ruddy flag 
I'd curse Economy, I would; 

And then a single glance at Lansnury’s rag 
Settled my mobile mind for good ; 

The canvassers may call and call— 

I shall not vote for anyone at all, 


BABBLE OF BABYLON. 
(By our Fleet Street Flanew.) 

Tue dancing breakfast is undoubtedly a development that 
has caught firmly on, especially with the younger generation, 
although there are some of the older and more conservative 
school who protest that the dancer's day ought not to begin 
till luncheon-time. As one of the latter sighed the other 
day, “ If a man can’t go to bed in the morning when can he 
go?" All the same, no week-end hostess who knows her 
duties neglects to provide a drummer and a saxophone- 
| player for those early birds that feel like sandwiching a fox- 
| trot between the porridge and the kippers. F 

The leading restaurants too have been prompt to fall in 
with this movement, and at one or two of them the band is 
in attendance as early as eight o'clock for the convenience 
of the busy ones in these days, when it is quite the 
be busy. Among the earliest of the fox-trotters 

| the other morning I found Rowena Schnorrer (Sir Lazarus's 
eldest unmarried daughter) and her regular partner, the in- 
defatigable “ Pogo" Coruseo of the Illyrian Legation. They 


laughingly told me that they had only just scrambled into | 


morning clothes after jazzing together all night at Nero’s 
| Others I noticed were Lady Jessica Shylock, shimmy-shak. 
ing her breakfast down, as she put it; Sir Contango Bull 
(late of the Rotten Row liver brigade), a great believer in 


~~ 
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| dancing as a preliminary to a morning in the City; Mike 
Donnybrook, the eminent jockey; Balham Gupmore, the 
novelist, and Dickie Turpin, the famous painter, who had 
to rush away to keep a portrait appointment with Lord | 
Fulerum. All the “live” people, in fact. 
“ * * 
[ hear such glowing accounts of the rehearsals of Oo/, 
the super-revue which Charlie Chockram is to “ present” 
shortly, that it is to be hoped that there will be none of 
the postponements which are almost inevitable with a pro- | 
duction of this stupendous magnitude. Oo! will be the 
means of introducing to London audiences newcomers in 
the persons of Carrie Yelp, whose performance in Wow! 
took America by storm, and Alala, the marvellous Dervish 
girl, whom the discerning Charles unearthed in the neigh. 
hourhood of Lake Tchad. It is only necessary to mention 
that some delightful lyrics by Bertie Pepp and Rube 
Weslwitz have been fitted with wonderful tunes by Hans 
Plunck, to prove that Oo /, while worthily upholding the 
traditions of the British musical stage, is a big advance 
on the type of show that a captious critic—myself, in point 
of faet—has summed up in the phrase, Teeth by Clarkson.” | 
a | 
Much sympathy is felt with the Duncan Gallowglasses in | 


i 





janeng the most active of the moving spirits, are sufticient | 


their disappointment at the postponement of their divoree | 
through a piffling and irritating technicality, It seems that 
before Lord * Dunky,”’ as all his pals call him, led Peggy de | 
i Veau from the stage door of the Colossodrome to the 
Registry Office, more than a year ago, they agreed that, in 
case of eventualities, it would be a good plan for him to 
file the divorce petition at the time he took out the marriage 
licence. This was done; but now, when they would like to | 
avail themselves of it, some groping lawyer has discovered 
that a petition is of no legal use unless it is filed after the 
marriage ceremony! So now another petition has to be 
tiled in due form, and it will be months before the case 
comes on. 





This is one of those absurdities of our musty 
laws which are responsible for the wretchedness of so many 


nodern marriages. 


* * # 


Nothing is exciting more interest and curiosity in Town 
| just now than the mysterious Walpurgis Club which is in 
| process of formation. I am permitted to mention the two 
j stringent rules already framed, that members and guests | 
{shall not assemble except between sunset and sunrise, | 
}nor arrive and depart otherwise than by air; but 1 am 
|bound to secrecy at present with regard to the various | 
schemes for revels and frolics which are under considera- 
tion. The chief problem now engaging the attention of 
ithe committee is the selection of a site within convenient | 
| flying distance of Town and with ample space for hangars, | 
| ete, When this initial difficulty is overcome and par 


1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
} 





} 
| tions begin to pour in, the Walpurgis Nights will not only | 
make the labours of the Brighter London Society superfluous, | 
| but they should provide a strong stimulus to aviation. The | 
| names of Major Warlock, Mrs. Broom-Rider, Lady Luna 


| Tickham, Miss Batty and Cavaliere Pipistrello, who are 


| 
} 
| 
} 


guarantee that the Walpurgis promises to make the enter- 


thing to | tainment offered by the existing type of night-club seem | 
at the Fritz | 


like a wet evening at a manse. 





An Easy One. 








“T want an experienced® Driver for a Daimler car | to the 
butchering trade preferred.” — Welsh Paper, 
“DANISH GIFT TO PREMIER 
Col. ——, O.M.G., said the Bench were determined t yp this 
| terrible state of affairs."—Provincial Paper. 
. ” 
| We hope that he quoted: “ Timeo Danaos et dona entes. 
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rm ’ , , r IPCUMNpc | 
THE WINDOW-DRESSERS. ! 
1| 

Our Mr. Luoyp Greorcre. “1 SHOULD PUT THAT ONE IN THE BACKGROUND, MR. AUSTEN. 

THERE DOESN'T SEEM TO BE ANY GREAT DEMAND AT PRESENT FOR THAT LINE OF }| 
GOODS.” 
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Deck-hand (on tre nip steamer c« ming up the Medu ay). “THANK GOODNESS, CHARLIE, WI 


’ BLINKIN’ SUNSHINE! THE SMELL O’ THIS "ERE FOG PUTS FRESH LIFE IN YER.” 


| f a limited number of 

LORD THANET IN PALESTINE. |) a the North 
(From our Special Corresponde nt.) j : 

JerusaLeM, February 8th. 


1 am glad to be able to report that 


CHARIVARL. 


| 
unemployed | 


Boreland | repeat, is in superb health a 
Golf Club, where grave dissatisfaction | and positively bursting with retined bon- 
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Gucg p 
(een Warm 2-1 


‘YE DONE WI’ THEM ETERNAL BLI KIES 


Lord Thanet, who, I cannot too often 


spirits 


had arisen owing to the insubordination | homze, then proceeded by aeroplane to 


jot native caddies and their practice of | the Dead Sea, making a record trip from 
so far Lord Thanet’s visit to Palestine | 


has surpassed the expectations of those | 
who looked forward to it as the most 
momentous event of the century. 
With very few exceptions, noted later 
on, the programme outlined in my pre- | 
vious letter has been faithful 
out. The landing at Jaffa was in- 
deed a memorablespectacle. Here Lord 
Thanet was welcomed on the quay by 
a serenade from massed bands of the} purpose, Lord Thane 
Jaffa Orangemen, quaintly garbed in| and presented him with asilver-mounted 
their historic costume. After listen-|niblick. In the course of the repast 
ing reverently to the sumptuous and| Lord Thanet was informed by wireless 
sonorous melodies discoursed by these | of the safe arrival of the “Blue Boy” 
accomplished minstrels, Lord Thanet! in New York. He subsequently played 
received a deputation of Moslems and | a round of golf on the Armageddon 


Christians, who urged that they were| links and congratulated the secretarv 
suffering from the unfair treatment | : 
' ritish | which reminded him of the thirteenth 
Government, only Jews being allowed|and seventeenth at Pau. There was 
t-class caddies on the! 

Jaffa links. Lord Thanet promised tc iterati iati 

‘ S. pt sed to} of obliterating a pe assoc: 

daca ta datas We : P ful | t obliterating the painful associations 
re ‘ $ most carelul atten-| which clung to this historic battlefield 
Tae eee | than to consecrate it to a pacific inter- 
pe ecommend the engagement | national pastime. 





; 


jon the fine condition of the greens, 
meted out to them by the 

+, ve — iret mm 

to rank as fir | no better way, Lord Thanet remarked, 
tion, and announced that he was pre- | 


hiecoughing at critical moments of the 
| game, thereby causing much exaspera- 
tionand even profanity among membe I's. 

The cavaleade then proceeded to Ks- 
draelon, headed by a specially trained 
herd of Bullsof Bashan, whose sustained 
lly carried |and well-modulated obbligato extorted 
Lord Thanet’s unstinted commendation. 
At Armageddon, where lunch was served 
in a tasteful pavilion erected for the 
t sent for the driver 


| 
} 


end to end in a hydroplane, placed at his 
disposal by the Governor of Jerusalem. 
| The illicit salt-collectors who infest this 
region being conspicuously absent, the 
transit was effected without mishap, and 
| Lord Thanet with characteristic mag- 
nanimity admitted that the Dead Sea 
reminded him of nothing he had ever 
seen before. On landing at the southern 
end he was met by a deputation of 
Mormons from Salt Lake City, begging 
him to use his influence to s« 
them permission to establish 
in the vicinity. Lord Thanet in a 
brief speech replied that his personal | 
opinion was that the inhabitants of 
Utah seemed inclined altogether to over- 
estimate the amount of interest taken 
by the British public in Mormonism, 
but that he had no desire to dictate 
to the Arabs, whose views on the sub- 
ject of polygamy he respect | without 
sharing them. és 
Lord Thanet arrived at Gaza for din- 
ner, but declined to receive any deputa- 


cure tor 
a colony 











tions until the morning. He was then 





—, 
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waited upon by the editor of The Gaza 
Gazette and proceeded at once to the 
offices of this, the newly established and 
leading Philistine organ, where he ad- 
dressed the staff and printers in a 
stimulating address. The development 
of this historic city, as he pointed out, 
depends largely on its links, which are 
renowned for the size of its sand 
bunkers. Unfortunately the range of 
sandhills which protects the town from 
the westerly gales of winter are contin- 
ually advancing inland, impelled by the 
winds from the sea. Unless they can 
be stabilized, Gaza is in danger of shar- 
ing the fate of the village now buried 
beneath the Culbin sands near Nairn. 
Lord Thanet indicated how this disas 
ter might be averted by erecting a wall, 
extending for about six miles to the 
west of the sandhills, about four times 
the height of the great wall of China, 
and twice the thickness, but warned his 





hearers that the cost might be consider- | 


able. 


He promised, however, to im-} 


press on the High Commissioner the | 
urgent need of proceeding with the 


york at once. 


Golf more than any- | 


thing else would harmonize the con- | 


flicting aspirations of Moslems, Jews 
and Christians, and he felt sure that the 


Philistines would not be behindband in |} 


promoting this entente. 


mn | 
Later, Lord Thanet congratulated the 


Governor of Gaza on the immense im- 
provement in the sanitation of the city 
since the days of Sanapin. It should 
be added that throughout his stay he 


was careful never to mention the name } 


of 


Samson, out of a delicate regard for 
the susceptibilities of the inhabitants, 


and that he has declined to accept the 


gift of the mandibula asini, the heredi- | 


tary weapon of the clan, which a de- 

scendant of the famous enemy of the 

Philistines desired to present to him. 
For obvious reasons I refrain from 


describing in detail the period spent | 
in semi-eremitical seclusion by Lord | 


Thanet at Mount Carmel. 
programme was followed, except in one 
important particular. The attempt to 
stock the river Kishon with tarpon 
proved a failure, as the fish failed to 
accommodate themselves to fresh-water 
surroundings, and by their inconsiderate 
behaviour deprived Lord Thanet of the 
recreation designed to abate the rigours 
of his retreat. This disappointment, 
however, was borne with the same for- 
titude and serenity which he has dis- 
played on so many occasions during his 
historic pilgrimage. 

Since his arrival in Jerusalem Lord 
Thanet has been mainly occupied in 
the beneficent effort to arouse the in- 
habitants to the needs of supporting 
and maintaining a really first-class 


| daily paper; of laying out a golf-course 


Here the | 
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THE DANCING LESSON. 


Exasperated Wife. “My DEAR MAN, YOU LEARNT TO DRILL IN THE ARMY; WHY CAN'T 


YOU PICK THIS UP? 
MENTALLY DEFICIENT.” 


Ir’s A PERFECTLY SIMP 


LE STEP. ANYONE WOULD THINK YOU WERE 


Husband. “Atmost THE SERGEANT’S OWN WORDS, DEAR.” 


worthy of the historic traditions of the 
city, and of starting flour-mills for the 
supply of standard bread. Much pro- 
gress has been made in all directions, 
and Lord Thanet has cordially acknow- 
ledged the ready assistance he has re- 
ceived from General Storrs, the mili- 
tary governor of Jerusalem, who at Lord 
Thanet’s special request has resumed 
the military rank bestowed on him in 
1917. Nothing in Jerusalem has im- 





pressed Lord Thanet more profoundly 


than the improvements in sanitation! and Cold Mixture now.” 








which have been introduced since the | 


days of Herop. But I understand that 
the high-level aqueduct constructed by 
that sovereign will, on Lord Thanet’s 
suggestion, be retained as providing a 


sporting hazard on the new golf-links, | 


the plans of which have been submitted 
to the High Commissioner. 





Commercial Candour. 
Notice in a chemist’s shop :— 


* Don’t wait to be ill. Take our Influenza 


i 
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! 
THE WEDDING. 
“ On, yes, of course we re very inter- 
ested in The Wedding,” said the Fairy 
Queen. 
She was sitting on a low stool close 
by the fender tn my tiny sitting-room, 
and her slender wings sparkled and 
| shone in the dancing firelight. 
| «J ghould love to know what you're 
going to give her, if it ’s not indisereet,” 
I said, 
“ Well, as a matter of fact,” said the 
Queen, stretching out a tiny foot to 
| the blaze, “we're really giving her 
everything. At least,” she added, for 
I suppose my face expressed some as- 
tonishment, ‘ we 're helping with every- 
thing. You see it’s like this.’ She 
stretched out the other little green- 
| shod foot to the fire and fixed her 
earnest bright eyes upon mine. “The 
Mayor of, let us say, Littletown, wakes 
| up one morning and says to his wife, 
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‘Oh, in those cases we should natur- 
ally help afterwards,” said the Queen. 
« All the people who lie in those beds 
will get well. We shall! see to that, of 
course.” 

“] do think it’s interesting,” I said, 
“all of you working and helping like 
that. It must make you very busy.” 

The Queen nodded. “ It does,” she 
said. “And there are all the clothes 
i too, and the cake—we ‘re doing a lot to 
the eake—and, oh, no end of things 
We've always been very fond of prin- 
cesses, you know; particularly when 
they have blue eyes and fair hair. You'll 
remember in the fairy tales——” 

“You're going to the wedding, of 
course ?”’ I asked. 

The Queen smiled. “Oh, yes, the 
whole Court has been asked,” she said. 
“We didn’t get ordinary invitations; 
we never do; but the Princess just 
expressed a wish. 


Nothing more was 
necessary. 








| ‘My dear, don’t you think it would be 
nice for Littletown to giye the Princess 
a wedding-present ?’ ~ 
“ He thinks it’s his own idea, but it 
isn’t really. One of us has been sitting 
on his pillow all night and stroking 
ideas into his head. It’s quite a deli- 
cate job. They’re so apt to wake up| 
and grab, particularly when they 're| 
| bald. You have to be nimble, very | 
nimble. 
“ Well, that’s how it gets started. We | 


all the committee meetings. And they 


trying. 
* And then of course we have to sup- 

| press the people who will suggest the | 

wrong thing. You see, we know exactly | 

what the Princess would like, and it | 

| seems such a pity for her not to have | 
it. And we've been very successful. | 

| really believe she ‘ll be most frightfully | 

pleased with everything.” ; 

‘I do think it’s clever of you,” 1} 

said, ‘1 suppose when you ‘ye done | 
\ 

| 


all the planning for the people you can 
leave the rest to them ?”’ 

“Oh, no,” said the Queen; “ob, no, 
| indeed not. That's just where we come 
in so tremendously, We help to make 
everything. It’s really most amusing 
to listen to the people—the goldsmiths 
and silversmiths and jewellers and 
potters and weavers and all the other | 
workers. ‘ lt ’s wonderful how easy this 
is,” they say; ‘it seems almost to be 
doing itself. One would say there was 
magic in it. How welaugh! Andof 
course it makes it very jolly for them. 
They love making the things.” 

“They will be beautiful presents,” I 
said. “And what about the beds for 
Teese coer and things like that ?” 











do it to all sorts of people. But that’s|the hearths and thir 
only the beginning. We have to attend | know. I mustn't stay a minute longer.” 


do have so many, it’s sometimes rather | down cloak over her shining head and 


They ‘re reserving places 
for us on all the flowers, both at the 


ceremony and the reception. Weshall 
all be wearing pink and white. Rather 


pretty, don’t you think ?” 

The little clock on the mantel-shelf 
struck ten. 

“Oh, my goodness,” said the Queen, 
“T’ve promised to be at their 
people. We're keeping an eye on the 
decorations, and of course we’ve 
little jobs of our own there. 


rot 
got 
Ble Pa 
1eESsing 


igs like that, you 
She jumped up and pulled her swans- 


folded wings. 

“ There should be a little wind wait- 
ing for ine outside,” she said. 

1 opened the window. Sure enough | 
[ felt a cold touch on my cheek and the | 
curtain fluttered. ‘ 


“Tt feels rather like snow,” I said 
a little anxiously, “T don’t. like the 
idea of your majesty’s being caught in 
a& SnNOW-sStorm 


The Queen laughed. 


fl “ But I love 
it!’’ she said. 


*“ You ’ve no idea what 
fun itis to sit ona snow-flake. Haven't 
you seen us dancing on them? Besides, 
the more snow the more snowdrops, 
you know,” 

She waved her hand, settled herself 
lightly between the wings of the wind | 
and was gone. 








R. F, 
MeSSAGE From Lorp Norrauciirre 
. Ismailia (Egypt). 


the Editor of The Daily Mail. 
f Your telegram containing astounding in- 
formation as to the number of new readers 
who have joined our ranks during my absence 
reached me here, Ismailia, this morning.” 
Evening News. 
It was certainly not quite tactful of the 


new 
house by ten, to meet some of my 


| Prom Lady Angelina Dray 


— ——————_. 
ey 


“TINKER, TAILOR ., .” 
(A Child’s Guide to the Professions), 
THe Diprtomar. 
Tue diplomat is smooth and fair 
(I like the way he does his hair), 
But then he’s paid for that; 
You need not hope for high success 
In Foreign Politics unless 
You're well worth looking at. 
His face is quite expressionless, 
As if in some huge trouser-press 
He put it over-night ; 
You see, he has to talk at meals 
And must not show you what he feels, 
However impolite. 


Observe him, open-mouthed and tall, 

Revolving at the Palace Ball ; 
You make a great mistake 

If you suppose his mind is slow, 

Or think him drunk, or dreaming—no, 
The lad is wide-awake, 

For look, across the brilliant floor 

He notes the French Ambassador 
Conversing with a man, 

An evil fellow, dark and spare, 

Who can’t have come from anywhere 
But Musk or Yenghistan. ~ 

And that, of course, means war, or 

worse ; 

But does he breathe a muttered curse? 
He does not turn a hair; 

He simply takes his arm away 


And leaves her standing there ; 


And, iron-lipped, without remark 
Goes tip-toe to the cloak-room clerk 
And gets his hat and stick, 

And tells his man to pack some gin, 
And put the new revolver in, 

And put it pretty quick. 

Then, scorning danger, dirt, disease, 
He takes the midnight train to Sneeze, | 
Through Tussis and Catarrh, 
Untiring, dogged, night and day 
(Provided he ean fight his Way 
Into the Pullman ear). 


He finds the wicked warring king 


And says, “I wiLn Nor HAVE THIS | 
THING ” 
(\ very striking phrase !), | 


And then—but this is rather grim— 
He simply sits and stares at him 
For days and days and days. 

He looks him squarely in the eyes 
Until the man goes mad, or dies ; 
One cannot stand for long 

A face of that peculiar kind ; 

And then, of course, the human mind 
Is very, very strong. A. P. H. 








“* Morto un papa, fatio un altro’—‘ One 
Pope dead, create another,’ says the witty 


Italian proverb.”— Daily Paper. 
We confess that we are still looking 
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for the joke. 
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system of land tenure. 


Yes. We should have to start our] 
i film, I think, somewhat after this 
fashion :— 


| tomake Sir Ranulph and Thomas dance 
; deg: 
/ round the room hand-in-hand singing 


| 








have to put some good 


| screen, which has been | 


FILM STUDIES. 
{—Tue Finmixa or History, 

‘nuerE has been a good deal of agi- 
| tation amongst film producers about 
| this. Mr. Hmarre Betwoc has told 
| them, it seems, that history ought to 
be filmed. Lord Howarp pk WALDEN, 
on the other hand, has stated that Brit- 
ish producers are incapable of screening 
history. I see no reason why there 
should be any difficulty. 

We must clear our minds however 
at once of the notion that history con- 
sists in stories like ALFRED and the 
Cakes, and Farr Rosamunp, and The 
Little Prrsces in the Tower, or mere 
pageant stuff and strong situations as in 
the plays of SHAKSPEARE or of Mr. Joun 
Drinkwater. There may be drama in 
these things, but drama 
isnothistory. Anybody 
who has ever started at 
1066 three times in a 
year, owing to stopping 
in the same form or 
moving up into a differ- 
ent one, will remember 
that. If it were merely 
a matter of presenting 
baronsandtournaments 
and castles and swine- 
herds we should only 





scenes out of Ivanhoe or 
The Talisman on the 


done already, and call it 
The Earl and the Ceorl, 
and there we should be. 
But history goes deeper 
than that. 


The first thing is the 7 guage 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 








ry i 
DS 
Time, 
WATCH MUST HAVE STOPPED.” 
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But on the sereen we simply have 
Sir Ranulph and Thomas sitting in the 
armoury of a Norman castle and study- 
ing a huge book marked “ Domesday 
Made Easy.” Suddenly they look up, 
turn to the audience and give a sweet 
wide smile of comprehension, lifting 
their eyelids right up to the top and 
then blinking them a little. After that 
we have a page of the book, enormously 
enlarged, flashed on to the screen. On 
the page in a very big print is a short 
historical note: “ /rankalmoign means” 
—precisely. That is what is called the 
technique of the film. You understand 
now. Let us get on to the next sub- 
title then: 

But they ti tally 

burgage and gavelkind. 


were 








I think it will be better to make Su 
Hikk tH} 
V4 pirtttwty st) + Hf Hisyt o) 
TUNDERGR OAT + 
> | fet? 
4 — 
—_ 4 
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= 
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AFTER THE FANCY-DRESS BALL. 


“DasH IT ALL, MARIA, WE'VE 


pie a d by 


MISSED THE 
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cheaper seats. Wards were the deuce 
feudal days. 

Sir Hubert, of course, is simply hated 
by Eleanor, but he has a hold over her 
father because he knows that the old 


In 


day Book. 


That gives us a chance for 


mean the compilation of Domesday Bool: 





and six ceorls of each township. I think 
ithis had better be under the shire 
|—-shire oaks always film well, 

tanulph, white and despairing, 


‘furtive glances this way and 


oak 
Sir 


il 


that, 


man has made a false return in Domes. | 


by the commissioners of Wintiaw I, | 
We see them receiving the oaths of the | 
sheriffs, the barons and their Norman | 
retainers, the parish priests, the reeves | 








| 


some very dramatic pictures flashing in | 
memory through Sir Ranulph’s brain, I | 


with | 


| 


pledges his word to a fearful lie for the | 


~———_j purpose of evading the 
| CONQUEROR’S income 
| tax. The branches of 
the shire oak shiver in 
ja mighty cinema wind, 
Pigs crush acorns. The 
| scene fades. 


escape a hero, and I 
think it is a good thing 
lthat he should be a 
nithing. At any rate 
he ought to be running 
wild in the woods, 
where he has killed a 
hart or hind. That wil 


enable us to flash 
WibLLiaM I. on the 
screen, coupled with 





the fine caption, “ He 
loved the tall deer as if 
he were their father,” 


cass “SUM with a “close up” of 








Sir Ranulph FitzOdo, a brave but 
slightly impoverished Knight, en- 
tirely understood livery of seisin, 
Sac, $0C and frankalmoign. So did 
Thomas, his clerk. 
You don’t know how that is to be! 

filmed? Quite simply, and far more | 

easily than it could, for instance, be} 
staged. On the stage we should have! 


| 


j 


something like this :— 
Oh, sac and soc 
Are a regular joke 


Frankalmoign is nothing to us; | 

We feel quite at ease in 

A livery of seisin; 

Why do people make such a fuss? 
And the following lines would explain 
in equally pellucid English that frank- 
almoign and so on are—well, whatever 
it is that they are, 


' 





| They will show how puzzled they are | 


| wrinkled foreheads, and we shall notice 


Ranulph and Thomas puzzled about | 
burgage and gayelkind, otherwise we| 
shall be getting the audience on too! 
fast. Let them be puzzled then. Sir | 
Ranulph will think burgage and gavel- 
‘ind are some sort of pain in the hack | 
(gesture here); Thomas, that they are | 
agricultural implements (gesture again). 


by pushing the documents away with 
how their lips frame, half in contempt 
and half in consternation, the words 


Burgage ! 


Gavelkind f 


After that I think we might bring 
the wicked Sir Hubert de Broc on. 
He desires, of course, the hand of the 
beautiful Eleanor, Sir Ranulph’s only 
daughter. It would be better, as this is 
a first film, to make Eleanor a daughter 
and not a ward, otherwise we should 
be compelled to deal with the wardship 
of land held in chivalry of a mesne 
lord, and there might be trouble in the 





| or Eegfrith, and he will pick Sit 


__ one of the tall deer and, 
if it is desired, a few further pictures 


illustrating the more modern ce velop- 
ment of the Game Laws. 
The hero’s name will be either Cedric 


Ranulph | 
up after the old man has taken a bad | 
toss from his Flemish thoroughbred. | 
Sir Ranulph will thank the young man | 
and ask who he is. . 

* Are youa tenant in free socage ?” he 
will say, and “ That J ne wis I ne am,” | 
will be Eegfrith’s—yes, I think, Eeg- | 
frith’s—snappy answer projected on the 
screen. And then on further questions 
the knight will discover to his horror 
and disgust that Eegfrith is not even a 
villein (page from the book here), neither 
a pure nor a privileged villein, but a 
lordless man in outlawry. This will call 
for a lot of face-working, and it will be 
rather a nice point for the audience to 
take that the hero is not even a villein, 
either privileged or pure. 

However, it is not so bad as it seems, 


We cannot, of course, | 





for shortly afterwards Sir Hubert carries 
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ry) A neers i ee 
| WA ager 
4 il “a 
| Hae a. 


<—— : 
Vans, Mirais 


} Mother, * 
Son, “I pon’? KNOW. 


off the lovely Eleanor, and Ecgfrith, 
who of course has loved her for a long 
time and had his love returned, will 
pursue them briskly down the glades 
of the forest and kill the false knight, 
using only a cudgel against Sir Hubert’s 
entire set of plate. It will be found 
that Sir Hubert was concocting a plot 
to overthrow the Kine, and WiviAM 
will pardon Eegfrith and invite him to 
be his faleoner. This would involve a 
mere flef in petit sergeanty (page from 
| the big book once more), and Eegfrith 


/ 


| has higher ambitions. 
| “ds that towit I would not so lief, 


) my liege, but that I had far liefer do| 


thee service in battle as thy man’s man, 
| he will say, or words to that effect. 
| That was the way the Anglo-Saxons 
always talked. As long as pretty nearly 
all the words were of one syllable they 
did not seem to care how many they 

used at a time nor what they meant. 
The Conqueror, stern but kind, will 
thereupon take Eegfrith’s homage as 
| Champion or Lance-bearer to the King, 
| &@ post involving a species of tenancy- 
| in-chief by grand sergeanty (big book 


} Senin). 


tye : rad \/ 
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DONE WITH YOUR AUNTIE?” 
A BIT STALE, LEF'1 


‘AND WHAT HAVE YOt 


SHE GOT sO WE HER.” 


Our Unconscious Humorists. 
* Not perhaps, ‘ that 
omnibus’ is really a French word, although 
most of us know that it is derived from two 


Kegfrith will, of course, turn out to 
be of noble birth (English), and there 
will be a pretty Saxo- Norman wedding. 
The happy pair will live in Kent, the ; way tenia 

. 5 7 , ,. | Latin words, meaning * for all —*(C. K, 8. 
only county where gavelkind existed ;| 5) j,;5 « Literary Letter” in “The Sphere” 
and in the last scene of all Eegfrith will} fedruary ith. ° ; E 

Tela) > “it)) Sip . him : . : 
be seen explaining to old Sir Ranulph | The two Latin words referred to are, 
exactly what gavelkind was. zits for.” and 

“And burgage?” Eleanor will in- 
quire ; ‘that used to worry Dad too.” 

“Why, burgage is nothing but town 


everyone 


realises, 


| of course, “ omni” meaning 
te bus’ meaning “ two.” 
“Mr, — uid it w acting like a 


is no use 





camel and burv their heads in the sand.” 


| Cade, iY dear. “ (Fade out.) Fi 
Provincial Paper. 


As for the title of this film, I think} 4 
lit had better be simply *“ Sae and Soe.” | Or, we may add, to act like an ostrich 
| A good many of the audience will, of | and be a ship of the desert. 
course, arrive under the impression that | path 
these are the names of two comedians 
who are going to throw cream-tarts at 
each other and fall into barrels of flour. 
But how pleasantly disappointed they 
will be! 

We shall be ready in the next film to 
get on to Ivor. 


“UNSPARING INFLUENZA. 
Duke AND Ducuess Boru Atrrackep.” 
Daily Paper. 
[t is ouly fair to the germ to state 
that neither the Duke nor the Duchess 
was wearing strawberry leaves at the 
time of infection. 


cuiade. 








* Doctors 
‘tlu patients’ h 


: in parts 
From the specimen-page of a new 1es by latch-key.” 
dictionar ‘ Provincial Paper. 

“ Port, n This is certainly more dignified and 
\Can this be a veiled reference to the}less conspicuous than entering by the 
Sublime Porte ? chimney or coal-shoot. 


” 





a harbour; harem. 








| 
| 
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of London are entering } 
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ANYTHING 


A FALLEN SAINT 


} 


Wito is this that trud ue slow, 


their old jokes and introduce 


save a the atric il manager 


g recovered from the 


vudacious demand, will probably eall] papas. 


furtive, through out Bnali hi | 
o thin and brought io lo 
Bent with youl und erat ipod 
pain 
All his robes in tatters flying, 


Racked with tempest, chilled 


lth and hope together dvi 
Nono to aid him, none to rue” 


| Youth, who should acclaim, forgets | 


renee 


nance: 


papers ol the pubare and leave them to 
tell the painful s 
those dear old pe oO 





(Youth, that once he ealled his o 
ve, that might remember, lets jn 


Wander throfigh the land alon 


1} 


Other times and other ways! 


i¢-hall comedian breaking 1 


seererrnene iat Tes 


Once as courier he would spe 
joaring those dear words of priins 
Bowuty’ eyes delight to read 
Pretty maids ran forth to greet lum 
Some with blushes, some with smile 


i 


Stalwart lads would loud entreat | 


wishes to di spose ol brand-new 
Cheap to a good {Ancient British Ruins 


From a publisher's announcement 











inake suitable pet for a barber 


- Boko, the well-known : lites 


‘With our ladies use your wil 


Youth, who should enfold, rojocts him 
(Youth, that held him half divi 
ge, uns rateful Age, noglect sda 
Out-at-clbows VALENTINE! 


* Private Social Tour Myatio Wonderland | 


of N, Africa (Algeria-Tunisia, the Dessert 


Ww @ think he cannot have been a very 
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| THE MAD BULL. 


Vanmer Cra, “Ie YOU CAN'T KEEP THAT BRUTE ON YOUR SIDE OF THE FENCKH I 
SHALL DEAL WITH HIM AS TL THINK FIT, 


Manmer Conus, “WELL, BETWEEN YOU AND ME, - WISI TO GOD YE WOULD.” 
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Parting Guest. 
PLEASANT PARTY.” 


“Sorry | 


MADE 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
Luesday, February 7th.—The Speech 

from the Throne, treating at the outset 

of the usual important but stodgy sub- 

jects, descended at the finish upon a 

lighter note—the announcement of ‘a 
| Bill substituting yearly audit for half- 

yearly audit in the case of Rural Dist- 
rict Councils and Boards of Guardians.” 
This furnished several Opposition speak- 
ers with their best if not their only joke, 
| and, incidentally, is understood to have 
given great satisfaction in Poplar, where 
audits are regarded as very dangerous 
wildfowl, likely to wreak havoc among 
| the indigenous ducks and drakes. 
| The absent are not always in the 
| wrong. There was a pleasant if slightly 
| Suspicious unanimity in the way the 
| Opposition speakers (from Lord Crewr 
| downwards) gave all the praise for the 
| results of the Washington Conference 
| to Mr. Batrour, to the exclusion of his 
| colleagues in the Cabinet. 

Mover and Seconder in the Commons 
permitted themselves more sprightliness 
than usual. Captain Hackine got in 
a little joke about the Geppes “axe” 
and his own patronymic. Captain 


PUNCH, OR THE 


ANOTHER APPOINTMENT 








Evans condoled with the CHANCELLOR 


— 





LONDON 


f i ' 


SO EARLY, Bur I 


OF THE EXCHEQUER on having to tread 
the hard road of economy, like Chris- 
tian, “ with a multitude of counsellors 
but not much companionship,” and 
congratulated the Prime MINIsTEeR on 
the fact that the highway to peace in 
Ireland passed through Wales. 

In the absence of Mr. Asquirn, due 
to a slight accident, Mr. Ciynes led off 
for the Opposition, and gave the Govern- 
ment some “ good hard knocks ”’ of the 
kind affected by the Rev. Robert Spald- 
ing. From his statement that three- 
quarters of the population were quite 
incapable of saving, it must, I suppose, 
be inferred that from the remaining 
quarter come the supporters of all the 
cinemas, publie-houses, footballmatches 
and race-meetings, which might there- 
fore be abolished without apprehension 
of popular clamour. 

Mr. Crynes is not anxious at present 
to have his theories put to the test at 
a General Election, whereas Sir DonaLp 
Maciean thinks that the sooner the 
Government go to the country the bet- 
ter—which makes it all the more re- 
markable that he should urge them 
first to repeal the Safeguarding of In- 
dustries Act, and thus to deprive the 
“Wee Frees” of their best target. 


CHARIVARL 





HAD NO IDEA YOU 


WERE GOING TO HAVE SUCH A 





The Labour Leader had suggested 
that the Government had been forced 
to take up the reform of the Second 
Chamber by the pressure of the “ ex- 
tremists.”” Quite true, replied the | 
Prime MINIstTEr, and their names were | 
AsquitH, who somewhere in the Middle 
Ages said that the question “ brooked 
no delay,” and Grey, who a year or 
two later declared that not to deal with 
it would be “ death and damnation.” 

General SreELy was doubtful whether 
the Government had done enough for | 
France. With a reminiscence, perhaps, | 
of the most famous speech ever made 
by the present Karl Spencer he begged | 
the House “to look at the question 
from the point of view of the French | 
peasant.”” Colonel Jonn Warp shocked | 
some of his old friends by denouncing 
‘self-determination ”’ and “democracy” 
as shibboleths quite inapplicable to 
Oriental peoples; and Mr. Jack JongEs, 
by way of retort to Lord BrrkennEAD’s 
recent attack on the Labour Party, 
called him “a hooligan in a halo.” 

Wednesday, "February 8th.—For an | 
hour or so the debate on the Address | 
in the Lords ambled pleasantly along. | 
Lord HALDANE was distressed because 








neither the Government nor their critics 
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plain principles of administration. More 
and better education was the only re- 
cipe. If all our youth could not go to 
the Universities, let the Universities be 
brought to them, “extra-murally,” in 





CLYNES 


| MR DECLINES. 

“We are not particularly anxious to tal 
the task out of the Gov 
the moment.” 


rnment’s hands at 


the manner of *‘ The Bold Gendarmes.’ 
“ Sometimes our duty 's extra-mural, 
Then little butterflies we chas« 
We like to gambol in things rural, 
Commune with Nature face to fac: 


| new police. 


j 

















seemed to have any idea of laying down | by the dangerous road of humiliation, 


and urging the Government to say at 
once what sort of boundary-adjust- 
ment they had in mind when they 
signed it. 

In the resumed debate on the Address 
Mr. J. H. Tuomas demonstrated the 
solidarity of the Labour Party by wel- 
| coming the prospect of anelection, which 
|Mr. Crynes had deprecated the day 
| before. Captain Craic declared that 
| Ulster had been bet rayed over the 
| boundary question, and drew from Mr. 
| CHAMBERLAIN a defence of the PRIME 
| Minister's conduct of the Lrish nego- 
| tiations which won frequent applause 
| from its subject. 
The evening ended with a lively duel 
| Young Mr. Mostry attacked what he 
| conceive d to be the Egyptian pol cy ol 
} Mr. CuurCHILL in a style so re:niniscent 
| of that statesman’s early efforts that it 
| caused the CoLoNiAL SECRETARY to drop 
| for the moment 
father’ style and : 
| in kind. 

Thursday, February 9th. 


modern “ heavy 
nswer his opponent 


Mr 


| CHURCHILL showed less than his usual } 


| definiteness in explaining w! at had been 
1e British 
None had been dis 
I.R.A., but some had 
no, not given, handed ove 
at a valuation—to the Provisional Gov- 
rnment in order to furnish forth its 
Mr. Lynp suggested that 


| done with tl 
iment in Ireland. 
posed of to the 


| heen siven 


the equipment bad been used by the! 
} ’ 1 "Webs 
invaders of the Northern Border, but} 


The sparks only began to fly when | Mr. Caurcatin had no information as 


Lord LonpoNDERRY moved an amend-| to that and flatly declined to stop the speech of the afternoon was that of 


ment expressive of Northern Ireland’s' transfer of arms, pending inquiry. 


| apprehensions that her terri- 
torial integrity might be in- 
fringed by the proposed 
Boundary Commission. Just 
in time to give point to these 
| fears came the news of the 
raids into Ulster and the 
kidnapping of some scores of 
Northerners by (presumably) 
De Vatera’s braves. By 
way of preamble Lord Car- 
son begged his friends to keep 
| cool; but from the tempera- 
, ture of his subsequent re- 
| marks it was obvious that he 
personally was not suffering 

| trom chill. - 
The Lorp CHANCELLOR 
seemed slightly less happy 
in his defence of the Govern- 
ment than he was last De- 
cember against the same Op- 

ponent; and he stirred up a Se 

still more redoubtable antag- 





Soeguy ta nage 7 ts : 
| onist in Viscount Grry, who nee 
| signalised his return to the THE DRIVING FORCE: AN EARLY-GEORGIAN 
arena by declaring that the (Cire. 1911 ) oa 
Agreement had been reached Mr. Asovrri Mr. Lroxyp Gre : J \ 
: : Mr. L EFORCE. ISCOl 





arms and « quip- 


the Address, regretting that the Goy. 
ernment had failed to deal effectively 
with unemployment, Mr. Nayrnor re. 
duced the effect of an otherwise promis. 
ing maiden speech by urging the Goy. 








Kk at the que stion tl © point 
‘rench peasant 


CiEN S 


hniment to buy up the derelict cotton- 
mills and set the unemployed to make 
cotton-goods for one another; and Mr, 
CLYNES again flirted rather cautiously 
with the idea of a capital levy. - 
In one respect the most effective 


| 


Sir Goprrey Conuins, who attributed 
most of our industrial ills to 
the “ vindictive’’ policy of 
the Government towards Ger- 
many ; for it roused the Prime 
MinIsTEex to a reply recalling 

he vigour of his old party- 

days. The Coalition cheered 
delightedly as he posed Sir 

Goprrery with a variant of 

the old question, “ Under 

whichking, Bezonian?”’ Was 
his leader Mr. Asqurr, who 
professed to be all for ten- 
derness to Germany, or Vis- 
count Grey, who complained 
that the Government was not 
giving greater support v0 | 

France? The cure for un- |} 

employment, he concluded, 

would not be found in incon- 
= sistent criticisms of the Ad- 
ministration. 


j 
{ 





<a * A Tortoiseshell Cat, now nea 
ly extinct: only 7/6.” 

STUDY, 1 
A sacrifice—to save funeral 


sh Paper. 


NT GREY, 


DON CHARIVARI. (Fepruary 15, 1929, 
Onthe Labour Party’s Amendmentio 
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| book, and I can well understand the | 


| relation between a banker and his cus- 


| that the housemaid will not be able to} of initials, thus 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 


| body else. 
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ABOUT CHEQUES. 
Apvice TO A NIECE ON OBTAINING 
A CHEQUE-Book. 

Yrs, my dear, you have now a cheque- | 


perplexities which beset you; for even | 
now, when cheques of vast proportions 
have been passing through my hands 
for many years, there are aspects of 
finance which baffle me. 

For example, I have read that “ the 














tomer is that of debtor and creditor.” 
Keep this idea firmly to the front in| 
all your dealings with your banker and | 
no doubt all will be well. There may | 
be difficult moments. You will find} 
that when you actually venture to enter | 
your bank the beautiful man in the glass 
cage will not conspicuously impress 
you as a crawling debtor, but that is 
what he is; and if he writes you a 
little note, begging to inform you that 
“your account now stands overdrawn | 
to the amount of £37 10s. 4d.,” you| 
have only to reply, “I beg to remind | 
you that you stand to me in the re-| 

| 

| 

| 

| 








| 
| 
} 
| 
| 
| 


lation of debtor to creditor,” and I ex 
pect his tone will alter surprisingly. 

But about cheques. Let us suppose 
that you wish to discharge your gam- 
bling debts to Cousin Mabel. What do 
you do? First of all you tear out a 
Then you tear out the coun- 
and throw it away (it is a useless 
contrivance). Then you fill it in: 

“Pay Mabel Gray or Bearer the sum 
of One million pounds, 

£1 000,000/0,0.” 

How beautiful it looks! Grown-up 
men, of course, who exhibit their child- 
ishnessin nothing so much asthischeque | 
business, usually add “ only” after the 
sum, so you might put “One million | 
pounds only,” or “One million pounds | 
and not a penny more.” 

But you must not leave it like that. 
Note the word “Bearer.” If that] 
stands, the housemaid can walk off with 
the cheque and acquire the million | S1 
pounds by simply handing it across the as 
counter, So you must scratch out| Bearer,’ I gratify Mr.“ Order” by alter- 
“ Bearer” and write the mystie word | ing the sum from “Two pounds” to 
“Order” instead. The effect of this is| Two guineas.” This involves two lots 
: * Two peande 


cheque. 


terfoil 


VALENTINE’'S 





ie guineas 


When 


cash the cheque until she has w ritten | c.Q.T.," and “ £2 $20 c..7.” 


would cause a delay which might very | heaves a sigh of relief, for he knows 


likely lead to her arrest. lthat, though any fool could write 


Next—and this is the cream of the! Order,” or ‘ Guineas,” or “2” in a 
thing—you must write your initials, | good imitation of my handwriting, the 


i a 
oe 2. very tinily under the| skilfullest forger in the world could 


word “Order.” That shows that you| never counterfeit those little squiggles 


5 
~ 


| Scratched out “ Bearer,” and not some- of initials, especially as they usually 


It does—really. develop into a characteristic inimitable 
_ Personally, I cover my cheques with | blot. 

initials, purely to reassure my banker. This surprises you? But I assure 
When I have blasted the hopes of| you that thousands of grown-up men 





DAY : 





GRANNY GETS ONE. 


i all over the world are solemnly doing 
| this thing every day of their lives. The 
| whole fabric of credit is firmly based 
}upon initials. Sometimes (as you will 


one’s initials when signing the cheque; 

jand then the only thing is to 
| squeeze in the missing initial and initial 
it, thus :— 


| : 
to do 


| 
| 


. () €.Q # 
ten 
| Cyrus aq Thompson. 
| That gives the banker an almost 


overpowering sense of security. 
body could have forged the “Q,” but 
who, oh who could haye done the 
“¢.9.7."? 
| But to return to your cheque. Don't 


Any- } 


| find) one absent-mindedly omits one of 
“ Mabel Gray” on the back of it. This|}the banker sees those “¢.9@.7.’8" he! 
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| noble army of faithful crossers. You will 


| Oxr Mituion Pounps.” 


| arrives. 
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imagine that you have done with it. | ning. For days it lies about on my 
You have scarcely begun. The dread- | table, making everything look small, 
ful problems of “crossing ’’ now arise ; | even the bills. Sometimes an editor 
for I presume that you too will join the }comes to tea, and I remark casually 
| during the meal, “I wonder if you could 
go on and on through life drawing those | cash this cheque for me. I have to 
tedious tram-lines across your cheques, | pay the cook’s wages to- light. 

scribbling “ & Co.”’ all sideways on the} duns arrive at the door, | simply wave 
north side, sturdily convinced that in} the cheque at them and they flee away, 
those tram-lines and in that scribble| vowing eternal credit. As the days 


| there lies some miraculous virtue which | pass I begin to believe in it myself and 


will save vou harmless from forgers,| launch out into reckless extravagance. 
thieves, and every kind of monetary|And at last, on a pre-arranged date, 
misfortune, but having no more idea} each of us (Rowland and I) sends his 
of the actual significance of these things | cheque into his bank and curtly requests 


than the Man-in-the-moon. So does;the manager to be so good as to 
vour mother, and so does your aunt, |‘ collect” it. 
und so does every Woman who owns a! You can just imagine the joy at my 





book like yours. So, I may add, 77 
does your uncle. In fact, even 
His Majest y's Judges have not 
finally made up their minds 
about the things you may do to | 
1 cheque, and what they all | 
mean. Sothat forall you know 
this cheque of yours may ulti- 
mately become the subject of a 
Leading Case in the Commer- 
cial Court, which makes it all! 
the more exciting. 

The one thing clear about 
“crossing” is that, if the Bor- 
ough Council, in demanding | 
money for electric light, tells 
you that “all cheques” should 
be crossed ‘‘ London and South- 
West Counties, Smith, Robinson 
and Jones’ Bank a/c Payee,” you | 
should take no notice whatever. 
Let them do their own dirty 
work, 

« But,” you will say, “ I never | 
could write a cheque for a mil- | 
lion pounds.” 

That is where you are wrong. | 
[ do it constantly. So long as | 
you have a friend who has a} 
small hank account and a large 
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"IS MONEY IN THI 


[Fepruary 15, 1922. 
| 
THE PARADOX. 
| Some day probably there will be a 
| tax on speech, but at the moment very 
simple remarks can lead to complicated 
} and futile discussions. 
The particular remark that I have in 
| mind was this from a hostess toa guest 
| who had allowed a certain dish to pass 
| him : “Oh, Mr. Plyte, surely you're 
|not going to refuse one of our mince- 
pies apa 
| Had the hostess said this on or about 
Christmas Day there would have been 
no verbal consequences; Mr. Plyte would 
or would not have taken one an 
matter would have closed. Bu 
utterance on January 23rd the whole 
—— |situation was altered, and this 
|is what happened. 


j 


i the 


}said Mr. Plyte, and the dish 1 
| turned to him. 


Cm 
“it’s lucky.” 
| “Lucky? I don't see how 
| said Mr. Plyte. 
; | “ Why, every mince-pie eate 
c= | before Christmas, you know, en- 
sures a happy month.” 
“ But,” Mr. Plyte objected 
“this is after Christmas.’ 
“True, and it’s before Christ- 
mas too.” 


“ 


= Besides,’ said his neigh} yur, 


Christmas’ is outrageous. 
peal to our hostess. Don't you 
think so? It may be bef 
Christmas in fact, but one would 
be straining the point to call it 
sO. 

The hostess was tactful. 


I ap- 


re 





‘It 
is of course both,” shesaid. “It 
jis after; but also it is before, 
| since January comes before De- 
| cember.”’ 

| “IT admit that,” said Mr. Plyte; 
‘but only pedantically speak- 





cheque-book, your life need never be | bank the next morning. I like to think 
ull. I have such a friend myself, and | of the beaming manager and the beam- 
with these resources we have kept each | ing directors. “By Jove!” they say, 
other happy and affluent for years. | this fellow’s doing well. Who is he 
In this way. I sit down casually }exactly? Must be a brilliant man of 
and draw a cheque: Then, I suppose, they ring 
“Pay Jim Rowland, or Bearer, or | up the Stock Exchange and invest the 
Order, as the case may be, the sum of whole million in Oil. 

And meanwhile, in the back-room, the 
reat fu I cross | jolly little man who manages my ledger 
it gaily, I initial it all over and I send jis proudly writing: “To Cr. By cheque, 
it off, carefully registered. | £1,000,000—Balance, £999,961 17s. 3d.” 

| And if,a little later, he is writing: “To 


| business.” 


1 have great fun doing this. 


You laugh? You think I don't pos- 
ess a million pounds, You err. For far, | Des. Cheque, £1,000,000—Overdrawn, 
far away in Walthamstow Jim Row- | £38 2s. 9d.”"—what matter? He has 
land is writing :— had his hour. 

“Pay C. Q. Thompson the sum of} But, of course, one of these days I 
ONE MILLION Pounps.” iknow that Rowland will forget to send 
_ You can imagine how one enjoys/|me his cheque at all. A situation will 
breakfast the morning that cheque | then arise which will re 


| quire some very 
And that is only the begin- | careful handling. 


g A. P. H. 


ES 


ing. Speaking with ordinary reason- 
able looseness January is not before 


Christmas, but after it.” 


| 
| abandoned their own private conversa- 
itional activities, which were chiefly 
}concerned with new plays, new books, 
The Adventure and winter 
| Sports, and were preparing to join in 
the mince-pie symposium. 

“Sir George,” said the hostess, 
dressing a prominent K.C., * what 
you say? Will a mince-pie eaten on 


Glorious 


) 
ad- 
} 
ao 
i 


| January 23rd bring luck or not ‘ 


“It depends on the cook,” said Si 
George judiciously. 


Christmas or after Christmas ?”’ 

* Both,” said Sir George. “ And,” he 
continued, “whatever the date is, ex- 
cept on December 25th, the answer will 








t by its | 


3ut to call January ‘before | 


By this time other of the guests had | 


“No, I mean is one eating it before | 


| 
| 
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Stranger (with very shketely seat), “Tovcu OF SPRING IN THE arr.” M.F.H. “So I opserve.” 
hethe sume. On every other day Christ- “Oh, I think that’s a shame!” said/mas and have nothing but immediate 


mas has passed and 1s also coming.” lone of the ladies. “ Mr. Plyte didn't 


‘Then one can never have unalloyed | want to eat it at all. He only took it | 


luck by eating one?” !io get some good luck, and now you ‘ve | 
“ Never,” said Sir George emphati-} taken that from him.” 


eally. |} “J am sorry,” said the Canon; “but 
“If t might venture to intervene,” | 1 am sure he enjoyed it. 1 should hke| 
said the Canon, who was sitting on the} another, myself.” 

hostess’s left, “ I think there ought to} ‘Speaking without offence to our | 
be a ruling on the question. No doubt | hostess,” said Mr. Plyte, “ your diges- | 
Sir George is right in the abstract, but | tion must be better than mine. It was} 
only out of deference to her” he bow ed j 
—*that I took one at all. It was my 


! 
| 
: 
In the concrete } 
! 
| 

so had as that!” said the hostess. | wretched digestion that foreed me to} 
| 
' 


| 


“Oh, | hope our mince-pies ave not 


“Ha, ha!” said the Canon. “ Very | become a vegetarian.” 
good. I.et me alter the phrase to that At this point Sir George began to 
} 
lt 


very useful one, ‘for all practical pur- | laugh loudly. 

poses.” f think that for all practical} “ What is the joke?” his neighbour | 
purposes the period in which the con- | inquired. 

sumption of a minee-pie tends to good} * I was amused at the idea of a vege: | 


fortune in the consumer should be con- | tarian eating min e-pies. Don’t you} 
sidered as embracing only a few weeks} know, Sir,” he went on, addressing Mr. | 
anterior to Christmas Day itself. Say! Plyte, “that a good mince-pie has not | 
from November the Ist. ‘Similarly the | only suet in it but very often red beef 
period when the consumption of a | put through a sieve? Hence the word 
mince-pie is merely its own reward |‘ mince.’ ” 

might be made toextend from Christmas Mr. Plyte turned pale. “ No, I had 
Day until, say, the 25th of the January! no notion,” he faltered. 

following. This being the 23rd, Mr. | “As to luck,” said someone hastily, 
Plyte may look forward to no external |“ 1 can assure you that it is possible to 
blessing.” leat a mince pie only a day before Christ- 


_... 





misfortune, for | broke a tooth.” 

“But you may still have a happy 
month none the less,’’ Mr. Plyte’s 
neighbour suggested. “That is all that 
the premature eating of a mince-pie 
offers.” 

“Yes,” said Sir George. “But Mr. 
Plyte will have to wait a long time for 
his, for it is obviously the year after 
the next Christmas that is implicated. 
livery mince-pie eaten before Christmas 


;ensures a happy month in the New 


Year. That is the old saying. Christ- 
mas having just passed, the New Year 
in which the good fortune involved in 
the consumption of the mince-pie in 
question is to result will not be 1922 


but 1923.” 


“Tf I last so long,” Mr. Plyte mur- 
mured, 

“There might still be happiness,” 
said the Canon gently. 

« And, supposing one eats more than 
twelve mince-pies before Christmas, 
what then?” someone inquires. “ Be- 
cause there are only twelve months in 
the New Year, even in Leap Year.” 

But this was too much, and the 
hostess caught the other ladies’ eyes. 

Quite time too. E. V. L. 






































| me bored to death years ago. 


es PUNCH, OR TI 


THE BONUS. 


“ John,” I said across the breakfast-table, “I am surprised 
at your continued existence. It’s sheer effrontery on your 
part.” 

“Must be something of that sort,” said John cheerfully. 
“Something pretty strong, anyway, elso you'd have had 
But he’s improved greatly 
since he married you,” he added, turning to his hostess. 


| « He used to talk one’s head off.” 


“Tf you mean that my conversational opportunities be- 
came suddenly restricted by marriage it may be true, but 
I doubt if it’s tactful of you to say so.” 

Margaret laughed. “Of course it’s true, James. But 
why do you wonder at Johnny's ‘continued existence,’ as 
vou call it? It wouldn’t be existence if it weren't 
tinued, would it?’ 

“I never take metaphysics for breakfast,’ 
‘Pass the marmalade, please.” 

“T know the reason,” said Johnny. “ He thinks 1 ought 
to have died of shame for having beaten him yesterday by 
only three and two instead of ten and eight.” 

“ An ill-timed jest, as you will realise before you are many 
hours older. Read that,” I said as I passed him the Sunday 


con- 


] rt plied. 


paper. “ Read that, you wretched creature, you abandoned 


Civil Servant, and hide your face for ever from your fellow- 
men.” 

“And then your fellow-women will get it all to them- 
selves,” said Margaret graciously. ‘ You'll shave off that 
absurd moustache then, won't you?” 

Johnny glanced idly at the article, which proved conclu- 
sively that the British Empire was rapidly being driven to 
ruin and chaos by an overgrown, inefficient and bloated 


Civil Service; the particular bloat to which most of the | 


rhetoric was devoted being something called the Bonus, 
which apparently enabled each Civil Servant to keep ex- 


| pensive fleets of motor-cars and steam yachts, and to nourish 


; ment it deserves. 


himself with the costliest foods and the rarest vintages. 

“The usual thing,” said Johnny. 
site, battening on the public—that’s you, James. 
idea. Make it five bob a hole and I'll do 
battening this morning.” 

“ Half-a-crown,” I said firmly. 

* Anyway, it isn’t my fault. The public gets the Govern- 
That’s an axiom. You represent the 
public, though you don’t seem to recognise your responsi- 
bility. I represent the official, that is to say the govern- 
ing, class.” He stuck his thumb offensively in his waist- 
coat. ‘ Clearly, therefore, you must have done something 
to deserve me.” 

“Inconceivable!’’ I protested. 

* Nay, nay, be not thus modest, my James. Somewhere 
in your dark and chequered past some bright deed, some 
virtuous action must have flashed athwart the gloom. And 


Good 


some more 


| behold I, the official I, am the result.” 


“This levity disgusts me, coming as it does from a pam- 
pered and swollen bureaucrat who is robbing the State, 
strangling commerce, inhibiting initiative and treading 
underfoot the virile individualism that has made this coun. 
try what it might have been.”’ 

“Splendid, James!” cried Margaret. “Which do we 
sing— Rule, Britannia’ or ‘The Red Flag’?” 

Johnny grinned. “If you'd only follow through like 
that with your wooden clubs, old man, you'd come on like 
anything.” 

" That,” I said, “is a red herring which will not turn me 
aside from exploring the avenue to which | have 
hand.” 


* What a statesman the fellow would make!” said John. 


put my 


[EK LONDON CHARIVARI. 





“It says I’m a para- | 
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“The subject of discussion is the Bonus. Let's stick t 
that.” 

“T concur,” said John heartily. 

“You darén’t after reading the article. 


What are 


going to do about it?” 
“What you suggest—play you for half-a-crown. And 


I ‘ll tell you what I'll do besides. I'll give you four bisques 
as a bonus to assist you in facing the high cost of playing 
golf with me. As I am strong so will I be generous.” 
‘James, dear, you can't possibly accept that, can you?” 
said Margaret, ‘The principle of the thing, you know.” 
“ Hang the principle!” I replied cheerfully, “Come on 
| Johnny.” A - ——= 
| 
AT THE FLY FISHERS’. 
Deeside, and hate Spring’s miracle 
When set to wintry winds, great hillsides haunting 
Let the young angler, ardent, now grow lyrical 
On opening joys, the first spring salmon vaunting 
Drifts in the dyke-sides where the storms have blown thicm 
Chill buds upon the birk—lI too have known them. 


It ego in 





I too have stood in Dee and Don and Deveron, 
When kelts came regular and “ springers ”’ seldon 

To-night ’twould seem the latter fish were never « 

| Or, if they were, my tackle never held ’em ; 

As mad a ploy as any in the planet, 

The gold in it the gold that’s torn from granite. 


Give me a punt where summer Thames religiously 
Lures, with a rumoured trout whereby to anchor, 
Some gallant morn when May has come prodigiously 

With lilac and soft skies, and all things thank her, 
(nd skylarks sing for joy at Heaven's portal, 
Till I forget the trout and that I’m mortal. 


Where Hampshire's loveliest flood is gently flowing 
When the tactician, knotting fly or nymph on his 
Fair double X, gets craftily a-going, 
Till a warm moon stands high above the willows 
And sends us home to dream on country pillows 


| 
j 
| 
| 
| Or else an evening, sweet with Junetide symphonies 
} 
| 


I still depict the night express departing 
In former Februarys, and within her our 

Then youthful selves (what fun it was that starting!) 
Called by the cold pipes of a Highland Pan again 
North through the night, a rod-box in the van again. 


/ 
| 
| Yet sometimes, in the rosy after-dinner hour 
' 


MASSINGER AT THE MIDDLE TEMPLE. 
PerrorMances of Puitie Massincer’s The Great Duke 
| of florence will be given, in the Middle Temple Hall, on 
| February 23rd and 24th, at 8.15, and on February 25th 
at 2.30. The play will be produced by Miss Kirry Asuton 
with some of the same company that last year gave Lalph 
Roister Doister for the Westminster Abbey Fund, and the 
cast will include Miss CaruLeeN Nespirt and Miss Exiza- 
BETH PoLLock. The proceeds are to be devoted to the 
Inns of Court Mission Club, which has a membership of 
between four and five hundred, drawn mainly from the | 
artisan class in the Drury Lane district. The particular 
object of the performances is to raise a fund for the purchase | 
of playing-fields as a memorial to the late Lord Harsncry, 
who was a constant supporter of the Mission. 

Seats may be booked at the offices of Messrs. Lacon AND | 
Ovuier, 2, Burlington Gardens, W., or through Mr. Sier- | 
| 


WELL Coorrr, 5, Paper Buildings, Temple, E.C. Subserip- | 
tions to the Halsbury Memorial Fund will be gratefully | 
received by the Rev. W. E. Brisrow, Inns of Court Mission, 
14, Drury Lane, W.C. 











Vou ! 
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“Winn I TaKE MY HAT OFF? 


TO BE A NUISANCE 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

lv Providence had cut me out for a “Religious Person- 
ality” of sufficient importance to be featured in Painted 
Windows (Mints Anp Boon), I am certain I should have 
prayed far more fervently to be defended from the tender- 
ness of its author, ‘A GENTLEMAN WITH A Duster,” 
| than from his disapprobation. For while I am _ pretty 
| confident that Bishop Gore, Father Knox and Dr. 
| ORCHARD — perhaps the most disfigured of his twelve 
| victims—will be none the worse for their not very taste- 

ful mishandling, I should hardly like to assert the same 
| of Miss Maupe Roypen and Dean ING, who come in for 
| an intimacy and extravagance of adulation which it will 
| take them all their dignity and humour to live down. Dean 
Incr, for example, is credited with the intellect of Lord 
Ac ron, the “forthrightness"’ of Dr. Jounson, the wit of 
VoLTAIRE and the illumination of Socrates; and the list 
of his perfections, put into rhymed anapaests, goes so 
delightfully to the tune of The Colonel's song in Patience 








TO ANYBODY.” 


that I can imagine an ecclesiastical variant—with “and a 
Dean of St. Paul’s is the re-si-du-um” 
refrain—ousting The Heavy Dragoon from all but the most 
militarist drawing-rooms. For the rest, there is enough 
half-submerged truth in the welter of the ‘‘GENTLEMAN’S”’ 


than he does, and a real hindrance to those who know less. 

To see Mr. Leonarp Ricr-Oxiey, Tutor of Keble, Jn a 
Mantle Blue (PALMER) is to see one professionally dedicated 
to “the black gown of an academic life” abandoning him- 


books and walls.” Unluckily this abandonment, as deline- 
ated in the sixteen short essays and half as many lyrics of 
the present volume, is hardly complete enough to transmute 
Mr. Rice-Ox.ey into a true Child of Nature; nor is his 


avows, so that all that remains to be considered is his 
method of reaction to ‘‘ Downs,” “ Harbours,” 











as its inevitable | 


opinions to make him a real help to those who know more | 


self, as far as in him lies, to “a love of things outside of | 


scholarship, despite the Miltonic implications of the title, | 
sufficient to inform his images of the countryside with | 
studious reverie. This latter aim, indeed, he expressly dis- | 


* The Sea,” 
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of the open road. Of what he encountered on a motor- 
bicycle he might sing with another Excursionist, “ Thought 
was not; in enjoyment it expired.” 
particular form of enjoyment is not communicable, eithei 
actually or in retrospect, to the onlooker. Of what he met 
with on foot—the Forest of Dean, with its Roman pits and 
slag-heaps; the Fens, “ unmitigated in their loneliness ;” 
the nocturnal Thames, whose stars “‘ bobbed on the surface 
like golden floats ""—enough remains to show what a less 
facile attitude of exploration might bring to this kindly and 
| perceptive observer—and to his readers. 


| - — noe - _ ——— - - —_ = = : " 
“The Ferry” and other admirably-chosen halts and termina this connection he has much that is entertaining to re 

i 

| 





Tract-novels are notoriously hazardous art-forms, and 


Mr, Guupert Frankav's passionate tract on the divorce 
laws, The Love Story of Aliette Brunton (Hutcutnson), 
| suffers from a violence which lessens its persuasiveness. 
Aliette is the wife of Hector Brunton, a brilliant but un- 
pleasant barrister and unfaithful husband, yet not techni- 
| cally cruel. When Aliette (~~ aia Sites 

| and Ronnie Cavendish, also \te ¥! ' 

a barrister but very nice, ,. op. opak Pa! 

fall desperately in lov ay (A) iE pes 
and she, by way of doing ¢«; rEg toe 

the square thing, tells : XY hi 

her husband that she pro- | ' {4 

| poses leaving him, //ector | ~ 

will not set her free. In 

vain does his father, 

Admiral with the gift of *% 

tongues, call him a cad 

with variations. In vain 

does Society endorse thi 





verdict. Hector goes on 
| snapping his fingers and 
| Winning his cases — all 
| except the great murde 
| case, when the brilliant 


| young counsel for the de 
fence is—yes, our Ronnie 
| ‘ , 

| Defeat softens him. He 
does the right thing anu Helpful Smal ’ 
STOLEN ABOUT TEN MINUTES AGO,” 


| even wangles a speeding 


| up of legal processes so Car Owner, “WELL, WHY DIDN 


Unfortunately this | 





reiate 


jo! the days when the central figure of the Turf was Kua | 


| Epwarp—here persistently referred to, through the moutl, 
of a lady of note, as “ His Nibs.”” In this much-tilled field 
it is not surprising that some familiar anecdotes crop up 
notably the one about “ Roppy” Owen ou the parad 
‘and Major Harpine Cox breaks more virginal soil 
with his own amusing experiences as a Master of Harriers 
and of Foxhounds (the Old Berkeley). But not every bra: 
of the chase has attracted him. “ Personally, Lholdno! 
for stag-hunting in any shape or form,” he says; “ k 
lof all for the hunting of the so-called ‘wild’ beast by th: 
| Devon and Somerset.” Exmoor enthusiasts, however. wi] 
| be relieved to learn that this pronouncement is based 
three not very happy days ; and, on the other hand, thy 
will probably be readers at least as well qualified to en 
Jorrocks’s poor opinion ol hare-hunting in general and 
Major Harpina Cox’s special fancy, coursing, in part 
] 


| 


ground 


‘igeon-shooting from traps also receives the author's con 


j}demnation, not from the 
jhumanitarian 
iwhich existed 
i J | sportsmen long hefore it 
| was stimulated by ane 
f |paper stunt, but becaus: 
lit amounts to “ trick 
| shooting. By way of com 
parison, on the question « 
cruelty, he draws L picture 
of a pheasant with bot 
legs shattered by a bun; 
] 


| 
} 
| 
leg | 
ling shot and yet able te 
| fly beyond the rounds ol 
i the keepers and their dogs 
'The note of good sport 
manship ringstrueenoug! 


throughout this sprightly 
and very readable | | 





Fa 


CaptainC. A. W. Mons 
TON had already given us 


PARDON, DI! BUT YOUR CAR WAS 


a New Resident 


Guinea 


some of his experiences as 


7 

| | ; 

| r YOU RAISE AN ALARM AND STOP THE Magistrate, and Last Days 

| that young Master Caven-| THIEVES? lin New Guinea (Lane) | 

dish is born in the plea- | a coger age 2 tHAT, SIR; BUT IT's aLL niGHT—I | brings them, I fear, to an | 
, : sER O THE < t. , 

| sant odour ol legitimacy. | ae = tat AS aden : Ps are 7 . ; ee A end. His frank: eSS is | 

i 2, ‘ ‘ . rT . .4 : . ¢ . 

; Dut it was a near thing The story was interesting |most engaging, but some of the officials with whom he 

enough to keep me reading past the small hours. But the} waxes so indignant would have to be peculiarly pachydet 

tract left me lukewarm. Hector needn't have been a cad|matous to agree with this opinion. The valuable part of 

| and still Alietie and Ronnie might have fallen in love: and | 


surely no conceivable reform of the law could compel a 
man to divorce his wife. Or, again, he might have been a 
strict Catholic, Roman or English. There are, of course, 
plenty of anomalies in the law of divorce which could be 
remedied, but this doesn’t appear to be one of them. | 


very much doubt, too, whether the outlawry of Ronnie! 


our author suggests, especially as no one approved of 
bulldog Hector. But even so, ought it to have mattered 
so much to such impassioned friends ? 


} and Aliette would have been anything like so complete " 


In his title Major Harpixa Cox has 
justice to his book, for Chasing and Racing : 
Reminiscences (Lann) deals extensively with several othe 
sports and pastimes. Under the two heads specified the 
author has filled a good half of the volume with his early 
“leather-flapping " adventures with ponies and galloways 
and later as an owner and rider of full-sized race-h. ‘In 





scarcely 








iorses. In 





done! 
Some S pe rliary | 


| his narrative, however, is not that 


linet 
just 


in which he tells us 
what he thought of the officials at Port Moresby 
| Its virtue lies in its descriptions of life in New Guinea 
jand in the accounts of his exploratory work. In rather a 
happy go-lucky style he has succeeded in writing a 
hook that is at once an excellent tale of adventure and 
a rich storehouse of instruction. Here is an opportunity 
to fill a vacuum, as common, I imagine, as it is deplorable, 
}in our education, and to read of brave and loyal men and 
| ol a country which gives them endless scope to show their 
qualities, I amin debt to the author for much information 
}and amusement, and, if he had not peppered his pages quite 
80 lavishly with notes of exclamation, I should be without 
| the smallest grievance against him. 








The Truth about Browning ? 


“It wa not for nothing that Wordsworth commenced a poem, 
‘The year's at the Spring,’ and concluded it, ‘ All’s right with 
the world,’ "— Local Papei i 
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| Government, it see 
| ri 
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“Tur removal of the Government 
huts in the Embankment Gardens,’ 
savs The Westminster Gazette," restore 
to sight some of our statues.” The 
ms, can do nothing 
ght. 

« Where is the demand for cat-skins 
mostly felt?’ was one of the questions 


recently set in a Surrey secondary } 
« ~ . 


school. The answer is “ Among eats.” 


“One of the lions at the Zoo,” says 


a zoologist in a contemporary, “ lost 


its temper and killed a mouse with its| 
paw.” We expect, if the truth were 
known, it was the mouse that started it 

Mr. Ropert Stewart, the British 
representative, has won the draughts 
championship of the {~ ae 
world. It is good to 


know that we are still 
producing boys of the 
bull-dog breed. 


In Poplar a portable 
ozone-machine is being | 
used to fight the whoop 
ing-cough. This con- 
trivance should not be | 
confused with Mr. Lans- | 
BURY. 


An American engin- 
eer who has been on 
strike for thirty - four 
years has just started | 
work again. It is said 
that his colleagues have | 
insisted that in the next | 
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| ings will be heavily fined. It looks as 
| if the kill-joy spirit is eating its way into 
| the pastimes of America. , 

| 

| In view of the possible return of gold 
‘coins to circulation, a tailor who is 
‘largely patronised by the New Rich in 
{forms us that many of his clients are 
lhaving their trouser pockets strength- 
ened, 

A Balham man, we read, has a mule 
ij Which insists on walking backwards 
It is said that this is due to the fact 
lthat it was stung by a Ford car when 
‘ was quite young. 


In order to obtain cigarettes in a 
| . iT . , 
.jrailway buifet after eight o'clock at 


jnight one must purchase a sandwich. 
|The sandwich, of course, comes in very 
luseful for striking matches on. 





Shipwrecked Passenger (from force of habit, as the ration of water, six drop 
is doled out). “Don’t Drown rt, Miss.” 





strike he must be handicapped. 


k 

“Tf all the spectators at last year's 
Cup Tie matches were formed up in 
single column,” says a weekly paper, 
“they would reach from Edinburgh to 
London and back.” They might reach 
to London, but would the Scotsmen 
among them ever go back ? 


According to Men’s Wear, a big effort 
is to be made to popularise the straw 
hat for men this summer. It is said 
that Carmelite House is considering 
the advisability of cancelling the inven- 
tion of the Sandringham hat. 


“French football,” says a sporting 
Writer, “is in danger of being spoiled by 
courtesy.” It is doubtful whether any 
British football spectator could stand 
and watch a visiting team kissing the 
referee. - 

Under the Anti-Lynching laws of 
America any State permitting lynch- 


rupt. With this precedent before us 
| we are thinking of asking the tax-col- 
lector to take it out in blackbeetles, 





| 

| “In order to live long,” says Dr. 
iStrernHen Soiru, a New York centen- 
| arian, “give up tobacco, alcohol, meat 
land easy-chairs.” Those who continue 
ito live after that will only have them- 
| selves to blame. ; 


Attention has been drawn to the 
arrival of a wild gadwall drake on the 
| Round Pond in Kensington Gardens, 
| Locally it is regarded as a portent of a 
| General Election. 
| 
| “Beau Brummel Convicts” is a Daily 
Express heading referring to the per- 
mission granted to Parkhurst prisoners 
to grow beards. The criminal classes, 
of course, are notoriously faithful to 


j the hairy faced fashions 

of the Regency period. 
Weare reminded that 

|} the new Pore, when li 
brarian at the Vatican 
ittended the unveiling 
}of the Bacon statue at 
| Oxford, and at the ban- 
quet occupied the seat 
'of honour between the 
Vice-CHANCELLOR and 
Lord Curzon. It is 
| greatly to his creditthat 
| he seems to be settling 
| dow n in present 
| position, 
| 


his 
+ 
* 
The EMPRESS OP 
JALAN issaid to be about 





to the laundry to be cleaned,” says an 
evening paper. We shall continue to 
send ours there to be sharpened. 


Two natives of Nairobi are reported 
to have saved their father from a lion 
by pulling its tail. 
Brighter Nairobi movement is catch- 
ing on. “ss 

With reference to the music-hall ban 
on old jokes it is said that Mr. D. W. 
Grirritus is already at work on a 
stupendous film masterpiece entitled 
“The Birth of a New Joke.” 


Professor Jonn H. Genrovunp, of 
Dartmouth College, U.S.A., reports the 
discovery of a blue caterpillar. If this 
is an attempt to divert attention from 
the presence of Mrs. AsquiTH, we re- 
gard it as regrettable. 


A collection of insects was stated to 
be among the assets of a recent bank- 











“There is now no need to send collars | 


It looks as if the’ 


J to start on a pilgrimage 
to the shrine of Jinao, the warlike 
widow of a former Mikado and mother 
of Hacuiman, god of war. It is feared 
| that the only course now open to Lord 
Nortacuirr®, who has already ex- 
} 
} 


pressed his disapproval of the Jingo 
[spirit in the Far Kast, is to recall his 
representative at Tokio. 








The recent practical joke played upon 

the Vicr-CHanceLLor of Oxford Uni- 

M4 ° “cs nm 
versity is now locally known as The 
Gumpowder Plot.” 

“A novel feature of the Fancy Dress Com 
petition was that no costume should exececd 
js. to produce. 
follows : 


Almost too easy, in our judgment. 


The prize winners were as 


Miss —— (Eve)... .”—Local Paper. 


From a trade circular :— 

* Copy of Unsolicite d Testimonials: ‘Tt is 
not the colours that « but the Quality, 
which in your material is next to none,’ ” 


ount, 


This certainly has the air of being un- 
solicited. 

















VOL. CLXII 





































PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





[Feprvary 22, 1922, 














Ler me die happy, who have seen the day 
Hopelessly prayed-for all these weary years! 

Stripped are the huts that screened the river way 
And through the naked timbers Thames appears: 

These eyes, with grateful moisture dim, have viewed 
Their loathsome frames collapsing by the acre 

Before the leisurely onset of the rude 

House-breaker. 





No longer in an atmosphere of peace 
Here shall our Cuthberts keep the War alive ; 
For ever now those bonus-wages cease 
For which they toiled so hard from ten to five ; 
No more the flapper, flaunting half-silk hose, 
Shall seize the generous interludes allowed her 
| To cook her crumpet or repair her nose 
With powder. 


] was a young man when the huts were made, 
And now am old; but on the verge of night 
The curse is gone which cast that dreadful shade, 
And lo! at eventime there shall be light; 
And near the open casement I shall lie 

Watching the low sun gild the tide-way’s marges 
And hear unearthly music floating by 

On barges. 


As for the Minister whose gracious word 

Restores my ancient lights from out the dark, 
And to the pelican, that jocund bird, 

His ravished freedom of St. James’s Park— 
I'll bid the remnant of my lungs expand 

With what of vocal breath inside ’em tarries 
To hymn the noble Earl of Crawrorp AnD 

3ALCARRES. O. §. 


EYES AND EARS. 

Tue other night I went to a charity entertainment to 
play Gilbey’s accompaniment. His name is not Gilbey 
really, but Gilbey under any other name would sing as 
badly, so it doesn’t matter. Gilbey always sings at charity 
entertainments. In fact, they are the only occasions on 
which he is ever allowed to sing in public. Only charitable 
people will listen to Gilbey. 
| Gilbey’s voice is peculiar. It is the sort of voice which 
| could easily still hurricanes and bestride whirlwinds. Put 
| to some such useful work there might yet be a welcome in 
| the world for it. But on calm days it is apt to be a little 

overwhelming. Gilbey has top notes which make bits of 

plaster fall from the ceiling, and his more tender passages 
| have been known seriously to affect the gas-meter in the 
| basement. There is nothing mean about Gilbey's voice 
| It is a generous voice. And there is nothing mean about 
} 


Gilbey. He does his best ; he gives you all he knows. 

That the expedition ended in what was practically a 

| fiasco was not our fault. Gilbey said, “ The Orphanage— 

where the concert is,” quite clearly to the taxi-man at the 
| station, and in due time we were deposited in front of a 
| large building that looked exactly like an orphan. I mean, 
| it looked as though no one would have owned it if he could 
| have helped it. 

We knew we were late, so Gilbey simply said to the 
attendant at the door, “ Performing at the concert,” and in 
a couple of minutes we found ourselves on a platform with 

| the usual galaxy of talent. A solemn conjurer held the 
floor, doing impossible things with rabbits and little coloured 
| handkerchiefs, amid a dead silence. We had a sort of feeling 
' 





THE PASSING OF THE EMBANKMENT HUTS. 


that he wasn’t going well, and we looked at the audience 
anxiously. 

“T say, pretty ripe old orphans, aren't they ?”’ whispered 
Gilbey, indicating the bald-headed old men and white-haired 
old dames who sat in silent rows. 

“If it comes to that, I don’t see how they could expect to 
be anything else at their age,” I whispered back. 

But there certainly did seem to be a remarkable absence 
of bond-fide orphans about. Of course they were orphans 
all right, anyone could see that, but not in the charitable 
sense. 

All at once the conjurer finished amid faint applause. 
Gilbey jumped to his feet, thrusting a piece of music into 
my hand. It was “Two Eyes of Grey.” 

‘« This "Il wake ‘em up a bit, orphans or no orphans,” he 
said. 

Now, if there is one song which Gilbey ought not to be 
allowed to sing, it is ‘* Two Eyes of Grey.” Iam saying 
nothing against the song itself, only it doesn’t suit Gilbey. 
He requires something with a barrage in it, the drumming 
of hoofs and the rumbling of adjacent thunder. He likes, 
as he says, a song with “ meat” in it. 
at it, there is really very little “meat” in ‘Two Eyes of 
Grey.” It needs handling with care. It needs sympathy and 
a broken heart. It needs a tremor, a vibrant under-current 
of melancholy, a longing, a—oh, it needs lots of things! 

I have in the past heard sergeant-majors apostrophise 
eyes (colour unstated), and Gilbey began on those two 
eyes of grey as though they belonged to an awkward 
recruit. He flung them to the zenith with a roar and 
caught them as they fell. He hurled them to right and 
left, trampled on them, smashed and pulverised them. He 
shouted them down and dared them to come on again. He 
bullied them and man-handled them and flattened them 
out. And then, with a final effort, he gathered the tat- 
tered shreds together and buried them under a volume of 
sound that would have pulverised a pyramid. 

It wasimmense. Everybody on the platform agreed that 
it was immense. Gilbey himself said that he thought he'd 
got hold of it pretty well for a song with no “ meat” in it. 

But nobody applauded at all. 

Then the Matron came on to the platform. 

“It’s so kind of you to come and sing to them,” she 
said, ‘ but I’m afraid they couldn't hear you.” 

“ Not—not hear me!” stammered Gilbey. 

His world reeled. He looked round feebly and clung to 
a chair. In his time he had heard lots of hard things said 
about his singing, but never that. 

“Mr, Chadderwick ought to have warned you.” 

“ Mr. Chadderwick ?”” 

“ He arranged the entertainment.” 

“But I don’t know him. Isn't 
age?” 

“Oh, no. The Orphanage is a mile further down the 
road. This is the Home for the Aged Deaf and Dumb.” 


isn't this the Orplan- 


“ And to think,” groaned Gilbey as we left, “ that all that 
was wasted.” 

But it wasn’t wasted. When I got home and tapped the 
barometer I realised that. 








The Geddes Axe. 
“ Where are you going to, my pretty maid?” 
“I'm going a-typing, Sir,” she said. 
“ Where are you doing it, my pretty maid?” 
“T’m typing in Whitehall, Sir,” she said. 
“ Why aren't you flitting, my pretty maid?” 
. Nobody axed me, Sir,” she said. 








However you look | 
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Lady Sybil. “Hap ANY DECENT HUNT 


ir Thomas (K.B.E.). “An, no, I 


FILM STUDIES. 
Il.—Trcuniqur. 

Iv is very important that the phrase, 
‘the technique of the film,” should be 
understood. Wecan explain it best by 
choosing some central situation in 
plot, like the plucking of a rose, the 
hurling of a lump of dough, or the 
arrival of a love-letter, and see how the 
film-producer deals with it. Let us sup 
pose, then, the fo lowing case : 

Lady Kileen L ath im, married to 
drunken husband, receives a letter from 
her childhood’s frend, ¢ u} tain Cre 
Blimph. 


\ stranger to the pictures m ht 
imagine that in a big house, full of tigen 
skins and gilt pillars and palms, the 
arrival of the post would be a quite 
ordinary affair. He might think that 
circulars would arrive and catalogues 
ind income-tax forms and notes be 
ginning, “ Dear Sir, Madam, or Occu 
pier,” all mixed up together with letters 
from personal friends. In_ thinking 


this the stranger at the pictures would | 


show his complete ignorance of the 
technique of the film. 
The letter comes (one lonely letter) 
on a silver salyer from the far-off end 
! 


A letter with a stamp on it. 
| 
i pares to leer. She h is taken it. 
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InG, Sin Tomas? 


VE PRACTICALLY GIVEN IT UP BECOMING T 


{the room about a quarter-of-a-mile 


}away, carried by a stately inan in knee 
| breeches, with powder on his hair 


Will it be an important letter? It 
will. You can see from the way that 
Kileen nervously snatches at it 
without looking at the handwriting on 
he envelope that every letter she evei 
receives has about the same effect on 
her as a bucketful of boiling tar. 
she does not know it, Lady Eileen is ob 


served. By tl 


he 1s quite impassive, heroically calm. | 


has probably been chosen from 
t} her footmen for his 
irage in meeting the village post 
yn the doorstep without palpita- 
tions of the heart. He doesn’t notice 
the lurker either; but a lurker there is. 
Hiding behind a pillar stands Daventry, 
the would-be blackmailing lover, Lady 
EKileen’s béte noire, the man whom we 
’ 


know by his leer. The dramatic mo 


He 
mongst the ot 


ment he has waited for so long has 


g 
arrived at last. 


L ti Kileen 


is received a li {ter 
Just as he expected. \ real letter. 
He pre- 


Lady EHileen now reads the lett 
We do not want 
private correspondence, but we 
It is flashed upon the sereen 
badly written. ‘There ave two | 


I ’ ‘ 
ee , 5 mM 1. | Lend of th iLtiable 
But look! Who lurks there’? Though —" an oot 


» footman, of course; but | : ae 
end of the shvubery at 10 p 


She thrusts the letten 
velope down the front of her dre 
| has to put it there. 
ceptacle for important letters | 
ladies ever use. 
She must have al 


She goes out into the garden, t 
| we have another “ close up 


letter, but something, some s 
tuition, has told him t 


Inistel 


Stealthy 


"1 ] . . ° 
She! lurking behind trees and pausi 
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g to open it. She has op 


! 1] 
lam leaving for ll 
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nd el 
She 
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| now and then to practise enlarging his 


' garden-bench near the fountain, the 


leer, he follows. " 


Lady Eileen sits down at last on a 


same bench on which she sat with 
George and confessed how grey life was, 
the same bench on which she sat when 
her husband, returning from a carouse, 
brutally explained to her that his affec- 
tion was now dead. It could tell strange 
stories of the past if it could only talk, 
that silent old garden bench. As it is, } 
it has to rely on pictures. Lady Eileen } 
cannot sit down on this bench without! 


seeing visions. We cannot see her! 
sitting down without seeing them too. 


Seated on this bench, then, Lady Lileen 


| plucks the letter out again and reads it. 


She sobs. Quite slowly, so that you| 


| can see her face pucker and wrinkle up | 


we are now going to have a large pic- 


| under her eyes. 


gradually, and big drops begin to well | 

She sobs. She clasps | 
the letter to her breast. She does this | 
with her left hand. Why? 


Because | 


ture of her left hand with a large letter | 
init. On the third finger of that hand | 
there isalargering. Lady Eileen, you 
see, is married, and she has received a| 
love-letter from a man who is not her | 
husband. The ring on that finger is a} 
weddibg-ring, 


| 
Shesobssome more. Thenshe thrusts | 


| the letter back, back into the place 


where she keeps her letters. She thinks 
she does, at least, but she is careless. 
Only the envelope goes back. The letter | 





| falls fluttering to the ground. | 


| make to that letter 2” 


And now Daventry steals up behind 
the bench, rosebush by rosebush, leer 
after leer. Hecomes round to the front | 
of the bench and bends down slowly. 
He picks the letter up. In case you} 
should think he is only tying up his 
bootlace, we now have a special picture 
of a big hand, a big unpleasant clawing | 
hand, picking up a big piece of paper | 
out of a tuft of big grass. He smooths | 
out the letter and reads it. So do we. | 
It comes on the screen again. It is | 
just the same letter. Not a word has| 
been altered. It is not even crumpled. | 
Nobody has corrected the spelling. 
Daventry is just going to put it in his 
pocket when Lady Eileen turns round 
with a start of surprise. 
seen him before. 
sobbing to us, 


She has not 
She was too busy 
Daventry bows low and 
holds the letter towards her. 

* Excuse me, but [ think you dropped 
this.” 

“ Thank you,” she quavers. 

Daventry’s face gets into the leering 
position again, 

“ What answer do you propose to 


_ She snatches it from him and tears 
it into tiny bits that flutter down among 





























‘ % ie 


Tommy (waiching delicacies being taken to invalid), “Mummy, May I Have tH 
MEASLES WHEN VIOLET ’S FINISHED WITH THEM?” 








Good-bye, little letter! You have gone. Our Linguists. 
But we are certain to see you again if 


we only wait till to-morrow morning, | conductor, which occurred in Leipsic last 





the rose-petals on the grass. 


when Lady Eileen will have to sit week, removes the greatest prima donna of the 


down and write an answer to you. 
For then you will flash through Lady 
Eileen’s film mind, just the same as 
ever, in case we have forgotten what 
you said. Or through Daventry’s film 
mind whenever he feels compelled to leer 





baton the musical world has ever known.” 


Weekly Paper. 





“ At a private conference on unemployment 
at the —— Town Hall the relief works sug 
gested including the clearing of slump areas.” 

Provincial Paper. 
Our broker says they might make a 


again. Au revoir, little letter—we shall! start with the Stock Exchange. 


always be glad to read you. 


That is what one means by “ the} 
Evor. | 


technique of the film.” 








“TRISH IRISHMEN’S MOVE.” 
Headline in Liverpool Paper, 


“SAVINGS ON THE NAVY. 
REDUCTION OF £35,000 MEN.” 
Headlines in Daily Paper. 


| EKvenif they canonly get rid of a hundred 
}or so of these expensive sailors the | 


A pleasant change after the Spanish- | GeppES Committee will be amply jus- 


American variety. 


tified. 


vinScaleal 


“The death of Arthur Nikisch, the great 
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THE ART GF THE SUNDAY ORACLE. 


Ir the 
fault of the modern oracles, who never 
withdraw behind a curtain of silence, | 
and whose forcible messages, if 


enigmatical, are certainly not so brief | t 


as those of the oracles of ancient times. 


The modern style, with a little practice, | 


is not difficult to acquire, and I shall 

now show how it is done, illustrating 

my remarks with devices favoured by 

the most persevering of our priesthood. 
f 

From the beginning of his article the 


oracle is consumed with anxiety lest 


you (as the reader) should allow your} 


attention to wander and 
therefore it is not unusual for him 
to stimulate your interest by ar- 
ranging afew lines inthis manne) 


las if they embodied some specially 
| striking thought; and perhaps, if he 
has a strong suspicion that you are 


| figuratively speaking, 


| - 
| again your 


becoming heavy-lidded, he may, 
shout in 
your car in this heavy type. 

In tl] way you will be lured oi 
bullied va parag raph to paragraph 
ee: the 
at “ah i 
wlalics, which, you musl 


a@ scredi if € 


deas. 


my hasis to commoi 
* 


There those stars again. lew 
oracles dispense with these. Mr. Bot 
roMLEY favours three in a row; Mi: 
Lovat Fraser does his work with four 


it is purely a question of taste. It is 


are 


| cheap cynicism to Say that the use of 


these stars is a device 
space without wasting 
thousand words more o1 


for filling up 
words, A few 
less is nothing 
to an oracle, and thestars more probably 
indicate that something has been left 
out. My own opinion is that they act 
as a warning that is about 


the oracle 


less | 


succeeding columns : or | 
interest will be maintained | 
pite ly mainly with the use of | 
admit, give | 


} } 
(predece 
i 


i had to be heard to be 


to switch on to a fresh aspect of| 


his subject, an occurrence which 
otherwise might easily escape 
your notice. 


Very oiten will find that the 
oracle inserts a photograph of himself 
in the middle of the letterpress, 
thus giving you a delightful 
sense of being in personal touch 

with him. 
The portrait is designed to harmonise 
with his message, and therefore varies 
according to whether his line is moral 
or political. The Great Lay Preacher 
or Expounder of Sublime Truths will 
reveal himself with soulful eyes and 
an accentuated brow; whereas the 
Political Oracle will usually show you a 
forceful face and a good e. apa of jaw. 


you 


| 
| 





A notable exception to this ge eneralisa- | 


tion is Lord RoTHERMERE, who, keeping | 
sritish Sunday is dull it is no| himself in the background, often illus- | 


trates an article with the portr ait of 
|the unfortunate human being who has 
inspired his pen. For instance, after 
manner of the Chinese torture ol 
athousand cuts, his Lordship has 
condemned Mr. Liroyp GEorGE 


, 
the 





to political death by a thousand 
P wrertul articles and at every 
age holds before our eyes the latest 


 porerait of the lingering victim. 


There is no lack - seotters who say 
that phot | { 


wraphs, | like the stars, 


used for occupying space W hich other- 
wise would have to be filled in with 
i words, but if that were so why do the 
racles content themselves with vignettes 
hen a cat . s ? woilttd he SO much 
hetler adapted ¢ this purpose 4 


The Wind-up. 


Chis time inst 
, 


1 
sub-title—a 


ead of stars Iam using 
device of the oracle to 


give you a clue to the underlying mean- 


ing of the verbiage which follows it. 
Hence I have labelled this final para- 
graph “The wind-up” (meaning, of 


he finish, not the vertical gust), 
shows how the oracle 


finishes up when he gets to the 


course, t 


hecause if 


end. 
. ‘ | | 4] MJ 
It is hard to say whether the Sunday 
Oracle isan improvement on the ancient 
institution, cng! it is safe to assert that 


than a weather 
prophet he is rarely as trustworthy as 
Old Moore, and in a final frenzy of italies 
{ will that * 


SO MUCH WOE € 


il he is more eliable 


say of his message it ain't 


; 


way ( S€Z Ul. 
Another powerfully-printed article 


like the above will NOT appear in 
any succeeding issue.— Ip. 


] 
S€zZ Us the 





Another Glimpse of the Obvious. 


From the notice of a musical recital 


utstanding performance which 





appreciated fully.” 
Zealand Pa; Pi 
“(GOVERNMENT SURPLUS 

New Army Officers’ Trench Coats, Tripe 
proc f Gabardine.”— Adri. in Provincial Paper 
No reader of the sensational Press| 
should be without one. 

“One bright spot there was in the oasis of 
dulness, and it came last with the February 


Ilurdle Handicap." —Daily Paper, 

We always think that a bit of desert 
in the middle of a howling oasis makes 
the best kind of race-course. 





We ave asked to announce that the 
Geppes Report may be sung in public 
without fee or licence at the performer’s 
own risk. The film rights, however, are 
reserved by the authors. 


are |} 


INFLUENZA, 
By an Aurrvist. 
Tuey bring me dainty things to eat, 
| They put hot bottles to my feet, 
They keep the room a certain heat, 
They try to do their part ; 
They read aloud about the Popr, 
They tell me not to give up hope, 
The doctor stabs his stethoscope 
Upon my halting heart. 


| My room is full of bulbs in bowls 
| Donated by ‘well-meaning souls, 
It scintillates with shining shoals 
| Of golden daffodils, 
| The firstlings of the early year ; 
But oh, when shall I make it clear 
That all I wish for is to hear 
About my neighbours’ ills ? 


| 1 want to know if Mr. P. 

| Has horrid piercing pains like me, 

\nd if he bears them cheerfully 
Or murmurs in his bed; 

And if his bones are really racked, 

And if his ribs seem tightly tacked 

Together (after being cracked 
With needle and with thread. 


I love my nurse to come and say, 
‘A lot more people down to-day ; 
And Captain C., across the way, 
Has got the gastric kind ; 
They say he cannot touch his meals, 
{nd if they ask him how he feels 
He mutters, ‘ Bad from head to heels, 
In body and in mind.’ ” 


Each painful pang, each gastric groan, 
Ah, would that I might heal! 

And yet I know that I was glad, 

After that awful head I had, 

To learn that Brown’s was just as 
And had that giddy feel. 


bad 





‘Je prend mon bien,” said old Moy- 
TAIGNE, 
‘Ou je le trouve.” O worthy brain! 
[ll share his wisdom once again 
So take that horrid toast 
(nd stuffy chicken-broth away, 
(nd go to Mr. P. and say, 
! wonder how he is to-day, 
And where it hurts him most. 








‘‘The high that proved too high.” 


‘Joints of meat which sold readily in 1914 
are now seldom asked for.”— Provincial Paper. 





Beneath a portrait in an Indian 


paper : 

“Mr, Bliss Carman, crowned with a wreath 
of maple leaves, whieh the Montreal branch 
of the Canadian Authors’ Association recently 


laid at his feet, by putting on his head 
It is only fair to say that in the picture 
Mr. Carman is right side up again. 





Nay, do not think my heart is stone— 
Kach tweaking twinge, each aching | 
5 5D 5 

hone, 








ie Las 





2 YP 
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THE COLONEL ENTERTAINS. 


BELATED GUESTS INTERRUPT THEIR HOST’S DISCOURSE ON THE SUBJECT OF 
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“*Those of you who could do with a| 


THE WEE FLUTTERER. | bit of extra pin-money,’” she read, 
Patrrent though I am—I say, patient | * ‘might do worse than have a wee 
and indulgent to a degree though I am | flutter in Dodge's United Diamonds 
I admit that when Mollie kept on| or “ Duds,” as Brother Broker charm- 
returning persistently to the subject of | ingly calls ‘em. = 2 ‘ve had the tip from 
the antique Welsh dresser, I realised | one who knows. oats 
that the time had come when I must «And so?” | prompted without the 


put my foot down once and for all. So|semblance of enthusiasm. 

down it went. “ Andso,” said Mollie complacently, 
“No,” I barked—“ 20; we cannot & had one.” 

ufford twenty-five pounds for « Weizh | Again my eloquent eyebrows spoke. 

dresser. That is final. | “A wee flutter,” she explained gig- 
As soon as I had said this I weut out! gling. ‘Cousin George helped me 

swiftly, for fear my foot should come he's a | 

up again. | change, 


you know. 


And she | 


what I expected (and what I had armed | arranged it all between us.” 
myself against by the es ye 

purchase of half-a- 
dozen daffodils at six- 
pence a petal) when 
[ returned home that 
evening. The happily 
married man will be in 
the wrong once again. 
Mollie, radiant, 
braced me even before 





em- 


she had seen the daffo- 
dils. 

“Tt’s all right about 
the Welsh dresser,” she | 
assured me_ eagerly. | 
“ Don’t bother your old | 
head any more about it. | 





I’ve arranged evyery- | y ¢ PP FTF i eer. 
thing. Oh, what dar-| /4 AWK y Ty y fi Y ij YY 
ling daffs.!”’ | %, s \ \ y iP Vf YUH, <a 


} 
1 surrendered the | 
flowers with a self-con- 
scious smirk. She took | 
and chucked them—lI | 
mean chucked, in the} 





job-master on the Stock Ex- | 
I called. at his} Already you velost twenty-five pounds.” 


The happily married man will know | office in Throgmorton Avenue and we] It 
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guessed, no doubt, that, despite my mis. 
| givings, Duds went up and up and up. 
Well, youarein error. Duds went down 
anddownanddown. Andwhenthey had 
dropped five shillings I steeled my self 
to break the news to Mollie. I hated 
doing it, because by each post she was 
expecting a cheque from Cousin George, 
Poor wee flutterer! A dove with a 
broken wing amongst the birds of prey 
in Posh and Throgmorton Avenue! — 

“Mollie,” I said, looking up fron 
the evening paper—* Mollie, you know 
those Duds you bought ? Well, L’m 


sorry to tell you that they ’ve slumped. 








was pitiable to watch the wee 
flutterer’ssudden descent. But it wasn’t | 
-" ja crash. Hei poor wing 
trailed pathetically but | 
she showed pluck. 
‘*Well,”’ she said with 
a gulp and a wry smile, | 
‘I—I suppose it can't 
be helped. But—not 


i that it makes any dif 


| ference, of course | 

| didn’t buy Duds; | { 

i them.” 

| “You sold them?” I| 
ea stupidly | 


“Yes. Cousin George | 
isaid, * D’ you want to | 
buy or sell?’ And so, | 
as 1 hadn’t the money 
to pay for them and 
wouldn’t have known 
whereto put them if I'd 
got them, I said ‘Sell.’ 
| Not that it matters now 
| either way.” 

“Of course not,” I 
said bitterly (bitterly, | 





Mistress, * ‘BB UTIFULLY THES THINGS ) JAD 
most casual sense of the | ne *y Y ng “ay Tr Le geal I 1c tagpanedegesan because of my wasted 
Maid, “Yrs, Meo. HEM’S MINE—AND ILI. DO YOURS THE sSaMeE IF I] . : 
—-O o the table cote ps , > as “axcept 
word on to the if | WAVE TIMI compa sion) ; f pt 
“ Yes,” she went on, yates Lae ee a that you've made 
“I’ve solved that difficulty. I’m going | sighed luxuriously as though conscious | twenty-tive pounds instead of losing it.’ 


to buy it myself. Or rather Duds are | of all-rightness with the world. 
going to buy it for me.” | I forced myself to ask my wife (poor 

“Duds?” I repeated soddenly. } wretch !) how high she had fluttered. 

“ Dodge’s United Diamonds,” she ex- “In how many—ah—Dnuds have you 
plained brightly. “It's Lady Vi's tip, | become interested?” I asked coldly. 
you know.” | hundred. George said a 

I made an heroic effort to grasp her| hundred was a convenient number. 
meaning; but I was a little tired and, | Because a profit of five shillings a share 
after swaying to and fro for a bit and} will buy the Welsh dresser.” 


“Just a 





| 


| Mollie’s wing was mended in a flash; | 
in another flash she was soaring. 

“1 thought you must be making a 
mistake,” she laughed. ‘You're a 
dear, of course, but you ‘re no business 
) man.’ 
Her smile became beatific, her eyes 
|rapt; she seemed to be looking right 
through me at the wall beyond. It was | 


holding my forehead (a high one) with | 
interlocked hands, I collapsed with a| 
moan upon the settee. | 


“And supposing,” 
“you make a loss of five s 
share—what then?” 


[ asked harshly, 


hillings a 














Mollie’s laugh roused me from what For a moment Mollie looked scared. 
was, I veritably believe, a state of in-| Then, her eve falling upon Weekly 
cipient catalepsy. | Posh, she recovered her equanimity. 

“Tread it in Weekly Posh,” she was|“ Lady Vi has had the tip from one 
chuckling; “in the ‘Smart Woman’s| who knows,” she said serenelv. 

| Page,’ run by Lady Vi.” | Now, I suppose you poor dear senti- 
My eyebrows (for I had momentarily | mental readers, full to the brim with 
| lost the power of speech) demanded de-| Americanhumorous-sentimental stories 
tails. Mollie instantly supplied them.| have already guessed the dénonement 
| Snatching up a copy of Weekly Posh—| of this human document ? You have 


ae [ grew uneasy. 

| Mollie,’ I said sharply, “ what ave 
| you staring at?” ib ‘ 

| “That’s where it ‘Il go,” she mur- 


mured dreamily. 
fagainst that wall.” 
And it does. 


“Tt 'll look pertect 


From “ Answers to Correspondents : 

* The snares were not included in the list, 
because no bargains were recorded. We would 
hold.”—Finacial Paper. 


| We wouldn't. 
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Keen Dancing Man (on his u 


Growler, “IT AIN’T NO GOOD BUSTLING THIS 'ORSE. ‘E 


WITH ’rM.” 





“THE WEAKER SEX.’ 
Tue studied indifference of women 
to exposure in cold weather is the final 


wonder of the world. 


As soon as the 
nip” 


first suggestion of 
appeared in the autumnal atmo- 
sphere every male was filled with a stern 
spirit of self-preservation. Personally, 
| disinterred my stoutest 


de-mothed the fur coat be- 


; queathed to me by Uncle James (who 





acquired it in the Pre-Coney Period), 
bought goloshes and snow-boots and 
prepared for the worst. Celia, how- 
ever, took none of these precautions. 
Apparently the rigours of a British 
winter have no terrors for her. Refus- 
ing to be bound by the seasons she 
flaunts her furs in August and carries 
on in crépe de chine in December. 
Why? Because fashion has de- 
creed! As an excuse for replenishing her 
wardrobe she tolerates Winter; but as 
a reason for wearing warm unfashion- 
able woollen garments she scorns it. 
The male of the species, on the con- 
trary, reinforces his defences with all 


50 


kinds of cold-resisting raiment, from | 


““ under- | 





Lphee p 








KNOWS WHERE 


everything, Celia trips about with a 
considerable acreage of thyoat and chest 
exposed to the Arctic blast. 
nothing here of her legs. 

In prehistoric times, I imagine, at 
the first hint of frost Mr. Caveman ap- 
propriated the ancestral brontosaurus 
skins, leaving Mrs. Caveman to warm 
herself with memories of recent heat- 
waves. There was no doubt in Mr. 
Caveman’s mind as to which sex ought 
to survive, and he took no avoidable 
chances. But the winters spent by 


Mrs. Caveman in the family grotto, | 


rubbing her hands and saying what 
seasonable weather it was, were not 
wasted. Nature took pity on woman 
and toughened her epidermis; in 
word she became thick-skinned. 

On the other hand, in a moral sense, 
she would seem to be strangely thin- 
skinned and sensitive. A man does 
not mind looking comic so long as he 
is comfortable; but a woman would 
rather be half-clothed and in the mode 
than weatherproof and a frump. Her 
relative pallor, supposed to be so inter- 
esting, is a further proof of this. Her 


a 


body-belts to night-caps (both external | skin is too thick for the blood to show 
and internal), But while Iam saving| through. And, if it isn’t, then she 





WE'RE GOIN’, 


| . _ s - at . . ‘ 
jmy life with double thicknesses of|applies powder to give the 


| 
| 


| 


I say | flections Celia drifted in. 





ay to the Assembly Rooms). “1 say, CAN'T WE GO A BIT FASTER?” 


AND THAT MEANS F'ox-TRroT OR NOTHING 


effect of 
thickness 
As I 


reached this sti 


In my re- 


a 


“T’m 
pulling on hea gloves. 

I shivered. Celia smiled with the 
insolence born of comparative youth 
allied to a knowledge that her clothes 
were ‘all right.” 

‘Can I get you anything?” 
murmured; “a rug or 2 

“ Yes,” I told her, “« you can get me 
a gallon ol eucalyptus, ub hogshead of 


going out,” she announced, 


she 


quinine and as many hot-water bottles | 


as you can find.” 


“Poor old thing,’ she remarked 
airily, “why don’t you harden your- | 
self has | 

Then she went off, humming a tune, 
in a costume that made my teeth 
chatter. 

Woman's most amazing achieve- 


ment, of course, is her suecess in per- 


suading man that she is the weaker | 


sex, when as a matter of fact she is as 
tough as a pachyderm. 








The Iconoclast. 


“Painted Windows, by *‘ Gentleman with a 


Suster. - 


fdvt. in Scotch Paper. 
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Hostess, “‘WHAT’S THE MATTER, DEAR? AREN'T 


y FEELI WELL? 

Peqay. “THaxkyou, I CAN’T ANSWER YOU. I MUSIN’T WAKE UP TILL BoBBY COMES FOR ME; YOU SEE, 1'M THE SxerrING BEA 
Bobby (Prince Charming) is seen preoccupied in the backg 
| a : na 

. i a ’ For the tide is at the flood 
SOU’ SPAIN. 


And the anchor’s off the mud, 
ArE you coming, Johnnie Bowline, have you 


‘ s1} 1 ’ . ° , ’ 
; had your fill; And theyre tramping round the capstan in the darkness | 
of fun? 


; and the rain ; 
Are you ready, Johnnie Bowline, now your pay-i 


sper And, when oilskins and sea-chest 
and done, Go the way of all the rest, 
nave a ae os =F | .? : ae" “ ° . . ‘ 
And your welcome'’s growing stal | Oh, it’s time to take the pierhead jump and sail Sow’ Spain. | 
And your pals begin to fail, 


And there ’s something seems to whisper that it’s time to | Sou’ Spain, Sou’ Spain, in the grey dawn breaking ¢ 
sail again ; Sou’ Spain, Sou’ Spain, give it lip, lads, with a will! 
Time to hit the trail, you know, | Oh; don’t you weep for me, for me, my lovely Liza Jan¢ 
Time to pay your shot and go, | You'll soon forget your sailorman that’s sailed Sow’ Spain. 
Time to heave your donkey's breakfast in and sail Sou’ oe : e “ C.F.5 
Spain ? 


From a steamship advertisement :— 

Are you coming, Johnnie Bowline, have you kissed your | “The Passenger accommodation is all situated amidships 
girl adieu’ ridge and Promenade Decks, in a position where the least 1 
rirl adieu ? Brid iP le Decl l he | 

There 's a lofty skysail clipper and I think she waits for you, | !* Passenger service temporarily suspended.” . 

And she’s ready for the sea WES pons EMERY § 
And the Peter ’s flying free, \ merciful provision in Lhe circumstances, 

And the wind goes through her rigging like a ranting old ess ae 
refrain :— Extract from the synopsis of a “* Photo-play 

“Romance comes to her in the form of a young explorer, whom 

He is too ill to be re 

to health. His mind leaves, Dut 


He is, however, a blank.”—Prcvincia 5 per. 
Hurry up now, Johnnie Bowline, for she hasn't long to stay; | Most disappointing ! 


Get a move on, Johnnie Bowline, if you mean to come away, | a prize. 


| 

“Time to find a ship once more, | 
You ve been over-long ashore she finds in her home suffering from fever. 

Oo hump your old sea-chest aboard and sail Sou Spain.’ moved and she nurses him back 


| forgets his way back. 


Timet 


We quite hoped he was going to be 








savor 








Mr. 
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“INFIRM OF PURPOSE 2” 


Luoyp Grorce (as Maceern). “IS THIS A HATCHET WHICH I SEE BEFORE MBE, 
THE HANDLE TOWARD MY HAND?—WELL, I SUPPOSE I MUST CLUTCH THER” 





| 
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A WELL-KNOWN GOURMET IN A FASHIONABLE RESTAURANT MAKES A COMPLAINT 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, February 13th.—Members 
listened languidly while Mr. CnurcHiLh 
answered a number of inquiries as to 
what the Government proposed to do 
to end the present anarchy in Ireland. 
The CoLonran Secretary, for the mo- 
ment at any rate, is playing Merlin to 


| Mr. Conus’ Vivien and is responding 
| nobly to the Provisional Gov- 


| ernment’s plea of ‘ Trust me 


| : 
| continue his work but to for- 





not at all, or all in all.”” But 
the economists became all 
attention when the LEADER 
OF THE House announced 
that one of the two Patron- 
age Secretaries deemed indis- 
pensable to the well-being of 
a Coalition Government had 
declared his willingness to 


go his salary. There was a 
chorus of “ Which one?” 
“The other,” replied Mr, 
CHAMBERLAIN ; and Members, $e 
observing that the smile on 
the face of Colonel Lesiir 
WILSON in no wise resembled 
“a minus £1,000 look,” cor- 
rectly assumed that it was 





e/ 
"jy 
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Even more surprise was evinced at 


Mr. CHAMBERLAIN’S next announce- 
ment. He had been invited by Sir T. 


Potson to curse the Admiralty for 
issuing its counterblast to the GEDDEs 
Report without first obtaining the im- 
primatur of the Cabinet. Instead of 
which, like another Banaam—though 
I do not say under the same species of 
inspiration—he blessed it altogether. 


Nie 
J 


I 
é 
. 
aL) 
‘ 


Y, 





THE 
t. McCunpy, PatronaGre SECRETARY. 


FIRST MARTYR, 


Mr. McCurpy who had voluntarily |The Admiralty Memorandum, he said, 


submitted to the dreaded axe. Of him,|had been issued in pursuance of a gen-| resist the temptation to diverge from 
as of another temporary sojourner in| eral decision of the Government, and it | his attack upon the Government in order 
would not improbably be followed by | to criticise the Reports themselves (1 


Whitehall, it may be written 


*‘ He nothing common did nor mean 
Upon that memorable scene.” 


other documents of a similar kind. 
Shortly after this bombshell, Mr. 
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AsquitH limped painfully the 


into 
House, and was greeted by his followers 
with enthusiastic cheers. 
intended, I imagine, not merely as an 


These were 


indication of sympathy with their 
leader's temporary affliction, but also 
as a Warning to the wastrels on the 
Treasury Bench that they were about 
to find out why Mr. GLapsTonE used 

to call him “ the sledgehammer.” | 

At first their expectations 

were justified. Mr. Asquitn, | 
always at his best as a finan- 
cial critic, led off with some 
excellent points. The Goy- 
ernment, he declared, had ad- 
mitted the possibility of sav- | 
ing a sum equivalent to three | 
shillings and fourpence off | 
the income - tax (here our | 
mouths watered), but they 
had completely failed to get 
economy from the Depart- 
ments, and, after calling in 
the GeppEes Committee to do 
their work for them, were 
allowing the said Depart- 
ments to make hay of its re- | 
ports—reports “ strewn with | 
the wreckage of the New Jer- 
usalem.” 

Unfortunately Mr. Asquiru could not | 


fancy the Tactician of Downing Street | 
must have foreseen this development | 








posers corer es 
























































’ when he permitted their publication) ; lation, “If you cant kick the man, kick | encouraged the importation of 
and apes and peacocks. 
ately the CoLonIAL Secrevary had no 


and thereafter his indictment lost its | the ball.” 
sting Sir W. Joyynson-Hicks declared that 


Fesruary 22, 1929. 





“ivory | 
Unfortun- | 


Mr. Esmonp Harmswortn, while | by his Indian policy Mr. Monracu “had |information on the subject, so [ am 


handsomely admitting that education | broken the heart of the Civil Service, 


still wondering if the apiaries 


are 


was desirable, considered that it was {and Mr. Ri peERTGWYNNE compared him | required for the safe housing of the 


Eventually, in spite of a| alternatively to a mole and a hippo- 
| potamus. Considering this provocation 
| Mr. Monvacu was astonishingly mild ; 
ibut he gave a useful warning to the 
iGandhists not to challenge “ the most 
determined people in the world,” by 
which I understand him to mean the 
sritish nation at large, not its tem- 
| porary representatives on the Treasury 
Bench. | 
| The warning was endorsed by the} 
| Prime Minister in stil 
\language. He has now apparently dis- 
leovered the danger of putting “the 
| finer and often coarser wines of the 
| West into the older bottles of the} 


over-costly. 





ll more emphatic 


| Kast.’ Does this presage a change of } 
| butlers ? 
| Wednesday, February 15th.—The} 
| Lords learned from the Lorp Cuay- | 


| CELLOR the steps that the Government 
| were taking, in consultation with Su 
j JAMES Craig and Mr. Couuiss, to re 

store peace on the Ulster frontier, and 
| approved 





. } wder “limiting the . 
‘ He agreed with th cle mility ol educati Nn ordel limnitit g tne pro 


ES Eg ES portion of carbon monoxide which may | 
LMSWORTHL 2 VOR, MN : » | 
ibe supplied in gas used for domestic | 


painfully feebledefence by the Cuancu- | purpose 





here ’s a sweet little cherub t) paloft 


lo keep watch for the life of po 


Then, with the comfort-| bees in the Zionists’ bonnets 








COLONEL AMERY, 


LOR OF THE Excureguer—I am still/able feeling that their duty had been | incubators for the hatching of their 


puzzling over his plea that the taxpayer | done, they adjourned till Tuesday. 
does not really pay for the interest on An inquiry by Viscount Curzon as| 
War Stocks, because it comes back t »| to whether the High Commissioner of 
him in the form of dividends—the | Palestine had exempted “ apiaries and 
Government substantial | incubators 
majority, 241 to 92. 
Tuesday, February 14th.—Lord Nus-|another ruler of the Holy Land who 
BURNHOLME Called attention to ; 
the delay in awarding battle- 
honours to the county regi- 


secured a from the payment of cus- 


| toms-duties, recalled vague memories of 


ments, and received a strictly 
official reply from Lord Pret. 
It is confidently hoped, how 

ever, that these questions will 
be settled more quickly than in 
the case of the MarLBorovuGcn 
campaigns in Flanders, when 
they took the best part of two 
centuries. 

Recent incidents in Ireland 
were brought to the notice of 
the Lorp CHANCELLOR, who 
was good enough to say that 
he had no desire to criticise 
the Northern Government fi 
arresting a football team dis 
covered in Ulster with arms in 
their possession. At the same 
time he appeared to think that 
there was some ground for the 
resentment created in Mon- 
aghan, where the Northerners NEW WINES 
| are held to have missed the . 


| Spirit of the local football regu 
' 


OF THE WEST IN OLD BOTTLES OF 
THE EAST, 
Mr. Monracu. 


schemes 

The Government motion to take all 
the time of the House till March 31st 
produced the usual crop of st 
Mr. CHAMBERLAIN, in the | 
{\* it-hurts-me-more-than-it-d 


insincerities, 





you” 


fashion of the pedagogue, professed his 


regret at having to inake the 
proposal; Mr. Crynes, leader 
of a party which is generally 
conspicuous by 
from the House, declare 
the Government ws 
private Members of their right; 
and Sir Donanp Macinan, who 


ubsence 
| that 
» robbing 


ul d the 


e typed | 


is longing for the time when | 


he shall stand where AUSTEN | 


stands and give him a taste of 


his own medicine, could gee | 


no justification for this un- 
seemly haste in the Govern- 
ment'’s programme, unless it 
were the Bill dealing with the 
audits of Boards of Guardians 
(lL gather that Sir Dona, 
like all the best |:umourists, 
considers that you eannot use 
a good joke too often). 
Thursday, February l6— 
Bachelor “Black and Tans” 
are being invited to join the 
new Palestine Police, but Mr. 
CHURCHILL is unable to extend 


the invitation to Benedicts, on. 











ie 


id 





n. 


| looking remarkably well considering the | 
| shock that he must have felt when an | 


| most of the pitfalls that lay in his path. | 
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a ren 
eyes ate av a — 
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Sandy (to February sali 


the ground that “ there is no accommo- 
dation for wives in Palestine.” Which 
only shows what a lot of difference there 
is between SAMUEL and SoLomon. 
(Juestion-time was interrupted by the 
tumultuous cheers that greeted the re- 
appearance of Mr. BaLrour, who was 


American admirer recently dubbed him 
‘The Grand Old Man.” 
[In moving the Second Reading of the! 


lrish Free State (Agreement) Bill the | 
COLONIAL SECRETARY managed to avoid | 


‘divide”’ he 
with extreme deli- 
but even here he did not actually 
come to grief. His final prophecy, that | 
England might yet find at her 
‘ Ireland, United, a Nation and her 
Friend,” did not seem to many Mem- | 
bers of the House unduly fantastic. 
But the Ulstermen were not in a mood | 


Over the Ulster boundary 
walked, of course, 
cacy, 


to be placated, and Mr. Cuar.ies Craic 


courteously but uncompromisingly ex 
pressed the view that over the bound- 
ary question they had been betrayed. 
A somewhat rm ibe worded refusal 
by the Arrornry-GENERAL to elucidate 
the vexed article in the Agreement did 
nothing to relieve, but rather intensi- 
fied, their apprehensions. 
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em raed be 5 hasan 

{y's A GUID THING YE DIDNA COME LAST WEEK, IT wa vFU’ BAD WEATHER.” 
| ‘4 on ie: Fas | Why is the sun becoming spotty? 
| THIs BARTH SHAKER. | Why is the Dean becoming dotty ? 

| Way are the pelicans wildly dancing ?| Why is the Reverend Buncombe Blaii 
| Why are the psycho-analysts prancing? iC omposing a brand-new megaphone 

| Why are the homes of Scoop and Stunt- | prayer? 
| ing | Why hut why go on with eur why 


| Bright with banners and gay with bunt- | Whe n there is only one reply ? 

ing? 
Why are all people within a mile | Lord Thanet is coming home agaim 
% Whitefriars wearing a ten-pound | Home from his wonderful Periplus, 


| lhe answer is clear, the answer is plain 


smile ? | Home tee the land of the Platypus, 
Ww hat makes the crocus burst from its |The arch-Napoleon of our times, 

calyx [The areh inspirer of our rhymes, 
And Lovar Fraser into italies ? | The only man who k nows what matters, 
Why does the famous “ Street of Ink” | The patron of all the Sanc lringham 
''Turn from black to a roseate pink ? | hatters, 


The man who takes 
King, Dictator and Pope in one, 
5 l 
Terror of Incucart, GeppeEs and 
GRANFT, 
Brain and core and hub of the planet, 
Lord of our isles 


| Why hasthe* Gentleman witha Duster” 
| Recently gone another buster ? 
Why does the wife of the Prince Binesco 


the cosmic bun, 


W hy does Lord Sq iandermere look 
| glum ? 

|W hy do we hear a ceaseless hum 
From every bonnet that harbours a bee 

| Labour, Conservative or “* Wee Free” ? 
| Why is that ghastly game Ping-Pong 

tesurrected and going strong ? theatre-notice :— 
| Why do the golfers miss their putts ? As this poignant play is unfolded 
| W hry do the fl: appers flout the “nuts’’? | on one tightens more and more 
| 
} 


Another Impending Apology. 
‘A well-attended * 
in the 


Baboon ' 


Tea Rooms.”-—Provmeial Paper, 


From a 


“ 


W hy do the Jeffs insult the Mutts? fully, that 


W hy do the fiddlers misread their clefs ? | eager for the mext.”—Provincial Paper. 
W hy do the scullions defy their chefs ? 


W hy do the Mutts abuse the rowenta ? 





strain. 


and the isle of Thanet. 


its grip 
and so power 
at the fall of each curtain, one is 


Evidently the critic could not stand the 





dance was held 
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Luncher (to man commandeering his ¢ 


POCKET IN CASE WE DON’T MEET AGAIN?” 


Charles and I were sitting in the Park 


AUTO-SUGGESTION. | 
} | 


thanking Heaven for a warm day, when 
we noticed Peter approaching. He was 
looking extremely self-satisfied in an 
obviously new suit. 

“Isn't he wonderful?” said Charles 
as he cametous. ‘“ Turn round, Peter, 
and let the gentleman see you.” 

“Ah, you've noticed it then?” said 
Peter complacently. 

“ Noticed it!’ Charles exclaimed ; “I 
should think I have. It grips one by 
the throat, But can you sit down? I 
mean, will it bend ?”’ 

Peter picked up an over-turned chair 
and seated himself with much careful 
hitching of trousers. 

“ T have always thought,” he observed, 
ignoring Charles’s remarks, “that we 
Englishmen are too conventional about 
our clothes. Look at those mouldy 
dog-robber suits you two are wearing, 
for instance. What is there in them to 
warm the heart or delight theeye? And 
it’s just the same with everybody else. 
No artistry, no vision. I've thought of 
many plans for brightening our clothes, 


| but none of them was any use till I 
| tried auto-suggestion. I said to myself, 










































ercoat). “Parpon ME, SIR-—-WOULD YOU ALI 


‘Every day I dress better and better,’ 


and almost at once the idea came to 
Each suit of clothes must have 
its own special meaning—in fact, some 
subtle pleasing suggestion.” 

‘ H'm,” said Charles reflectively ; “ I 
don’t think your present colour scheme 
suggests anything subtle or pleasing to 
me. Somehow it makes me think of 
murder. What is it meant to be?” 

“You’ve been reading the news- 
papers too much,” commented Peter ; 
“but just use your common sense. 
Think of the most subtle and pleasing 
combination that you know. A cocktail, 
obviously. My present colour-scheme 
is intended to convey a ‘ horse’s neck.’ ”’ 

“Tt looks more like an ‘egg-flip,’’ 
said Charles. 

“The foundation of a ‘ horse’s neck,’’ 
continued Peter, “is brandy; hence a 
light-brown suit. Into the brandy you 
pour gin; in other words, a very pale- 
grey shirt—it is not quite the colour of 
gin, but the shops are not educated up 
to me yet. Then a dash of Angostura 
Bitters, which you will notice in my tie.” 

* But the socks,” said Charles, “ the 
red socks, where do they come in?” 

“ Not red,” corrected Peter, “ cherry- 
coloured. They represent the cherry 


me. 





j A 
y 
Y 


Z 
4 


SAY 
Os 


SS 


On 


SS 
S 


SS 


SSN 


7 


= 
4 


ANOTHER 


in the bottom of the glass. 
notion, don't you think?” 

“And what about the Green 
treuse? Every self-respecting ‘| 
neck’ has some Green Chartreuse in 
it, and green seems to be the only 
colour you aren’t using.” 

“Good Heavens!” cried Peter, aghast, 
“T forgot all about it. 1 ought to have 
a green line in my suit or something. 
What on earth am I to do about it?” 

“Well, you might try auto-suggestion 
again,’’ suggested Charles. 


A pretty 
Char- 


orse’s 





«+ Every | 


day I get greener and greener.’ How | 
would that do?” : 
“« Every day I get greene and 


greener,’’’ murmured Peter absently. 
“It doesn’t sound quite what I want, 
but——_”’ 


“ Pull yourself together,” interrupted | 


Charles hastily; “‘ here ’s the chair-man 
coming for his money.” 

Peter produced his penny, but the man 
was not appeased. ‘* That there chai 


you 're sitting on, Sir,”’ he said to him 


severely, ‘is wet paint.”’ 





A New Guide to Religion. 


From a “ Catalogue of Theology" :— | 


“ RaBELAIS—The works of Francis Rabelats, 
completely translated into English.” 


| 


3 
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«“TINKER, TAILOR... .” 
(.1 Child’s Guide to the Professions.) 
THe Funny May. 
Br gentle to the funny man, 
\nd if his jokes are cheap 
Just laugh a little when you can, 
And if you can’t—just weep. 


lor he is not, as you suppose, 
A sort of marmoset 

(A thing of joy), but full of woes, 
And very much in debt. 


The jest you thought so little worth 
Fatigued him much, much more, 
lor at the moment of its birth 
A dun was at the door. 


The fire was out, the lamp was dim, 
It never ceased to rain, 

lhe telephone kept ringing him 
And ringing off again. 


!lis head was twice the proper size, 
He had the strangest pains, 

\nd all the time, with awful cries, 
His sons were playing trains. 


\nd in that wild distracting din 
You might have seen, my son, 
That melancholy man begin 
His daily search for fun. 


You should have.seen him mop |; 
brow 
And tear his hair and shout, 
| wit be funny, here and now, 
But what, oh, WHAT about?” 


Be gentle to the funny man, 
\nd if his jokes are bad 
Just laugh a little when you ean, 


A. PT. 


Because he is so sad. 


2) y) Dey) 


SomE mistakes are unfortunate; others | 


lead to happy results. 


When | was writing, the other week, | 
about my poor journalistic friend who | 
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| 


cab, Spred 


had missed the critical moment for | 


selling his paragraph about the 2nd | 


of February, “2/2/22,” 1 did my best 
to console him by saying that in eleven 
years’ time he could write early in 
March, 3/3/33; completely neglecting 
the fact that this very month and this 
very day offer the chance of recording 
22,222. It was culpable of me not to 
have thought the thing out properly ; 
but no harm was done: rather the re- 
verse, for every post brings me letters 
of correction; and, since to write a 
letter of correction is one of human 
nature’s purest pleasures, I am glad to 
have been the means of adding so much 
to the sum-total of content. Mr. Ker- 
LAWAY should be grateful to me too for 
indirectly contributing to the enrich- 
ment of his impoverished exchequer. 





Ofiicer (with sextant). “BIT ROUGH FOR SHOOTING THE SUN,” 
Deck-hand (a little shaky on Scriptural history). “Prry we HAVEN'T ONE OF THEM 
JONAHS ABOARD, SIR, TO MAKE IT STAND STILL,” 








my want of perception; others are 
merely amused. A gentleman in the 
| North cannot understand how I could 
possibly have overlooked anything so 
obvious. If he knew me better he 
would understand only too well, for he 
would know that where figures are con- 
cerned I am almost an idiot. A gentle- 
jman in the Midlands tells me that 
he had been interested in these sym- 
metrical dates ever since the 8th of 
August, 1888. New Year's Day, 1901, 
was exciting enough, but the greatest 
thrill of his arithmetical life arrived ten 








Some of my critics are shocked at | years later, when, on that dayin Novem- 


ber which came betwixt the 10th and 
12th, he was able to write “11/11/11.” 
Only once in every century can one 
have the felicity of employing such a 
sequence as that. 
as he says, of a rarity and distinction 
comparable only to the flowering of the 
aloe and the laying of the Phoenix’s egg. 
Well, I shall never enjoy it again. 
All my hopes now centre in survival 
until Mareh 3rd, 1933. And the next 
star on the horizon will be April 4th, 
eleven years later. Beyond that 


no. EB. V. L. 


The experience is, | 
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Oxe heart,” says the dealer, announcing his bid aM 
the auctioneer he is. The doctor, 
written all over his face, repeats it. “One heart One| 
heart, eh?” “Yes, dealer, that is, ‘One 


heart, eh?” again says the doctor, 


whose profe 3si0n 


1 
BRIDGE CALLS. | 
s| 
| 


‘says the patient 
and his oy 


LONDON CHARIVARL. 


es turn round | isn’t, 


(Fepruary 22, 1922, | 


he put ; his foot in the Water 
mut he isn'ta believe: 


ine. He hesitates and looks ; 
to feel the te mpe rature, so to speak ; | 


in cold plunge 3 if your hearts are weuk. | 


“No,” “ No,’ 
of bankruptey and wondering if there's any chance of the 
last man going on with the clubs or switching. There 


The last man, 


he says. ‘says the dealer's partner, thinking 


b parson, who smokes quietly and play 


with a well-l-must-do-something-for-you gaze. “And I | correctly, says, in the voice of one dispensing cha ty, 

sav two clubs,” he murmurs as if he had tried that treat ‘ Double.’ | 

ment ona previous occasion and found it eminently satis-}| The dealer is content He is accustomed to sell at othe 

factory canes risk, “ with all faults he doctor bean You 
Two hearts,” says the next man, who is something in | can seo the patient silting up and taking nourishment 


Ile savs it clearly 


the City. and unhesitatingly, almost 
uggesting that they beat as one. 
‘No,” says the doctor's partnet “No, 
he doctor looks at the man his left and then at his 
‘Two hearts, eh?’ 
‘replies the City man, in the tone of one 


- es tha dan] 
wYVS CMe cicilel 


‘ uds, 
‘Two hearts, 
repeating a firm offer 
Quite so, 
did not wi 
is rather a problem, partner 


Says the doctor, almost solicitously, as if he | 
‘Two hearts. This | 

9 sad at his opponents 
| 


haven't you? 


sh to disturb the patient. 


Two | “urbs you ‘ve Pon, 

The C ty man, who has apparently filed his cards, says | 
quickly, * Yes,” and almost 

looks at his partner, wanting, of course, to diagnose his 


makes the doctor jump lle 


] ‘ 
is a delicate case 


partne it’s very difficult 


and. Then he murmurs gently, “This 
It’s very dithicult, 


What he 


)~ rine) 


wants is, of course, a consultation with his | 


Hlowever, he says, as if something must be done 
Chree clubs 
The man of business did not expect it. He pulls his face 
“No,” he says. ‘ No, says the doctor's partn ! “ Three 
earts,” says the dealer, who, being an auctioneer, never 
can resist an extra bid 
Three hearts % The doctor s voice ha ; almost pain in it 

ile looks at his partner with pleading eyes. “ Oh, what | 
have you got in your hand?” is his un 
Three hearts?” he says in his best bedside manner 

“Three hearts,” repeats the dealer, with a note that 
indicates clearly, “It's going at three, and if you don't 
ump in quickly three it will be.”’ 

Perhaps the doctor observed the symptom. “ Yes,” he 


spoken tho ioht 


!QOur menus would have merited a weleome and a 
| ; 
| from even that instructe 


| Who samples httle dinners for 


| 


| We lived like little gourmets in a dug-out on t 
| | No wonder now we’) 


| 


says quickly, as if he does not wish the patient to disturb 


himself unduly, and he looks at the dealer, at his partne) 
ut his cards, which he puts together with decision as if he 
had decided on the operation. ‘ Four clubs Ile has 
evidently gone through 


| Unworried by the advent of a whizz 


“Three hundred to us, partner,” 
Amen yoice when the last trick is gathered. 
*'Three hundred, the doctor. An excellent 


LVS the parson in an 


Good, : Siy 


| feo 


The dealer is undisturbed, The City man nods. * tladn't 


i. dog’s chance,” says he; but he doesn’t mind, I Isa 


lot of rubber shares and used to going down. 


TRENCH OR TRENCHER ? 


I'r and snails have ist been put « the bill of fa 
Hotel This exciting Sonia ia itiaiiniee by the explanation 
it | ‘dish and American officers who have served in Fr have 
la taste for them and want to be able to get them he ; | 
Dear ] } 
WuHeEN we were in the trenches, boys, we lived 1 ip-up 


tyle; 


Leeunnes born 
Saturday BR 


“l gent 


| You mustn't think our rations were confined to | und 


snails ; 


Loh. 1 », we gobbled eve rytl ing from ortolans to q 


\nd many ts the batn 


mn Who along the duckboard track | 
Has borne a load of caviare upon 


s patient back 


bang or a bomb, | 


he Soup 
¢ home again we very often pin 
For dishes that remind us of our sojourn in the Line 

* 
Alas! the vision fades and we remember to our griel 


The everlasting bully and the joint of ration beet, 


| Which stand in painful contrast to the enviable way 


crises like these before an i some | 


The War was fought “chez Voisin" or the “ Café de la Paix.’ 


have issued successfully and some not. It’s a risk. but lor, candidly, if frogs and snails are what we now recall | 
there it is. ; | | fancy we were never very near the War at all, | 
“No,” says the business man, who knows the yalue of But gained our somewhat cultivated appetite by grace 
reticence and the price of income-tax. “No,” says the | Of a comfortable office job in Paris or the base 
doctor's partner. , 
The auctioneer, genial, alert and re: uly to rise to occa Our Erudite Contemporaries. 


sions, lets his glance go round the table as if he were t: iking 
a note of probable future bids. He goes through his cards 
as if he were counting them to see if there has been a mis 
| deal. The doctor restrains his emotions, not Wishing to 
disturb the patient's circulation. The C ity man is merely 
saying to himself, “Surely he's not going on. We shail 
be down three hundred at least if he’s doubled.” He 
wants to hammer on the table as a hint, but feels that 
wouldn't be quite fair, The dealer, yiek ling to his bidding 
nature, says, “* Four hearts.” 
The doctor jumps. “Four hearts?” “ Four hearts,” 
repeats the auctioneer. “Four hearts? “Fou hearts.” 
They all say it; but with what varying accents! It 
lvidge counte rpoint or the Shorter ¢ 
The doctor is b iffled, 


is 


Cater hasm. 


But he always realises the danger 


“* Floating spots before the eyes’ is the description given an annoy | 
ing symptom complained of by lots of folks, This pecularity ha 
given to the condition the name ‘muscae volitant meanin 


‘running mice,’ "—Canadian Paper, 





“+ Gordon-Blou’ J 


uly Cook ; wants London or near.” 

Advt, in Morni ! pe 
One of the “Gay Gordons,’ we suppose, It is comforting 
to think that London m: Ly obtain some consolation for the 
loss of * The Blue Boy.’ 





“ Mr. Kellaway says that anything that tends to the elimination of 
the human clement tends to the smooth working of the tclephoue 
system,” 





He certs uinly seems to be doing his best to eliminate his 





human customers. 





Ne TOMER CER 6 > 








en 





Ue 


eee 
i =_— 
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Little Girl (describing the party), “AND OU, MOTHER, WASN'T I DREADFUL ? 


i ROOM | REMEMBERED THAT NURSE HAD FORGOTTEN TO BRUSH MY 


| OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

| Ir you want the most scholarly of small books on a 
notoriously enchanting subject, you will buy, not borrow, 

| Letter Book (Brus), by Professor Sainrspury. There are 
| two hundred pages of letters in it, with a hundred pages of 
| illuminating introduction; or a hundred pages of intro- 
| duction with two hundred pages of illuminating letters. It 
| does not matter which way you put it, for I defy the most 
| Sagacious criticism to determine which pages shed the 
| happier light on the others, The letters lead off with some 
| charming prattle from the neo-platonic Bishop Synestus 
}to his “dear Hypatra,” and end with a hitherto un- 
| published quip of Stevenson's involving an umbrella, Mr. 
Rupyarp Kirpninc and Professor Sainrsnury himself. 
When I declare that, yielding to none in my zeal for 
R. L.8., I read every line of the introductory essay before 
looking up that ultimate tit-bit, you will realise how utterly 
absorbing ‘The History and Art of Letter Writing” has 
been made. As for the letters themselves, the THACKERAY 
contingent held easily the greatest revelations for my ignor- 
ance, and the solitary FrrzareraLp did most to confirm my 
predilections. I should like—against a second edition—to 
put in a plea for the whole chronicle of Frrz’s Boulge 
Sunday as glanced at in the foreword ; and for the inclusion 
of that inimitable epistle to Frepenic Tennyson, which 
ends, So Good-night. I suppose the violets will be going 
off in the Papal dominions by the time this reaches you.’ 

The Search (Cuxrvo anp Wixpus) of which Miss Mar 
GARET Rivers LarMinie writes is undertaken by Jim 


| Stonehouse. He is looking for happiness in love and, 




















= a 


ee my BAC 


Just as I Gor TO THE MIDDLE OFr TUK DRAWING. 
” 


EYEBROWS ! 


| . ° +o ‘ 
ibeing very human and an idealist, he has some difficulty 
in finding it. In his first love he finds passion, very 
graciously expressed, and little more. Miss Laruntr, by 


|cate intrigue, 
body nor soul is satisfied. Disillusioned, growing old, 
struggling against the fear that his dream is better than the 
reality, he finds in his wife's little sister, Sophy, the infinite 


and missing all his hfe. It 
Miss Larmiyie has made her study of Jim so true to life; 


ishe has, without heroics, so finely shown him, for all his 
weakness, as subordinating the happiness he might have | 


snatched to the ideal which its taking would have ruined, 


discomforts. In the end life does not give him what he 
asks, but it vindicates his hope and that suffices him for 
happiness. This is a novel of which, if you happen to 
prefer the mysteries of the ordinary human heart to those 
of Scotland Yard, you will very much approve. But per- 
haps the most wonderful thing about the book, when you 
consider Miss Larminin's identity with Mrs. R.C, Tracerr, 
is the fact that she has not written in it a single word 
concerning Badminton. 





| (Coniins) there is also sound and true analysis of character, 
| Miss Cuerry Veneyne’s hero and heroine belonged to the 
| profession and were more successful in it than in their 


. . ° , ’ | 
If there is a surfeit of quarrelling in lay and Finance 





the way, has made him strangely sophisticated, for his | 

FE . _ « ole 
comparatively tender years, in his conduct of such a deli- | 
In his marriage with Alice Channing neither 


kindness and perfect intimacy which he has been seeking | 
is a painful situation, but | 


that I for one should have been sorry if she had spared us its | 


| married life. He was extravagant and selfish, and she was | 


right enough when she called herself “a domestic drudge,” 
Dissatisfaction led to bickerings, bickerings to real quarrels, 
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and presently Fay te 
thought of him. 
completely changed by such plain speaking. Clive at once 
decided to leave his profession and to go into business. 


lished 
In this he made so great a success that he established | 


Fay and himself in a suburban home and thought that 
all was well in the best possible of worlds. But he was 
Fay soon began to be bored by her husband and 
her home. In the old days she had been righteously angry 
because she had to support him; now she chafed because 
he too completely supported her. I think it must bé 
granted that she was a little difficult. Nevertheless I can 


wrong. 


understand her desire to return to the stage, and to earn 


some money of her own and some independence. It is a 


clever study of married life, 


i carefully thought out and 
| written. At present Miss 


VEHEYNE is inclined to make 
too heavy weather of trifles, 
but she has real ability and 
when she has acquired a 





sense of proportion her sup 
ply of literary gifts should | 
be equal to any 1 asonable | 
| demand 


Life yould be ua very ex 
hausting affair if every onc 
had to keep pace with the 
ultra-moderns. Here is Mr. 
Haminron Fyre, who only 
The 

Making of an Optimist, di 

posed of such trifles as the 

national honour and Parlia 
mentary government, now | 
| apparently inclined, in Th 

Fruit of the Tree (Parsons), 

to deal no more c: 


months ago, in 


a few 





remonl 
ously with the marriage laws 

This time his thesis is dis- | 
guised as a novel, but the} 
story is so little complicated 
with non-essential charac 

ters, thrilling or amusing in 

cidents, or any other old 

fashioned embroidery, that 
there is ample space in it 

for those solemn discus- } 
sions of self-consciously ‘ ad- 
vanced’ and generally ima- 
ginary problems that are l_ We 
beloved of the cardboard people usually found i 
kind of work. The principal “types” in the present cas: 
are two women and one man, and the ménage & trois to 
which they contentedly settle down in the last chaptei 


Fond Wife. 11 


"$s DRI 
SHOT THE BRAVE MAN WHO TRI} 
BEEN YOU, DEAR.” 


nh this 


apparently with the author's blessing, certainly cannot be | 


commended as an example of modern civilisation. 
sympathies are all with the member for the ol 


My 


who, to do the author justice, is allowed to state at le 
some part of his case. This gentleman, a bishop from 
Patagonia, finding himself dropped into Mr. Fyrn's too 
| modern circle, promptly returns to his exotic diocese. No 
| one will deny that the author can write, but this book 
shows most glaringly the tendency of a certain school, for 
! 
| 


| 
t 
| 
| 
i 


lack of a sense of perspective, to mistake temporary and 
| partial eccentricities for genuine movements. ; 





| In the story, 


An Honest Living (Cassett.), which Mr. 


I doubt if a husband has ever been more | 





: ADFUL WHEN YO! 
THAT SHOCKING AFFAIR IN OUR 


ld school. | 


‘ +! 
ast 


than for the ordinary reader. Indeed, read aloud by Mr, 


sion, minatory gesture and verbal inflection, it might be, in 
ithe language of one of the characters, “a yell;” but taken 


ld him fairly and squarely what she GerorGE Roney, the music-hall comedian, has written, there | 
is more entertainment for the author’s music-hall following | 


Roney, with the proper accompaniment of pained expres. | 





eneee 


| 
| 


‘even in small doses in the arm-chair it is a little overpower- 


ing, the effect so largely depending upon the propo 
| (which have yet to be proved) that strong language, tumbles 
‘and the exchange of abusive personalities constitute humour, 
The narrative tells how Mr. Rosey, being taunted by two 
variety agents with a career of comparative idleness and too 
easy affluence, backs himself to earn his living for a week 
at some commonplace employment. He begins asa railway- 
ren aT ‘ ee porter, continues as a rag- 
and-bone man and a 
doorkeeper, and finishes asa 
waiter, and through a series 


of stupidities, which are not 
consistent with his success 
in his true rédle, he loses. 


quently rather coarse. One 
lays the book aside with the 
| retlection that eyebrows can 





| bo mightier than the pen. 

Mr. Ruewerit Cuntneum’'s 
iwork is bound to have a 
| goodly number of constant 
ladmirers, and I am_ pre- 
|pared to say that it de- 
serves them. He does not 
pretend to concern himself 


with any subtle delineation 
of character in The Man in 
the Twilight (PauMer), but 
he knows how to construct 
; & story and how to tell it. 
Here he lays his scene in 
Canada, and his tale of a 
great struggle bet ween rivals 
in the Canadian wood-pulp 
industry is always exciting 
and sometimes really im- 
pressive. I think that the 
‘Teutonic villain, luridly called 
Nathaniel Hellbeam, is un- 
necessarily loathsome. But, 
if I was even more nauseated 
- . saga by Nathaniel than Mr. CuL- 
LUM intended me to be, I can also say that I did not tind 
his heroes so impossibly perfect as those I often meet 
jin novels that are proclaimed to be of “intense 
interest.” Mr, Cunnum may not be a great writer, but as 
a teller of tales he is hard to beat. 


J). DowD- 21. 


COME TO THINK ABOUT 
t STREET, WHERE THE BURGLAR 
D TO STOP HIM. It MIGHT HAVE 














| 

“Society seems much interested in the appointment of Count Lazzio 
| Szechenyi as Hungarian Minister to the United States. ( 
| Sze 


untess 


teetera was formerly Gladys M. Vanderbilt.’’—Evening Paper. 

' . . . .] 

| We do not wish to be personal, but we think the lady ought 
to have had the courage to take her husband’s full name. 





| 

“The enterprising proprietor of the —— Stables and motor garage 
t added to his stables a beautiful motor hearse. It was un- 
| Veiled on Saturday afternoon last in the presence of a large gathering 
| of friends. Several congratulatory speeches were delivered and the 
\ 


has jus 
ve 
success of the venture was afterwards drunk.”"— West Indian I 
Who says we take our pleasures sadly ? 


rer. 











sitions | 


The whole is farce, wildly | 
exaggerated and not infre- | 





hotel 








CHARIVARIA. 
A prot to kill Trorsky has just been 
discovered. It is said that the ring- | 


| leader was told that he must not do it, | 


| tions ahead of LENLN and jealousy would 


| the course. — 


| Fleet Street on the off- 


| ish-Moroeco War, and 
| the general impression 


| 


| posely mislaid, 





as TroTskY was already two assassina- 
be C wused. 


It is understood to be Lord Norrn- 
CLIFFE’s desire that his world-tour of | 
nearly fifty thousand miles in seven 
months shall be recognised as Bogey for 





Acontinued falling off of Underground 
passengers is announced. We can only | 
say that most of those we travel wit! 
seem to be hanging on tight enough. 


“T never saw Prince 
Napoleon,” says Mr. 
T. P. O'Connor. And 2 - 
vet there is a legend| 2272-2- 
that the Prince used 
often to about 





hang 
chance. 


The Italian Cabinet 
has resigned twice in 
three weeks. An Anti- 
Coalitionist suggests 
that we might borrow it 
as a decoy for our own 
Cabinet. 


% 


Nothing has lately 
been heard of the Span- 


- 2a. 
ae 


is that it has been pur- 


“ 





An American writer ae 
compares the British protiteer with 
Dick Turri. Every effort is being | 
made to keep this slanderous statement 
from the surviving relatives of RicHarp. 

We understand that in view of the! 
necessity for economy the old super- | 
stition that it is unlucky to light three | 
cigarettes with one match is to be can- | 
celled. The unlucky number in future 
will be six, . 

“Many of the gulls in St. James's 
Park,” says Mr. W. M. Crook, “are 
assuming their black caps.” ‘The Gov- 
ernment should have been first asked 
if it had any reason to give why it 
shouldn’t be sentenced to death. 

During excavations at Bearsted, work- 
men have unearthed a quaint glazed 
vessel, date 1672, bearing the inscrip- 
tion, “ Don’t Hurry.” It is believed to 
be the christening mug of a plumber. | 
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Bristol Evening Times’ article. We 
have rather a vivid recollection of a 
restaurant fish that answered us back 
one evening when we told it that sing- 
ing was not allowed. 

* 

A correspondent in The Times sug- 
gests the formation of a Parents’ Asso- 
ciation. We have felt for a long time 
that something of the sort must be 
started if parents are not to die out 
altogether. 


The Ashton-under-Lyne District In- 


| firmary has decided not to treat cases 


of attempted suicide. In future persons 


in the locality who try to commit suicide 
will do so at their own risk. 





WovULD YoU LIKE ME TO TAKE OFF MY HAT? 


to draw a distinction between pugilists 
and musicians. As an outcome of this 
we hear that a well-known promoter has 


between CARPENTIER 
STRAVINSKY, 


and Barrnine 


A patient who was recently removed 





to Christ’s Hospital was found to con- 
tain a put-and-take top. The attendant 
surgeon held the opinion that the words 
“Take one’’ were clearly indicated by 
the prognosis. 


An All-England Ping-Pong Club has 
been established in London premises. 
This supplies the long-felt want of 





something to keep our boys away from 
home in the evening. - 

= Vigorous political 
| | life,” says Mr. Winston 
| CHURCHILL, “ depends 


nection of Parliament, 
Press and Platform.” 


in fact. ‘ 


corner of the Isle of 





danger of 
from the rest of the is- 
lland. Weare confident 
| that every effort will be 
made to retain it within 
| the himpire. 


| land, Ohio, after attend 
» |ing a revival meeting, 
_ admitted that she had 


_ divorced eight hus- 





The Canton of Neuchatel*is making 
arrangements to hold a Chronometer 
Competition next year, to commemor- 
ate the centenary of ABRAHAM Bre- 


|GuET, the famous watchmaker. As our | 
old watch, when really wound up, can} 


give the station clock about five seconds 
in a hundred, we are thinking of enter- 
ing it for one of the shorter events. 


Before competing in a sprinting race 

at Doorn an American journalist asked 
the Ex-Crown Prince to hold his watch. 
It sounds rather trustful. 
‘Vacherin cheese,” says The Daily 
Hapress, “was discovert d on the Jura 
Mountains, four thousand feet above 
sea level.’ That ought to be high enough 
for any cheese. 


With reference to the two Germans 
who were refused permission to box in 
this countrv it is argued that it is absurd 





VOL, CLXIT, 


| one sy lable 


| bands. 


There is some talk of her being 
| 


elected an honorary cinema star. 


A new golf course for Oxford Uni- 
versity is projected. It is hoped that 
Lord Rippene will endow a chair. 


In consequence of the Transport 
Workers’ Beei Boycott a 
docker, upon being asked by a blackleg 
to have a drink, gallantly refused, but 
said he would accept his 
1.0.U. for it. 


Glasgow 








‘“ Mrs, - 


pointed to a door and replied in 
*‘ Bathroom.’ ’ Feuilleton. 
Much smarter than making two syll- 


ables of * Tub.” 


Pope declares the impossibility of ‘ holding 
a fire in one’s hand, by thinking on the frosty 
Caucasus.’ "—Ladies’ Paper. 


And SHAksPEAReE retorts, “ The proper 





study of mankind is man.” 


Wood, brass and wind, | 


offered to put up a purse for a contest | 


on a harmonious con- 


Owing to the action 
of the sea the western | 


Wight is said to be in | 
severance | 


| A woman at Cleve- | 


comrade’s | 


Re pennerwen mentee AOA yee 


ce Peg ON RSTO 











pesareer are 
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| 
A NATION OF BARDS. 
On Thursday of last week there appeared in The Times an 
article by Gonroskt Komat, giving an account of the annual | 
competition in Japan for the New Year's Poem. The sub 
ject for 1922, set by the Emprror, was “ Rising Sun Shining | 
upon the Waves’ igs Kyokkoh Shoh-Ha Ms No fewer than 
twenty-six thousand competitors, representing every ape 
and class, submitted poems to the “ Por try Department ol 
the Tokyo Court.’ 
From these the Court officials selected two hundred and 
eighty, and this number was reduced to thirteen by the 
Minister of the Imperial Household. Their achievement 
were proclaimed at the great Poetry celebration in the 
Pheenix Hall, together with “thirty-three poems on thy 
ame subject compo ed by different Princes and Princesse 
and other dignitaries,” whose creations I assume to have 
been hors concous 
The writer of the article presents a tran lation of the 
original poems of the Express and the Crown Pri 
The Empress wrote as follow 
“Olr ce t om 
Hfow the peoples love each 
the thes 
rf | | 
WI Hed 
! | 
And t the compo nm of the Crown Princes 
iH vil | nal | 
l fumed he mor 
resh as primeval Dawn 
And atil he new-born hart] 
() we 1 that men, t ere at peace 


it will be observed that these two members of the In perial | 
llouse differ in their views of the of the] 
orld : jeing in the 
nivel sal peace, t! e olner me rely { Xpre sit if it ce ire lot t} iit 
happy consummation In this hould be 
ecalled that the Crown Prine returned from 
ur round the t lobe 
The author of the following alternative stanzas 
iware that they are too late for the competition 
fully recognises that, as 


pre ent condition 


( 


one of them re} actual existence of 
connection 
has latels 

18 well 
He also 
the work of an exotic, their entry 
Neverthele i he is 
venturing to forward them to the Minister of the Japane 6 
Imperial Household with 
pronounce an expert Opinion upon their merit 


would In any Case have ber Ni declined, 





a request that he will de ign to] 
3 aS COMMpared | “ 


vith those of the home grown article | sear 
I One 


What would our vessels do without the sea ? 
Suppose the Ocean underwent dry-rot! 

What if the sun forgot to rise | 

As usual in the azure skies ? 


It would occasion | 


80 it seems to me 


The greatest inconvenience, would it not 


Kil 
il , 


} 
} Pre 


that Britain first ar 
And thus we owe the deep a heavy debt 
And much 


Sut even m«¢ 


Twas from the wav 


we owe the rising sun, 


te 


| 


we the sinking one vh 


Because, however anxious for repose 
Upon our En pire it declines to et. 
Wit wh 

England 18 
(Thi 18 Lhe case with every sea-girt if 
Over the water 


tuated on the brine 


The sun Ccmerge every aay 
And, though we only see 1 
The thing is there, I take it 


, all Live 





i We 


‘'},. Marine Store 


| n Monday. } 
| We 


l¢ hy he will double Mr. Ju dis and Harold S/ 
‘It isin the fourth seeti of the bye-laws that the har 
paragraph f r stati that a child under the a 
t be empl 1 betwee the ages of twelve and fourtes 


level way hall 


once in ning Chi 


ION CHARIVARI, 


IV, 
The sun gets out of bed at morning’s prim 
\nd plunges in his bath of Ocean dew ; 
However wet it is or cold, 
He dashes at it, bright and bold, 
Precisely to the tick by Greenwich time 


O what a lesson ! 


there for me and you! 


\ 


You have, of course, in certain kinds 
Horizons made of hill or plain or wood 
Where Pha bus ! nds no 

But dor hy risilip 
And never pets a ¢ hance 
O how | pity KK 


ol place ‘ 


ea at hand 
over land, 
to wash his face, 


Hel hbhourhood ! 
‘I 


, With the punetoal dawn 


In happiel reviotl 

Ocean and rising sun exchange a ki 
So may the nations of the earth 
\ppreciate each other worth, 
fether drawn 


iful a thought is th 


‘ } 
Vn iilarly roe Loy 


| P 
(llow rave and bent 


| ol Ver ta) 
lo Honourable \djudicator 
| invite your noble attention 


To the above Lamu 
| have observe 
that I ha 


Mmbodying certa n effleets that 
And certain 


adumbrated 


vinbolie deduction 

When engaged in conte muplation ol 
Rising sun 
Being the : 


Gracious 


hinting upon waves, 
ubject of His Majesty the Mikapo 
competition 

| humbly trust that the facet that 

They make pitiful pretence to rhyme and sear 
Will not hopelessly militate 

\gain t their chance of receiving your augu Li )) 
Le plea ed to take 

Your illustrious pick of them ; 

(nd accept my grovelling assurance 

That I am 

Your obedient and contemptible worm, () 


Boerenns Young Mar 


Wanted dissin AUSALO- Mia 


cher Scot i Paper, } 
, , | 
> who can unravel the meat from the mystery 
2 } 

‘The Town Couneil has declared its neutrality in th nd 
the Mayor's opinion it must be neutral on both sides. } 


South Ifrica / 


alway think that is the safest way 
Dealer, is 
and an orange for each child,” 


Iblem 


go to one rabbit-skin 


giving 4d, each for Rabint 
Advt, an Local lay 
At the present price of oranges hoav many child 


) 


Mr. Bransby William brings his new ‘David Copperti: ld y 
ch he ‘double Peggotty and Mr. Pickwick, tothe Brixt | ate 





are now looking forward to the “ Pickwick play in] 


We ! 





may Concely ibly be more 


» Wel 


lucid when translat 


! vernaculai 
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COALITION: THE NAME AND THE THING. | 





Juliet. Mn. Austen CHAMBERLAIN, Riomeo. A Conservative C dALITIONIStT | 
| Juliet. “TIEN WHY NOT CHANGE YOUR NAME? AS SHAKSPEARE SAYS, 
‘WHAT’S IN A NAME? THAT WHICH WE CALL—’” | 
| Hiomeo “AN ONION 


v 


‘BY ANY OTHER NAME WOULD SMELL AS SWEET,” 



























































j 


| I reckon that, 
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Lady. “OFFICER, COULD YOU FIND M¥ SMALL BOY A PLACE ON THE 
KERB! 


P.C. “Kens, 


FILM STUDIES. 
111.—Tur Fivmine or Porrry. 

Ir the filming of history is easy the 
filming of poetry is easier still. In the 
case of a long narrative poem, such as 

Ring and the Book or John Gilpin, 
this of course is fairly plain. But even 
songs and short lyrical poems only need 
. little of the film-producer’s imagina- 
tion to bring their beauty home to the 
audience and render them thoroughly 
popular, 

Let us take Mr. Jonn MAsEFIELD’s 
Sea l’°ever—the lines beginning : 


‘I must go down to the sea again.” 


properly handled, the 
| three stanzas of this simple poem should 
play for about forty or a five min- 


utes. We shall begin by presenting, 
let us say, Roy Harrison, tapioca ex- 
pert, at work in his office. Roy is 


worried. You can tell that he is wor- 
ried because it says so in a sub-title, 
and because he looks worried in the 
picture, and still more worried in the 
special large picture of his face worrying. 
People keep coming in. Brisk business 
men. They do not take their hats off. 
That does not worry Roy Harrison, be- 














ty owe we” 
an oad 
‘4 " ot 


— F 4 
WOorw~ eS < 4? g 


~rea~ 


THE ROYAL WEDDING. 


THERE AIN'T BEEN NO KERB SINCE 
cause film-men in offices never do take 
their hats off. They are frightened of 
the draught. The trouble is that the 


tapioca business is going from bad to 
worse. toy throws papers about and 


curses his stenographer. She flounces 
out. The telephone-bell rings. You 
can tell that the bell has rung because 
of the fearful start that Roy gives before 
he picks up the receiver. That is the 
way of business men. There is bad news, 


Wire-worm is ravaging the tapioca 
fields (picture here), and an official 


communiqué is flashed on the screen :— 


The public is warned against eating 
tapioca pudding until further 
notice. 

This is dreadful for Roy, because he is 
either bulling or wolfing tapioca. I 
forget which, probably both. He be- 
comes desperate. He pushes his fingers 
through his hair, looks haggard, lights 
a cigarette (failing with the first two 
matches), rises and walks about the 
room. Suddenly he sees a small picture 
on the wall. The picture, enlarged, 
is flashed upon the screen. It is a sea- 
scape. Memories, visions of seascapes 
throng through Ro 9y Harrison’s brain. 
You see them thronging. Himself on 


NINE 












KERB?” 
o’cLtock, Mum.” 


the deck of a liner, 
the pier at Southend, himself roundi: 
Cape Horn in a coaster, 
pooning a whale. Roy Harris 
knows what he wants. 
up. He smiles. He brings his 
crashing down on the table. 

“TI must go down to the sea ayu 
It is, in fact, 
found tapioca ! 

“ The lonely sea and the sh 

In filming the lonely sea and 
sky it is better to have the former fairly 
rough and the latter overcast. Ileav- 
ing billows—a mass of rolling cl 
Birds will wing their way across tliese. 


the Wanderlust. ( 


Ducks. Teal. Bitterns. Wild geese. 
The bitterns boom. The wild geese 
honk. Honking and booming are done 


by the orchestra. 

Roy now snatches the telephone 
book from the table and turns over the 
pages, licking his thumb. He finds a 
firm of shipowners. But before taking 
any further steps he gazes with a look 
of ecstasy at the audience, and you see 
his lower jaw bone saying quite ‘clearly 

“ The lonely sea and the sky.” 

After that he feels sufficiently nerved 

to tackle the telephone again. He rings 





himself fishing off 
himself har- 


His face | hts 











ie 








% 
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up the shipowners and orders a tall 
ship. It must be tall. 

« And all I ask is a tall ship.” 
You see him shouting the words “ Tall! 
Tall!” into the receiver. 

And now we have a sight of which 
the eyes of picture-goers never tire, 
although it is interminably repeated 
in film. after film. It is a sight that 
you never see on the stage and its fas- 
cination is irresistible. Roy Harrison 
walks down the steps of his office and 
out into the street. A motor-car is 
waiting at the kerb. The chauffeur is 
standing beside the car. He opens the 
door of the ear, toy Harrison steps 
in. “Docks!” he says. The chauf- 
feur shuts the door. The chauffeur 
mounts his seat and the car starts. It 
is a self-starter. It dashes rapidly rH 
lown the street. It dashes rapidly up 


i 
inother. It dashes through street after ‘MM I. 


\ \? \N = ti | a ' ‘ i 
street. It arrives at the docks. It is \WY S H] 33 i ae 
the same car, and has the same Joy \YQY\\ j ' i i Mi th lib \ 
Harrison inside it. There is no de- NAAR AN y J || I ibd Lh \ I 
ception at all. He has travelled from .\ \\\ . hi ae 
\\\ \ ~ i: 
ANY/ 











al 








as . on i 


his oflice to the docks in his own motor- 
ear, driven by his own chauffeur. 
— is no break in the action. You 

vannot get this kind of thing anywhere 
but on the sereen. 

You will now begin to have a pretty 
good idea of the way in which the film 
will interpret and intensify the beauty 
of the poem. I need not tell you the 
rest in detail. How Roy Harrison finds 
his ship, the tallest ship there; how he 
contemptuously declines the offer of a 
compass— 

















“And all [ ask is a tall ship 
And a star to steer her by;’ 
how he is soon espied well out to sea 
under a sky in which is one large star 








(not more than one star is needed, but Ck A ee, 

it must be large), holding tightly to the <4 es) Ee 

kicking wheel ; how he sees a whale— Petty Officer. “No, 1 aun’? GOIN’ IN ’ERE.” Sailor, “Wuy not?” 

“The gull’s way and the whale’s way ;" Petty Officer. “WrELt, WITH ALL THIS REDOOCIN’ THE NAVY TALK AN’ ME BEIN’ 80 


Aa ; ; STOUT, IT AIN'T GOOD ENOUGH. ONLY LARST NIGHT IN ‘ERE A BLOKE SEZ TO ME, 'E 
iow he aa wrecked oS desert island, sez, ‘An, l’vE OFTEN WONDERED WHY OUR INCOME-TAX WAS SIX BOB IN THE POUND, 
where his one great rival in the tapioca] x’ Now I Know,’ 'E sez; ‘IT's You ’ : 

trade happens to have been wrecked aaa : RES Sn gr eRe 


too, how they fight together, not as| ley into the firm. “These lene: I anol “GOVERNMENT FINANC E. 
bull to bull, but as man to man, with | not tell you. You will have guessed them. *STVSOd0Ud gg peo oe as 
| marlinspikes ; how the enemy is killed| | Enough to say that we end with the Sa ee 


ms. - va faar oa iY YT : - 
and Roy Harrison makes a raft of picture of Roy Harrison taking a peace- This will, we fear, confirm yey SUS 
packing-cases and is picked up bya coal-|ful nap in his office-chair while Todd|picions as to the position of Govern- 


tramp, on which he meets P. Lumley flirts with the stenographer, | ™ent finance. 
To ) soy 38 ‘Hoy.| No more travel. No more wandering. : "Ey : 
Todd P. Lumley, “a laughing fellow- -“ : eT toil ©"| From a physical-training testimonial: 
‘oper — 7 NO re ‘ 
rover’ (STUART ALASTAIR), “ And t sle ] weet drean “ Amazing result of a course of ———,. Mea- 
who alone of all men has hit upon a am tat anon 4 nite @ sweet ATCAM | .urements; Chest 37 in. (expanded), Neck 
secret invention for combating the rav- when the tong trick s over. 41} in.” 





ages of wire-worm in tapioca; how he 


It sounds a little top-heavy. 
returns from his trip— 


NEXT WEEK 








“a , ; : ; “THE CUTAWAY KID,” “The Scots use of the verb ‘to hurl’ as a 
And the flung spray and the blou “ — sis — ‘ia ” ; ; synonym for ‘to ride,’ ‘to wheel,’ or ‘to 
spume and the seagulls crying ” — featuring drive’ always rouses the visibility of the Sas- 
| Just in time to prevent his wife’s run- BABS BUNCOMBE. senach, —Glasgow Paper. 
| ning away with his partner ; knocks the And in the opinion of the Scots, we 














| partner down and takes Todd P. Lum- Evoe. | gather, a decidedly “low visibility.” 
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IN THE ABBEY. 
1922, 
Hiau above fretted niche and shrine august, 

Grey as a leafless wood the columns climb, 
Above lamenting urn and jewelled pane 

Where Grief and Glory and Pride contend with Time ; 
In every mote stirred by the happy chime 
It seems as though some faint pulse beat again 

From hearts long mute in dust. 


Feprvuary 287TH, 





Ah, happy chime, which whispers that through all 
The old jangling, jostling centuries that he 
About us darkened into marble sleep 
For many guerdons man would strive and die, 
Yet only one was worth the winning; ay, 
Love was the only rose that he might keep 


And never a petal fall. 


Kings glorious and Kings misfortunate dream 
Here under battered oak and painted gold ; 
And Queens known in fair legends rest beneath 
The purple dust of pomp. Oblivion cold 
May dim high deeds, but on the twain who hold 
Their carven hands still linked by love in death 
Falls an unfading gleam. 


Now in the earth the folded lilies stir, 
\nd the grey world wakes from its brooding care ; 
The first, best, loveliest hope shines forth once more, 
Made manifest as in a vision where 
KXneels the Kina’s daughter, veiled and very fair, 
While the Krixa’'s people at the Abbey door 
In silence wait for her. D. M.S 





AN INCOME-TAX PROTEST. 
Henry ordinarily takes a good deal of flattening out 
He is spherical. His outer covering is hard. He has a re- 
(No, he hasn't any mesh markings, and this | 


sllent 


core, 


| is nota golf story.) 


But on this occasion I found Henty flattened out, and 


a little piece of paper had done it. 


“Six hundred pounds!’ groaned Henry. “ Twelve 
thousand shillings !! —er, millions of pence!!!” 

“Yes, yes,” I said, as sympathetically as possible—* but 
what weil 





“The Income Tax people,” explained Henry, waving his | 
hand towards the paper lying on the desk in front of hin 

His wife came into his room at that moment 

“ Blanche,” he cried, 
hundred pounds.” 

“Oh, my poor Henry! 
“Come,” I said, “let us look at the thing dispassion- 
ately. If it is wrong, then the Arrornry-GENERAL says | 
you needn't pay it. I saw that 

quite recently.’ 

“Tt’s all very well for Hewanr to talk,” began Henry. | 
(This was a sign of recovery on Henry's part. When he is | 
normal he always refers to Ministers by their unqualified 
surnames.) “I know these Income Tax people. 
blood-suckers!” 


‘the Income Tax per ple want six 


* she said falte: ingly, 


bit in the paper myself 


Leeches, 


“This won't help you, you know,” I remonstrated. 

Henry started writing fiercely. 

“ What are you saying?” 

“ Listen,”’ said Henry ‘*Sin,—I have received your 
impossible demand. I have not six hundred pence to meet 
it with, let alone six hundred pounds, 
Distrain. Send your police.’ ’ 


we asked, 


Do your worst. 








“ Now let us 


“ Quite the wrong method,” I said firmly. 


‘take in the enclosed demand. I grant that 1 omitted t 
| make a return—er : 
| *QOur little fair-haired Monica was at the time prostrate 
in bed with mumps,’ 


adequate return,’ ”’ 


| make allowances for my wife and children;” and this near} 


thus: 





| all help one another to write a polite letter to the Inspector 
He is prob- 


of Taxes. Let us appeal to his better nature. 


ably quite human. Perhaps a father.” 


“Possibly even a church-goer and a total abstainer,”’ said 


| 

| 

| 

| Henry bitterly. ‘“ Well, come on; see what sort of a mes 
you two can help me to make of it.” 

|” Henry is a little ungracious at times. 

“ First,” I said, “ you must admit that you did no 
| make a return. 

\time, I remember, Henry. And start ‘ My dear Sir.’” 

| “*My dear Sir,’” he read out, —*‘ There 1s a serious mis 


” suggested Blanche. 

“ Sob-stuff is worse than useless,” I said. 

“*The Government have been very good to me,’”’ tric 
Blanche. 


S 


t 


You were rather pleased about that at the 


) 


“*«The Government have been so good to me,’” I cor- 


rected, “‘that I felt that I cou'd not possibly m 
Henry got that down. 

“*The thought of an income on which a six-hundred pou 
tax is payable excites my envy. 
four hundred in all,’”’ he went on. 

“Ts that true, Henry?” I asked sternly. 

“That or thereabouts,” he said. 


} 
Ano l 


n 


I strongly advised him to over-state his income, if 
thing, and to avoid round figures. 
[ had explained it away. (Henry isspherical, you remem) 

A reminder to him that he should elaim allowances for 


l 





Mine barely amounts to 


—< 


his wife and children led him to write, “1 hope you will 


led to an angry scene with Blanche. 
In the end we got the thing into fairly brief c 


“ My pear Sir,—There is a serious mistake in the en- 


closed demand. I unfortunately failed to make a return, 
owing to illness at the time, but I assure you that, so 


far from my being liable to pay £600 tax, my whole in« e 


much 


IS not 


more than that amount. I find that it is 
O02 7 9 
(23 7s. 2d. 


| believe I am entitled to an allowance fo: 


|my wife and two children, who are resident with and de 


pendent upon me. Yours, ete.” 
There was a short period of suspense, and I was with 
Henry when the reply came from the Income Tax Inspector. 
“ Dear Sir,” he wrote,—“ You are under a misapprelhen- 
sion as to the nature of the paper sent you. It is nota 
demand-note, but a notice that your income has been 
EGHOO, 


assessed at I have no difficulty in accepting your 


| assurance that your income is £723 7s. 2d., and the assess- 


nent is being adjusted accordingly. 
be sent in due course.” 


The demand-note will 


The use of the word “ adjusted” by the Inspector sh wed, 


| 1 thought, great delicacy, but Henry merely blurted out, * | 


said that you two would make a mess of it.” 


1 have already remarked that Henry is a little ungracious 
at times, 


“Over 3,500 tickets have already been sold for what promises to be 
the jolliest revel since the war.” Daily Paper, 

An entertainment which, of course, for pure gaiety it would 
hardly be possible to surpass. 

“He [Lord Montey] gives, as the most melting and melodious 
single phrase in the English tongue, ‘ After life’s fitful sleep, he 
sleeps well’ (Macbeth).”—Evening Paper, 

It is not for us to attempt to improve on SHAKSPEARE, 
otherwise we should suggest “ fever” instead of “ sleep.’ 





This annoyed him until | 





eect 





Marcn 1, 1922.) 


___ PUNCH, 





















OR 





‘TW LONDON CHARIVARL 





! 


| RET 

| i | hf \ \ 
vl? 

a) ‘ie NI a 

Sia 


| 


—_ 


= : : = 
7 x c—< — : 
= . =F. S ~~ Nx : P 
aa *. . La, & - 
jh A \ : = “ 
— ——— r= Nene By) ~ 
—— —— j 4 Nee S\N ~% 
—— = at - a iwias' \ 24 af A i 
- et nt —s AY A 1 4 \ é 
——" Se wr 3 fe —_ = ) . X Hi 
—— == 7) <—— =, 
= Segre = , 






Ny ’ 


N 





svat se 
KAN) MN LG 


‘ 


Oy 


i t\\4 
Vilhd 
\ 


AN 


| 


Ni} 


| 


TAN RT OTT 
Kil ss 


MANNERS AND MODES, 


THE SPELL OF THE SAXOPHONE, 
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| be reserved for them? All these gifted 
| stentorians occasionally 
| paper on week -days, but never with 


| doing about it ? 








beyond change, beyond progress, beyond 
THE TYRANNY OF THE SUNDAY FACE. | improvement; fixed for ever in their 
Tue Man -who- prefers-to-be-angry edilen complacency and guide-post per- 
flung away the paper with an impre- | fection. If they were a little cleverer 
cation that did nothing to increase the | they would let it be known that they 
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peace or holiness of the Sabbath morn. | were learning and growing, If we have 
“I'm glad that Punch has got his knife | to see their features at all we ought to} 
into the Sunday ‘ powerful article,’ ” | be shown the record of the week's ex- 
he said. ‘I rejoiced to read what he | perience. Then their pictures might | 
had to say, but he didn’t go half far|be interesting. I can see groups of| 
enough. He hardly referred to the | people clustered around every copy of 
powerful photograph at all ; and it’s the paper discussing the rise or fall of 
the photographs, the same old powerful Phe Beloved Phraser's mental baro- | 
photographs, that infuriate me. Hang it meter as displayed in the current | 
all, no one need read a word of the| portrait. ‘How he must have been | 
uticle unless he likes, but it is impos-|thinking!’ one would say. 
sible to avoid seeing the author's mug. 


‘Ah!’] 
another might exclaim, ‘it’s a hard 
5 


[t jumps at you across the room. ‘There | life, pointing out the only way. Look | 
ie is again!’ you say. ‘ Another Sun- | at that new wrinkle. 

5 . . = 
day marred!’ “T have heard it argued that an} 





“Why have we got to have their 
photographs ? ae aren 


that. 








article carries more weight if it has the 


| 
[t’s bad enough | 
to be preached at and 
bullied into what they 


eall success; but why 
their mugs? Not a 


bit like the ten-pound 


smilers. I can stand 
them; they’re fresh 
every day, and they 
don't wear the con- 


strained high-brow 
look, half bull-dog 
breed and half pained 
patriot, that these peers 
and publicists put on. 
“Itisn’t as if Sunday 
were such a jolly day,” 
he continued. “If we 
were allowed to be a 
little gay on it and 
things were easier, these 





AT AN EGYPTIAN FEAST. 
Slave Girl (to new assistant). “On, YES, WE bo 
LUXURIOUS FOOD; EXPENSIVE WINES; THE BEST MUSIC, 
UNDERTAKER IN THEBES TO TROT ROUND THE MUMMY.” 











AND 





i ordinary publicists. 
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See that a powerful block accompanies 
every instalment.’ 

“Or is it possible that Lord Badger- 
burn will only write at all on condition 
that his features are serialised too ” 

“In any case what I want to learn 
is, how does the editor know whether 
the portrait is a help to circulation or 
ahindrance? How ean he tell whethe; 
more readers are bored to death by 
these punctual phizzes or look forward 
with ecstasy to next Sunday because 
(O rapture !) they are going to see Lord 
Rathernear again? We want son 


ic 


statistics. 

“T think the whole scheme needs to 
be altered. | 
as it might easily be, that by this time 
we all know exactly what these supe 
Sunday men are like, whether peers o1 
Then, if portraits 
must be, let 1 
have those of the othe: 
and humbler but no 


negligible toilers in the 
efi eile tollers in the 


there 
| 
| 


industry : Lord Badger- 
burn’s typist, for ex- 
ample. Or The Beloved 


| Phraser'ssten ery uphe 
| 
| 
| 





l am sure he 


uses one 
he 1s so dictatorial.” 
le ceased. 
“ Have youd ne | 
asked. 
“1 think so,”’ he mut- 
| tered. 
“The powerful po 


STYLE 


one possible exception. 
SMARTEST 


There is a chance that, 
___!since Litigation 


THE 








have them always staring at us and to|that may be true; but some of the 
have a joyless day as well—it is too | world’s earlier counsellors were able to 
much. drive their message home without this 

“Why should Sunday be the day | assistance. TheGroves of Academe were 
selected for the appearance of these | not less the home of culture because 
forbidding blocks ? That's what I want | another powerful photo of PLato was 
toknow. I’m thankful they don't ap-|lacking. People read Sawwre-Bruve 
pear oftener, but why should what ought | with no less avidity than if his portrait 
to be the Day of Rest andgentlethoughts | had graced every causerie. But he was 
only a Monday man, and so doesn’t 
count. : 

“It is, I suppose, the Sunday editor 
who decides whether the article shall 
be embellished by the mug or not. I 
seem to hear him giving his instruc- 
tions, much as the Editor of The Times 
distributes the different sizes of type 
for the people who write letters to him. 
‘ Lord Badgerburn,’ I can hear him say, 
‘is doing us a series of five hundred 
and twenty articles on “ Delivering the 
Goods.”" They will run for the next 
ten years. A wonderful scoop. There 
may be some repetition, of course, but 
memories, thank Heaven! are short. 


faces might be more tolerable. But to | uplifter’s portrait with it. In one sense 


put pen to 


face attached. The powerful photo- 
graph is for Sundays only. What is| 
the Lord’s Day Observance Society 


“Another thing, the portraits are 
always the same. Sunday after Sun- 
day, year after year, the same physiog- 
nomies depress us. Other people have 
new photographs taken, but these mon- 
itors never, Now isn't that a mistake? 
Ought we not to see their development 
going on? It is impossible that, won- 
derful fellows as they are, they can be 








eems 


to have claimed him for her own, one 
of our leading Sunday moralists may 


be less vociferous than usual. But the 
world is not likely to lose the mem- 
ory of his massive countenance for all 


° ’ | 
that. His are among journalism’s ‘ per- 


manent features.’”’ BE. V. i 








Misunderstood. 
There was a young lady of Staines 
Who prided herself on her brains ; 
Yet her friends, when she said 
She had carefully read 
All Keynes’ works, thought the works 
were Hani Catne’s. 





“CABBAGE IN REPUBLICAN COLOURS. 

In the cottage garden of William —— 5 
growing a borecole plant, the leaves of which 
are coloured green, white and yellow.” 

Trish Pape 
We can only hope that the red, white 
and blue calves to which (as recorded 
by Mr. Punch on January 18th) an 
Ulster cow recently gave birth, will 
not come across it. 


Let it be taken for granted, | 





| 
| 
| 
| 


| 


great Sabbath didactic | 


traits will continue to } 
appear,” I said, “ with | 


| 


| 


| 
| 








Pena". 





empress 





—_—_——— 
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| AN UNTAPPED SOURCE OF REVENUE. 
| Accorptne to a daily paper the brisk 
public demand for the Geppes’ Report 
| almost entitles the blue-book contain- 
| ing it to rank among the season's best 
| Sellers. Guided by this hint, a really 
| enterprising Government should be able 
| to see that it has ready to hand a 
hitherto unsuspected source of revenue. 
As everyone knows nowadays, the 
| most important thing about a book is 
| its jacket, that brilliant paper wrapper 
| designed to capture the eye of anyone 
| casually passing the book-stall. At 
| present the cover of Sir Eric’s Report is 
, an inconspicuous blue, reminiscent of 
| the notoriously modest violet; and there 





| 18 no picture on it. 
| Future editions should show the axe 
in all its glory, slashing off heads (of 
departments) or casting its ominous 
shadow over the simple tea-side revels 
of the Whitehall typist. But, so long 
as the jacket is showy, it is not essen- 
tial that it should have any bearing on 
the subject of the book. 

The question of a title, too, requires 
more consideration than seems to have 


a 
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1) Feat 
i” hh 
Lb 


General, “PLEASE 'M, THE MUTION’S BEEN KEPT TOO LONG, I THINK; WHAT HAD I BETTER DO?” 
Mistress. “Ou, YOU'D BETTER MAKE DINNER A LITTLE EARLIER, THEN,” 
















} 


been given it. Committee of National | 
Kaxpenditure may give an idea of the 
contents of the work, but for the pur- 
pose of arresting attention it is useless. 
Kric of the Heavy Hand would ap- 
peal to lovers of mediwval romance, or 
Coming Cuts would ensure a welcome 
for the book among the large public 
that lives on the pictorial divertisse- 
ments of our dailies. Or an effort might 
be made to catch those who love to get | 
their sentiment under some such title| 
as Pansy'’s Progress; or, From War 
Work to Superannuation. The fact 
that this is hardly what the book is 
about would not make it conspicuous 
among the romances of the day. 

But it is when succeeding blue-books | 
come to be boomed in their turn that 
the Government will be able to let itself 
go. The actual authorship of such 
works is generally unknown, and it 
would be safe to refer to them as “by | 
the Author of Hric of the Heavy Hand,” 
Press notices of which could be quoted 
on the wrapper: “ We are in complete 


particularly sound.” —Martial Mail ; or 
again, since an adverse quotation among | 
eulogies never fails to pique curiosity, | 
‘A cheap and chippy chopper.”—The | 
Cuthbert Sentinel. 

If in addition every blue-book in 
future carried with it an insurance 
policy, a football competition and a 
paper pattern, there is no reason why 
in the course of a year or so the Station- 
ery Office should not only be able to 
pay for the War, but even do something 
to liquidate the costs of the peace, 











A Sinister Context. 


“Over 20,000 rats have been killed in the 
Lothians recently. 

In the Lothians the price of butcher meat 
has been reduced by 2d, per 1b.”-——Seots Paper. 

“While the hounds were hunting a stag in 
the Beaconsfield district the stag ran into the 
cellar of a public-house.”-—Daily Paper, 


By eve, doubtless, he had “ drunk his fill.” 





From a recent novel :— 
“Rhoda's deep gaze came back from the 





agreement with this writer’s views on 


the Army.”—Naval News; or, ‘On| to them.” 
hey . | 
the subject of the Navy the work is| 





past, and, finding Ralph's eyes on hers, clung 





Is this what they call the glue-glue eye? 


|| 
i | 
| 
i] 
af 
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NEWSPAPER INSURANCE 








YOU SIGN, 
Wh PAY. 

No Taxi Accident is Complete 
Without One of Our Insurance 
Policies. 

Our Accident Policy Entitles 
You to a Free Accident. 

The Daily Boom Insurance 
Scheme puts an end to the Old 
question, “Is Death Worth 
Dying?” 


Sign Now, and T / Your Luck. 
The Daily Boom 
Rent while you are 
Coupon. 


Pays your 
Signing the 


Our ACCIDENTS ARE THE Best. 











ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


“Quarter Day.” Quite right. We | 


pay for damage by fire over the amount 


of five pounds. Yes, Neroshould have 
waited, 


“Annoyep.” We think it is very 


| doubtful whether you could establish a 


| claim for £1,000 from the taxi-driver 


J | Nee : 





j , 
i; Wi 
j 


o dodged you in Charing Cross Road, 
on the ground tl 
i 


you that amount under our insurance 


scheme 
| “ Hlorerun.” Your corpse is enough 
It is not obligatory that a copy of The 
| Darly B 


hould be found on it. 


“TINKER, ‘TAILOR .. .” 


(4 Ci Us Guide to the Professions.) 


Tue ArvorHecary. 
He looks respectable and mild, 
Like someone at the Ba . 
| But then, those bottles —— 

child, 


I do know what they are. 


Those lovely globes of reen and red, 
They are not there for fun. 

| You see? He simply shakes his head; 

| He will not give you one. 


But, if the truth is what you want, 
The truth is sweet and short, 

For one of them is Créme de Menthe, 
The other one is Port. 





At even when he feels like sin 
He takes them from the shelf, 
And asks the naughty doctor in 

i And just enjoys himself. 





LONDON CHAR 


it by so doing he lost | 


Yes, my } 
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He fills a bumper to the brim 
He lights a huge Havana, | 
And bawls the rude barbaric | 


To Ipecacuanha, 


| 


The Song of Liquorice, the Sor 
Of Dr. Gregory's Powder ; 


|The doctor sings both loud and ong, | 
| ‘The chemist sings much | 
All night they hold those hid larks 
And horrify the street 
With pharmaceutical remark 
| Which I must not repeat. 
| They drink the red, they drink the green, 


Till they can drink no more, 
| Then drain a draught of neat quinine 
| And totter to the floor. 


| My son, the things you must not be 
Compose a lengthy list, 
But at the top I plainly see 
The wicked pharmacist. A. P. H. 


“After a paper by Mrs. ~on* Woman; 
her power and charm,’ an animated discussion 
followed, which touched on woman's outlook, 
now and fifty years ago—women preachers, 
women police, and women architects, etc. , ete. 

If your boiler, cistern, geyser, roof or bath 
leaks, try a practical man.”— Local Paper. 








Some sub-editors are very cy nical. 
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“s+. And so the Princess tuas happily married. And the little Hunchback made her a beautiful bow 


The Princess tubo staned at Home. | 


and said, ‘Everyone is delighted that the Sea- Ring's only daughter has not lost her heart overseas.’ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


Monda 1B bruar /20th.—The G1 D 
Rep rts again continued to ex- 
cite the curiosity of the various 
Oppositions. B 
week they were inveighing against 
the Admiralty for daring to criti 
cise the recommendations, they 
1oW on quite another tack 
and egging on the other Depart- 
ments to do likewise. Captain 
WepGwoop BENN was particu- 
larly grieved at the pusillanimity 
| of the PRESIDENT OF THE BOARD OF 
TRADE in omitting to follow the 
precedent set by Mr. Amery and 
approved by the LEADER OF THE 
House. “I do not always like 
precedents,” said Mr. Batpwry. 
According to Sir J. D. Regs’ in- 
formation, eighteen of the States 
belonging to the League of 
Nations have not paid their sub- 
scriptions up to date and two 
have not paid at all. He was 
anxious toknow whether England 
was footing the bill for the de- 
faulters. Mr. FisHer said that it 
was not; but he did not explain 


But, whereas last 


were } 





“, Beg ¢ 


= 


OUR BARGEES HAVE TO PUT UP WITH. 


UP A WASH! 


PROACH ‘IM, BUT IT’S NO GOOD WASTIN’ YERSELF ON 


| how, in that case, the League was de- 


fraying its not inconsiderable expenses. 


DES’ | Several club-committees which find 





FINANCE 


THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS. 


The Red Queen (Mr. New. Macreax), “Can you po 
SUBTRACTION ? TAKE A HALF PER CENT. FROM FIVE PER 
CENT.” 

The White Queen (Sir Ronert Horxr). “1 can bdo 
ADDITION IF YOU GIVE ME TIME, BUT I CAN'T DO SUB- 
TRACTION UNDER ANY CIRCUMSTANCES.” 
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yo 


MOTOR-BOATMEN TH! 


themselves in sin 


to be anxiously aw 


Caf A 4 ~~? 





tilar case are believed 
aiting a reply. 





Some Members of the House have 


lately adopted the habit of greet- 
ing the CHler SECRETARY FOR 
IRELAND ironical cheers 
every time he rises. It amuses 
them and certainly does not hurt 
Sir Hamar GREENWOOD. He was 
as imperturbably dogmatic as 
usual in introducing a Supple- 
mentary Estimate of close on a 
million-and-a-half for the R.I.C., 
and was more elated by the 
thought that this was the last | 
time the British taxpayer would | 
(assuming all goes well) be called 
upon to pay for maintaining order | 
in Ireland than he was depressed | 
by the obsequies of a Force which, 
as he truly said, “ had for a hun- 
dred years served successive Gov- 
ernments in fair weather and 
foul.’”’ Tosome of us Ireland will 
never seem the same without the 
courteous and stalwart “ polis- 
men’ who were such conspicu- | 
ous and, on the whole, popular 
figures throughout the country- | 
side. The task of the new Ireland, | 


with 


: 
4 
| 
4 
& 
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| in Mr. Cuurcniy’s phrase, is “ to re- 
| assert the sanctity of human life.” Its 
| reassertion might never have been: ne- 
cessary if British statesmen had given 
| the R.I.C. in the twentieth century the 
| same consistent support that they ac- 
| corded them throughout the nineteenth. 
| Tuesday, February 21st.—There is 
hardly any conceivable subject on which 
the House of Lords does not contain 
at least one member who speaks with 








A | 


\ 





THE CAMBERWELL BEAUTY, 
Mr. AMMON 


| gentlemen 


authority. Unfortunately thereis some 
times more than one, and then there is | 
| confusion of counsel. Their Lordships 
| listened with great respect this after- 
noon while Lord Ragan told them 
| from personal knowledge that the Emir | 
| ABDULLAH was quite unfitted to be the | 
| ruler of Trans-Jordania, and that he, | 
his father, the King of the Hepsaz, 
and his brother, the King of Iraq, were | 
| all unsuited to the positions in which | 
|.we had placed them at vast expense 
| But then up jumped Lord Lamineton | 
| to say that he knew the King of Iraq! 
| very well, and that he was absolutely | 
fitted to govern the country. The Duke | 
of SUTHERLAND, called upon to give the| 
casting vote, and being apparently un- | 
| embarrassed by any personal knowled 
| gave it fur ABpuLLAH 
Possibly as the result of an icine 
| ment that the axe had fallen at the root 
| of the mahogany tree—or, in other words, | 
i 
| 


| 
| 


ge, | 


that the Treasury meant to discontinue | 
the annual grant of five hundred pounds 
in aid of the Lords’ refreshment-room | 

their Lordships were in rather per- | 
nickety mood. When the Lorp Cuan 
CELLOR sought their approval for the 
proposed judicial inquiry into the shoot- 
ing at Clones railway-station he met 





CHARIVARI. — 











with varied opposition. But he per- 
sisted with his motion and carried it 
by a majority of one—41 to 40. 

Mr. New, Macrean, not hitherto 
known as a financier, has had a rush 
of figures to the head. Having learned 
from history that Mr. Goscurn saved 
the Exchequer a lot of money by con- 
verting the sweet simplicity of the 
Three-per-cents. into Two-and-a-half, 
and having read in the newspapers that 
the bank-rate has recently fallen from 
five per cent. to four-and-a half, he 
suggested to Sir Ronenrr Horne that 
he should take his pen and make a simi- 
lar reduction in the interest payable on 
War Loan. Sir Roperr was obviously 
intrigued by the notion, but regretted 
that, owing to the unfortunate provis- 
ions of the law, he was precluded unti 


| 
| 1929 from attempting to follow Lord 


GOSCHEN’S example. 

“And he vos only a Cambervell 
man, so even that's no rule,”’ observed 
Mr. T ny Wel er on one occasion. As 
Mr. Ammon, who had just handsomely 
beaten the Coalition Candidate in North 
Camberwell, walked up to take his seat 
amid triumphant cries of “ Resign 


ZA \from the Labour Party, Ministers tried | 
to comfort themselves with the hope| 


that Mr. Weller, Sen. , was right. 
Wednesday, February 22nd.—Vigypt, 
while waiting for the return of Lord 
ALLENBY, appears to be enjoying an ab- 
solutely ideal form of Government—at 
least in the opinion of the well groomed 
who adorn the Treasury 
Bench at Question-time. Mr. Harms- 
WORTH is the authority for the state- 
ment that Egypt at the present moment 
is being administered, not by the British 


| Government, but by the Under-Secre- 





Commander Hu ron Yor no, D S.O. (flooded | 


with a sea of Pension and Bonus Papers). 
“Phew! Tus is worRsk THAN ZEERRUGGE!” 


taries of State. And I daresay he and 
Mr. Amery and Sir P. Luoyp Greanue 
would be quite ready to administer the 
affairs of the British Empire if their 
present chiefs were laid aside, and con- 
duct them not conspicuously worse. 
And what a saving of official salaries! 
The GrpprEs’ Committee should have 
thought of this. 

The House heard without a pang that 
the Admiralty yacht, Enchantre Ww 








18 
| 

| 

' 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

CEDANT ARMA TOG} 

P.M. Sim Henry Wins 

| to be laid up, pending her disy ul. | 
| Just at present our legislat t of 
}nothing but economy in matters that 
ido not immediately interest thy 

| The Secretary or THE Treasury 
}had again to run the gauntlet the | 


ithern with a new scheme of | 1 
| vice pensions, which are to up | 
}and down in accordance with the cost | 
of living. It is going to be a ce of | 
| infinite annoyance to the benefic es, | 
; who will never know from one quarter | 
| to another what they have got to live 
upon, Butin the present mood of the 
House the Government had ¢ yield 
something to its critics. When, how- 
| ever, it was proposed to make the new 
| system retrospective, and to con pel 
lmen who had served the State faith- 


fully for thirty or forty years to he 
honour- 


dragged periodically from their h« 
able leisure in order that some youthful 





successor might go over their pensions 
with a foot-rule, to see if they con- 
formed with the cost-of-living index 
lof the Board of Trade, Comn under 
| Hinron Youna’s complacency broke 
| down, and he stoutly refused to upset 


——a0y 





econoinists, and did his best to appease | 





bargains already completed. 
| Thursday, February 23rd.—Y¥or the | 
first time in its history the House of | 
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Commons welcomed, in the person of 
Sir Henry WILson, a real live Field- 
Marshal to its fold. 

Mr. Batrour, while deprecating the 
importance attached to the opinions of 
a French Naval officer, expressly dis- 
‘claimed by his own Government, has 
no doubt that in the current controversy 
on their meaning Lord Ler is sub- 
| stantially right and The 7':mes wrong. 

As he characteristically put it, “ we 
cannot conclude that he (Captain Cas 
TEX) desires the destruction of England, 
but only that, if he did, unrestricted 
submarine warfare would be the mari 
time upon which would 


veapon he 





probably rely.” 
Beer drinkers, who were hoping to | 
receive some consideration in the next | 
sudget, were depressed on learning 
from the CHANCELLOR OF THE Ex 
CHEQUER that a reduction of a penny | 
a glass we 
millions 
there is 


iid mean a loss of twenty-six 
totherevenue. They fear that 

little prospect of the amar 
aliguid in the reply being transformed 
into ‘a dash of bitter.” 








THE SINGING 
Benjy Byte is a forw 
In the ranks of the 

Green 


’ 


FORWARD. 
ard keen 
famous Buff and 
And a finer forward never was seen. 
Broad in the beam and stout of limb, | 
No one can shove with half his vim, 
No one can he ok or heel like him 


He goes [ol hi 
Breuer, 

And, when he is leading a rush in the | 
loose. 

Well—t] half 


excuse 
If he moves a little to left on right 


And doesn't go down with sheer delight 
l'o save from the feet of Benjy Byte. 


;man like a Ropert tH 


1a pluckiest has some| 


| 
No one lias ever found him winging 


2 | 

| Nor failing to push when the scrum was | 

swinging ; 

Yet Byte has a fault—he is alway 

Singing, | 

’ ; } 
Now a ballad may count in a concert 


hall, 
But it isn’t the slightest use at all 
| To a forward chasing a greasy ball. 


in > > ° 

But Benjy Byte is a cheery soul, 

| And you hear the notes of his rapture 
roll 

From the half-way flag to touch-in-goal. 


Blithely the bars of his love-song rise 
As he charges a drop that the stand-off 
tries 
| With “Drink to me only with thine 
Eyes!” 


ee 








| ' 
| ' 











“CHECK!” 


THE 


LOVI \'l 


AMATEUR CHESS 
FIRST SIGHT. 


Loudly and clear do his accents ring 

As he pray ; that Heaven may “ Save 
the King!” 

Then blutfs a 
wing. 


centre and downs the 


Out of the serum, from its inmost lair 
Of muddy jerseys and steaming hair 
You can hear him carolling “ Robin 


Adair. 


Vainly the Captain vents his ire 
As the music mounts from the trampled 


mire 
Till the scrummage hums like a village 
choir. 


CHAMPION 


This 





OF BAYSWATER IS OVERCOME BY 





curious habit of Benjy Byte’s 
Would ruin the chances of lesser lights, 
But a star performer has certain rights. 


(nd so you may hear him chanting still 

Bits of “ My Queen” or “ The Maid of 
the Mill, 

\s he follows a kick with a right good 
will. 


And still when the breaking forwards 
wheel 

And the half comes 
swerving heel 

He will tackle him low with “ D'ye ken 
John Peel?” W. H. O. 


through on a 
































| the praise which Mr, Batrour is receiving on his return 
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Sportsman, “ How’ 


bith 
MORNING 


THE MYSTERY OF A MISTER. 

\r a complimentary luncheon given to Mr. Banrour the 
ther day the Prime Minister revealed the strange fact 
that not only was he (Mr. Banrour) ready to serve hi 
country in any capacity, however humble, but that ' he 
never made terms for himself—nevyer.” 

The usual procedure of course is for a Prime Minister t 
write a note “My dear X.,—Please state at earliest youn 
lowest terms for succeeding Y. at the Board of Anxiety.’ 
On the same day he receives a reply by special messenger 
“My dear Prime Minister, 


0 


Yours to hand of even date 
| beg to quote as follows: Not exceeding six months in 
office, a K.C.B.; exceeding six months, but not exceeding 
twelve, a Baronetcy; exceeding twelve months, a Peerage. 
Trusting to be favoured with your esteemed commands.” 

That Mr. BaLrour, with his conservative tastes, should 
ignore a time-honoured custom of this kind may perhaps 
cause wonder, Imagine the shock to any Premier on receiy 
ing a note from him saying: “ My dear Prime Minister, 
Delighted to serve at the Board of Anxiety or in any other 
useful capacity. There will be no charge.” 

It is as well that Mr. Baurour is a bachelor. In the 
absence of ocular proof that he had done valuable war- 
work, how embarrassing life would have been made for wife 
and child! 


We trust we do not strike a discordant note amid all 


from the United States when we say that, with all his 
great qualities, he sadly lacks the “ win-the-war-honour " 
spirit. Why, he might easily have been a K.B.E. if he had 
played his cards properly, 





3 THAT BOY | BENT YOU BHAPING FOR A HUD 
Huntsman, “Nor mucnt use, I'm arratp, You rnemMemnen 
HY RUNNIN’ TO GROUND IN THE DARK? WELL, ONLY NEX4 
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<r SERVANT?” 


" | 
HEARD THAT BOY WIHTISTLING A Ik NOTHING IAD tt 1» 


OTHER DAY, WITEN WE HAD THAT GOOD FIFTY 


COMMERCIALISMS. 
(See recent Report of Committee on the Tea 
Knalish ) 
ican up, brave clerklets, though the light ,ol learr 
Your quaint commercial Mnglish sadly sho 
\nd even bosses are agreed in spurning 


Your “inst.” and “ult.” and © prox.” 


| like the pleasant jargon: | should miss it 
If firme no more (* per pro.” before their nat | 
Should “thank me for past favours and solicit 


Continuance of the same.” 


I like those “ special lines ” for me you've * quot ” Poe 
That cheering news that mine “ of even date 
Ilas come “to hand and contents duly noted, | 
With all you “ beg to state.” 


The thought that you at least “esteem” my orders, | 
“ Await the favour of my prompt reply,” 


Has power to fill me with a joy that borders 
At times on ecstasy. 


And, when my “ kind attention" is directed 
To some “ account much overdue,” I yearn 


(But not for long) to send off the suggested 
“ Remittance by return.” 


Well, well! the change may work out for the better, 
Yet I for one shall take it rather ill 
When I receive a curtly-worded letter 
That runs, “ Please pay this bill.” 
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THE POETRY OF THE SAUSAGE. 

Nor only are our Karly-Closing re- 
gulations stupid in themselves ; ‘they 
are administered by stupid people 
They are also administered by unro 
mantic clods. A shopkeeper in the 
North of England was being tried the 
other day for the dreadful offence of 
selling a pound of sausages after eight 
o'clock in the evening. The unfortunate 
man’s defence was that sausages ought 
to be exempt, as being perishable good: 
and, in endeavouring to establish this 
fact, he delivered the memorable remark, 
“The life of a sausage is considerably 
less than that of a strawberry in sum 
mer.’ “1 don't see the analogy,” 
observed the magistrates’ clerk coldly, 
and the culprit wus fined, 

Sut what a thought! And what a 
starting-point for more thought! Why 
should we be bound down by all the 
old moth -eaten similes for transitory 
perfection ? Why should we not de 
velop some now ones, just as apposite 
but more arresting ? 
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If the ineompar 
able strawberry has « short enough 
lease of excellence, the sausage, on the 
authority of its cultivator, has a still 
briefer tenure of it. Let us fasten, there 
fore, upon this new and most effective 
embodiment of our tragic theme. 
Consider one of its worn-out rival 





| 
"Or, hil the snowfall in the river 
A moment whit then molt, for ever | 
| 
is, I belie VO, Burns It cuts no ice. It 
| 
1s too obvious. But 
Or, like the sausages men sell, 
Lin nt fresh—and then, farewell! 


would pull anyone up, even a contri | 
butor to Wheels. Byron compares a | 
sunset to the colours displayed th 























1@ 
black eye, and Tam sure a sausage is | | 
quite as poetical as = ray eye. o . = f 
sides, a Comparison of this sort would , § if -- oe fe 
| } | ; anf qi le Ay ‘ + eee ’ ya 
erve a double purpose. It would warn } i 
| oe F 
wople to avoid sausages that are falling oa eines 
i 
into the sere and yellow stage——a most # 
} y 
valuable piece of advice which should Counsel, “THE CROSS-EXAMINATION DID NOT KEEM TO WORKY YOU AT ALI Hlavi i 
help to re tore poetry to favour amony YOU HAD ANY PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE? : 
' ' i as 4 
i the most practically minded reader Client, “Tuneun wives,” 
Nor have we finished with the sausage == eens 
even when the fleeting season of it syouth merida, The comic associations must capable of slightly less lugubrious 
| has been celebrated. In connection| be broken; the dachrima rerum must | treatment 
with the operations of the Early-Clos-|be given a chance. For instance Shall 1 compare thee to a saveloy 
ing orders it can be used to illu trate , Thou art more toothsome, ay, and more 
the nat | that oft d The glories of our blood and state enduring 
s narroy Ihe mot Oo divides vice " rm ‘ 14° ° 
sages W Vice ce Are shadows, not substantial things: Polonies past their prime bring little joy, 
Opposite : A solemn fact that has { late ; And hama of yesteryear are past all curing ; 
} Or, like the sausage in ite prime Been owned by even Sausage King Butthy unchanging freshness shall not fade 
At ' : ! ’ Sausage and pie 
At cight a virtue: nine a erim ; a aot high and so on. It strikes a new note in 
‘ , sir woatr Is it any the less acceptable 
| It may be objec ted that the wSs0c ii L And must, woen _ _ im i “aye “ Y . 
ti fil Be taken forth and cast away, vecause of ite % # fide ity to Plain facts? 
| ons of the sausage have too long been commaaienia 
| &xclusive ly comic. Then more shame I flatter myself that that excellently} wy ocgy, Avrmonrrive is tHe Riven Tame 
to our poets who have neglected the preserves the senso of frail perfection Bastn.-—-Appointinent of Temporary River In 
significance of the brief and tragic life| and its impending doom. spector,”-—Adet, in Weekly Paper, 
cycle of this re poncentative of 8 the B ayhe- Of course the same essential idea is}'To see that they don’t fall in again? 
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went and chose the very one that rup 
pins was after himself—a Miss Ruche, 
with a father no 

' he f course Tuppins 
you please, but exactly at noon the| Of course Tupy - 
j Every soulj| didn't stand a chance, apart from spells | 


MAGIC, 


“Awnp vou may believe me or not, as;a dark pretty girl, 
\ | 


BLACK 


one hy ud ever seen 
headman died of plague. 
in the district believes to this day that j and magic | 
Thanks, | young Bircher by foul means | 


so he set out to get rid of 
it was the curse that did it. 
1 ll have another—the same as before.’ 

Ah,” said the Quiet Man, w 
nobody knew and who had said nothing 
yet. “Ah! 


f » 4 4 
He aid it in the tone ot one \ )| Was 


. he | Vy was & periect dancer, bn 


hom!his rival cursed him to 


partner's t ‘ lle cursed him to over 


ldrink himself at dances when 


there Mi Ruche 


the girl] 
happened to 


| i 
" 





commands attention which we he- | have a temper « fherown anda tongue 
wed on him with the politen duejand o ne famou oceasion she wa 
{ the strange! within our gate Lh CXASPeOl i Lo tel ne b cl r exactly 
usted no time in making use of our} what she thought m, in public 
ft | very clearly at 
“Sudden death? Well, don't know! “That ended the race, and Tuppit 
it 1 should call that anything very left alone the field But peopl 
extraordinary. Sort of risk we all ta vcd be to talk, and Bireher got a 
coming out to Ind i N Whiil | ni 1 Wi } ! ible for | 
n atraid otf myseil } La li ter! blé ! rortune 5 he went round and | 
‘ ‘ omething eanly nastv thatihad it out with t p \l-binder, It 
included in t nsurance poli Ww { hly enjoyable mornify 
2 
| eot T pp 1} ! { ive back all he 
Wi hook « tt ud of any mol 
Thank ¥ i l V i © amount of skill 
lie knew how to< ( | until ] Ile ent ome feelin 
in old ma non the Coast, ! he ppy, anc 4 \ l¢ 
lways rollu nd queer place luppir was fut Ile \ t 
and gathering at nhealthy sort I ed to being retaliated upon vhicl 
, Ve whe e cursed it wa ‘4; Was a pity, for ib m b have stopp 
ft CUrse Te tle | istly t bef ( 1 Ile broods i 
| first ran up against him in the} and brooded till he had worked out hi 
U.S. Club at Simla, through having my | reveng: 
iLehe nimy left-hand trouser po Kot Phere pau I | od Did 
ead of the r { l never th { find ‘ { death 1 
of looking in the left-hand pocket for | plagruc 
then » | asked him for a light, and came the instant eph yi 
)) it his box in my por ket alter Just ave vourself i it vou did not 
the kind of thing that any man might | knx Tuppins In the short time that 
ao L'd never bear a grudge if anyone he had that girl to | mself he had learnt 
did that to me But he did. He put; what she was like e curse 
a curse on me, and for three months! Bircher ¢ ry ) 


wherever 1 went | never took a box of . 

had more thar More Glimpses of the Obvious. 
ind those two in ] ’ » hoo) 
variably broke or went out 


matches with me that 
two matches in 


That wa “* Japan, after all, is Japanese,’ Mr, D 


the sort of devilry that Tuppins was | Sladen noted with appa t relhef at the 
= | f f } f that . 
up to . u ; 
: T! t] M | ' q ‘ | rie twent it a Ms sow we find u 
| en sc Rico MENACISON- SIMIC, | 4 mericar suthor making much the sams 
i the new A.D, at . The satic! thing abou 


Viceregal Lodge | i 
He had to do the invitations, and he] th 
i left Tuppins out of the first dance So | uld ni ty] p ory i - ; the 
| Tuppins cursed him to drop all his | “°OeR* % 80's Shougnt ts striking 
| aitches, and he did. 
| everywhere. The rest of the Viceroy's 
i staff rallied round Mendelson-Smith 
| and tried to bluff Simla that it was the 
| new fashion in aspiration by doing it| 
themselves. But, after the fuss that | 
| Mrs. Halliday-Haxon made, it was no 
| use, and they had to get rid of him 
“All this is simply leading up to 
what happened to young Bircher of the 
45th Lancers. Handsome lad he was. 
with fair curly hair, and could have 
turned the head of almost any girl in 
Simla; but in an unhappy moment he 


Dropped them | ' . 
Oppo | We understand that M) 


the sake of the | 


MLADEN, for 
soghish Speaking | nion, 


to launch a charge of 


mS decided not 


, 
plagiarism 


“ Newport owe a tremendous amount to the 
variety of their fixtures—to the fact that they 
have had at almost all stages of the club’ 
history to meet English teams of 
typ Scott 


Variou 


h, Irish, French.” 

Welsh Football Pape) 
The Prime Minister is trembling to 
think of the further international com 
plications likely to arise out of this un 
fortunate paragraph. 
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SPRING’S DRAWBACKS 
A rovcn of Spring is in the ai: 
As to the club on foot | fare, 
\nd, seated in my favourite 1 
Embark upon a thrilling book 


In vy iin, tor soon that portent fe |. 
The deadly eucalyptus me 


Betrays in an adjoining « 


Our prize malade v 

Jim on’s capacity for { | 
mMmnever to be quite 
But, well or ill, be loose {] 


On edye by t conde 
| ec hdvancing ft { 
Boal our acknoy 
hore 
My dear old chay 
hen 
I really oughtn’'t to | 


And 


then 
ana wheeze > 

inliver ed ry explo vt 
He turns 


The cough duet into a t 


Wilh deva 


O Spring, our blessing 


Why can't you bani from y 
train, ‘ 

With Turks and infidels and fhe 

The fatal company of co ers? 


“Dunper Jure Ma 


lore work for the Sackiur 


Presumably labouring on the same lines 
LS the GrppEsS’ Committe 


“TON 1) 15 
The Dail Kireann sat in th hamber | 


n the University 
Adam stvle."—New Zealand Pape 
Rather a chilly costume for December. 
“The ‘plane is all metal, $2 feet long, has a 
wing spread of 40 feet, and can carry 180 tons 
of petrol; yet with fuel and ammunition for 
a five-hundred-mile flight, it only weighs two 
and a-half tons."— Provincial Paper, 


We suspect Ernsteis of having @ hand 
in this, 


College, decorated in the } 











he 


sa 
his 
for 


wo 





rd 


Na na”. 


i he Wis dubbed by Lord RoseRERY 


1922 


Marcu 1, 


Se 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr, Punch’s Stag of Learned Clerks.) 

Ar last Mr. Joun Murray has brought out, as Lord 
Byron's Correspondence (Murray), the best 
dred unpublished Byron letters left him by Lady 
cHester. The most characteristic are addressed to their 
late owner's father, Mr. J. C. Honuouse, 
Brovantron, “the high priest of the Byron mystery,” as 


Dor 


walk. oldest and indeed 
y° only friend I have,” as he was styled by Byron him 
SHELLEY'S side; but the letters to Lady Metnournr, given 
in full, though of next to no literary merit, come as an 
indispensable footnote to the vexed questions of Byron's 
break with Caroning LAMB, his monitress's daughter-in-law, 
and bis marriage to Anne Isanenta MILBANKe, her niece. 


)* You know I have obeyed you in everything (he writes) in 
my suit to y® Princess of Parallelograms, in my breach with 


little Mania .. Hon 


. you have been my director.” Mi 


HOUSE'S comment on the marriage thus arranged—" I felt 


las if | had buried a friend” 


has been quoted before; but 


i to my mind it strikes the exact note of earth to-earthiness 


; dominant in all these posthumous 


glimpses of Byron and 


SueLiry. Never were poets so docked of their glamowu 


The ground is thick with the clippings of their win, Of | 
| Mr. Murray it can at least be 


1 


aid that he has done nothing 


to make the feather tly 


atuitously 
: a 


’ a ® 
Borrome 


Characterisation is easily Mi 


Puy. § trump 





of the five hun- | 


afterwards Lord | 
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ut The (COLLINS Not that the 


circumstance is ab ent, tor the life of Jim 


ecard Kingfisher 


thrill of 
Barton, boy- 
jmurderer, bargee, undergraduate, 


pre wher and Labour 


leader, real merit of the book 
keen and controlled analysis of a 
different types and temperaments Jim's ill-treated mother; 
the drunken father he kills in her defence; 
nineteen-year-old sister who thrusts into his hand the 
| poker with which the deed is done (and continues to thrust 
pokers into the hand of humanity all her days) 


is episodic enough; but the 


lies in its core of widely 


' the ovei 


| Cambridge ; 
| the conventional shipowner whose daughter he reluctantly 
| loves all are drawn with rare discernment and resolute 
justice, I am bound to Bay that the justice does not 
always get across the footlights when the orthodoxies are 
ion,’ and that the discernment is 
| dealing with society women. Even Viola, the heroine, 
| who first flashes like the blue streak of her titulas king- 
| fisher’s 


wings “across the colourle 4 path of her he ro, is not 

| wholly convineing when she perches at his side, 

' 

| The Red Shadow (Duckwortn), by Mr. W. L. Burexynr 

| HASSE rr, D.S.O., “at one time of the Secret 

| Russia,” is a story with a rather horrible air of likelihood 
Roman Kaliajet is the son of the man who threw the bomlh 

lthat killed the Grand Duke Serar in 


iby the 


hervice mn 


1905, and is educated 
murdered man's widow He and his 


the shrewd | 


not at its happiest in | 





| worked young parson whose friendly offices establish Jim } 
self. The Sueuiey correspondence is chiefly valuable on | on the barge of his desires and whose legacy sends him to | 
the “ devout and free-thinking '’ young couple | 


who help him to run his “ surprising church” in Poplar ; | 


ister Olde 
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| are the fruit of an incestuous union, 
| itself again in these two. 


} in the details of a morbid psychology; he is chiefly con 


father, and v: ainly trying to keep away, 


and to kee p his 
followe rs away, from violence. 


In the end cowardice drive 


his own hand, 
undisciplined men, 
| a history faintly diluted with fiction. 
| Kerensky, Rasputin, LENINA, SpPrempINnova 
with the author's own creatures, 
| others take their place in the direct narrative. 


Real pers ynages 


contact 


| the handbook manner, of terms and policies. 
| to say whether this is an artless or a conscious method 
[ suspect the former—-but it is unquestions ably effective. 


er RS as 
tale of mystery, The Secret | 
Adversary (LANE), is that Miss | 
Acatua Crristr 
| ceeded in keeping 


has suc 
her advel 

sary a secret up to the very 
end of the book. It 
honestly, to have to confes 
i to such fallibility, but the fact 
| is that 1 made up my mind 
time alter time as to 
unlikely character 
the evil AL 
by hind 


rankles 


whic! 
really wi 
Brown, “the man 


Bolshevism,” only t 


LONDON 


and the tant shows | 
But the author is not interested 


cerned to show the development of Roman as a revolution- 
ary forced into prominence in the party as the son olf his 


him from Menshevism to Bolshevism and thrusts him into 
a situation which leads to the murder of his benefactress by 
he himself falling to the rifle of one of his 
This is less a novel based on history than 


- appe ron 
and countless 
There is 
little deseription much of plain reporting and explanation, | 1 
It is difficult 


The cleverest thing about that most fresh and attractive 





decide, after IT had read a few 

more papers, that I had bee 

wrong in my guess. Tom 

and Tuppence, the re p 

ble pair of lovers who set out it 

in search of profitable adver 

ture and find themselves on 

the track of international | 

secret society ol wl ich the | Ex-Private Ssirn INDS 
| elusive Vr. Bi wn, per onalls TRE FOR CERTAIN PORTIONS OF 


by i; CARRYING FOR THI ,ERAI 
unknown even to his followers, ! 
is the head, are 
through life at rate, propelled by Miss 
ible hand, that the reader has no time and node 
about the probability of their adventures. 
treaty, lost since the sinking of the Lusitania, is the pivot 
on which the story turns. Mr. Brown and his friends ai 
trying to find it, for they wish to use it 
| of revolution ; while the party of law and order want it in 
| order to foil their but, by the 
the book, to decide as to who is in which e amp | 
| an utter impossibility 
for myself, 


high spirited young things who dash 
} ‘ 
such CHRISTIE 


sire to bothe 
| 


\ missing draft 


nefarious schemes: 
at least it was to me. I must sav 


however, that even I never suspected eithe 


| cee Ton “te os nent be Mi +i oe ‘only character | stor y itself is in the author's happiest vein. The more | read 
picion all the time | of his work the more delight I draw from the matter-of-fact 
= eae F at = = | way in which he relates the most exciting adventure S, thus 
| ose a8 at go ae é Fi ; cod! and the heroine | Sparing me the difficulty I must otherwise have in beliey 
I hag ionstrous lonely I , generally know that jing them. Here a young married couple had lonely 
4 tea od ceil sth oer I r me pare ls of what one may | cottage lent to them, and set out to live the simple lite ; 
ath period are generally tales of pleas- | but what they actually lived, almost from the start, was a 

milieu Ol 


town and country to a hi appy ending. And, now that eve: j 
other kind of mental stimulus ean be obt: ained by the sim ple 
| process of reading the news page of the di uily paper, that i 


j ant adventure that proceed in a nicely blended 
| 


end of | 


nas become 


; |for two omthree hours his story made me forget that 1 was 
Si jpeccemately what every right-minded novel should do | 


THER) Is 
HIS FIELD 


CHARIVARI, 


[Marcu 1, 19292, 
The plot of My here 


fpril (Werver Laurin) 
Bath, and later in 


the fair country that lies bet 
Avon and Itchen, where the borders of Wilts and Hant 
'together. The heroine is a winsome lass and the her 
fine a fellow as you would want to meet in any novel, $ 
a story might be merely readable, instead of excellent we 
it not that Jonun Overvron, whom I conclude from certai; 
internal evidences to be a lady, is equally at home in hy 
period and het Whether she leads her puppe 
through the Pump Room or the April woods she brings tly 
scene to life with deft touches that 

imagination combined can give. And this is the more ; 
markable because My L wty April is a firstling or somet rT 
very near it. All the better, for if means another name o) 
the list—none too long—of novelists who neither b« 

nor sadden us nor make us think too much. 


* count ry. 


only knowledge wa 


Messrs. Hurst AnD BLACKETT?, admit that 
they have pleasure in presenting the public with 1/ 


The publishers, 


| 


| Madeleine, w novel by a new author who ealls | el| 
1Eneanor Rem. On the reverse of a jacket that ust 
= ins —— thrill every susceptible male 

|hoart they say many othe 

nice things about the book. | 


| 


myself confess to a kindly 
jing for the charming youn; 
'lady who is there disp! 
but I think the 
lauthor, has been rati to 
| kind to Miss Madeleine Sang 
| ster, who could not really hay 
| been sO pretty, and certainly 
} 


feel 


ved 
artist, like th 


should not have been LK 
essfulin her matrimonial! pre 

| . . 

ljects. Miss Rep analyses thi 


| Sangster family, aul 
rivals the /’ords, with a « 
skill. But there is too muel 
analysis and too little of any 
thing else. Marry: VW 
lene devotesitself wit! 
remarkable tenacity of p 
to the subject set forth in its 
title. It is the sort of novel 
— tiimiméjiji_en ek tae please the Scots 
serving-maid introduced by Sir JAMEs Barrie 
enta its whole interest 
Well, 
doubt very much if she deserves him, 


Mr. Rodney Dawes. 


STILL, CONSIDERABI 
LQUIVMENT WHILS 


into Scul 
Tommy, for 


question, “ Does she get him 


little as I thi 


und 


las her insight into the feminine heart. 
If I had been asked to guess trom 

lof The Heaven-Kissed Hill (Hopper anp Srovuauton) | 
|should never have selected Mr. J. S. Fuercner. But 
title doesn’t sound much like him I can assure you that the 


its name the itho 


life of con side rable c omplexity. 
ip wees for that is Mr. 
t better than I do 


More than this I shall not 
FLETCHER’s business and he knows 


But at least I can honestly say that 


}on the borderland of influenza. 


lies in the si ple 


K Ol | 


if the 





4 
es 

+ 
"i 
u 


pase 


| 


she does und | } 


Some of the author's characterisation | 


é | is clever, but her knowledge of English is not so } 
to light the flame | 


| 
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CHARIVARIA | The Soviet Governme nt has just killed a fox in a railway station wait- 
am ordered the printing of three million}ing-room the other day. It is said to 
Tur police warn the public against | roubles for issue abroad. It looks as if} have had an out-of- date dog-ticket in 
aman who is continually saying that | some country has ordered another four- | its mouth. 
nobody will give him a chance and that | pennyworth. ‘ 2 
he has no friends. He is believed to Among educational films shown to 
be a Coalitionist making for the hills. | Mr. Zanan Prircnarp, who wanted| London school - children lately were 





to paint a picture, was placed in a] views of Wales and the evolution of a 


We are unable to confirm the rumour | diver’s suit and lowered to the bottom butterfly. We question the propriety 
current last week that the Government | of the sea. 


























VOL, CLXU, ' 


: If we know these artists at | of this form of political propaganda. 
hy ud decided to economise in by elections wll, we are certain that he broke away 
| . ee 5 ind did it after all In a discussion of the question of 
| “The ludependent Liberals, pa epsied “The World's Worst Snake,” corre- 
|} *Coalitionist ina contemporary,‘ hi we | Phere is to be a show of used motor spondents of The Daily Mail have de- 
| one foot in the grave. [neice ntally | vehicles at the Crystal Palace at the! seribed ineredibly horrible reptiles. Our 
| they also have a Foor in the House of end of this month, The rounds, of | contemporary, however, sticks to its 
| Commons, thanks to the electorate of | course, are highly suitable for pedes- | estimate of Mr. Liovp Grorar. 
Bodmin o | trian-coursing tri als, 
| ° | There has been a great deal of news 
| The Daily Eapress states that it has Krom a Sunday paper we learn that ' paper t talk about utility poultry of late, 
| paid more accident nsur- | Aiea but nothing has bee ‘ty 
| ance claims than its con | said about the bricklayer 
| temporaries. li seems iwho laid a brick a day 
that Lord Norruenirrs |for eleven days before | 
has arrived home not | deciding to sit again. 
; moment too soon, | " | 
& ' | * At the end of the present | 
: There is a revival of the year the price of gas in Swan 
| idea of transferring th sea is to be reduced by ap 
| eo proximately Is, per 1,000 | 
| government of golf from lenbie feet, or equivalent to | 
| St \ndrews to London | 5s. Od. por 1,000 cubie feet.” | 
| It is felt that the head Daily Paper, | 
| quarters of the Royal and |Our meter never does us 
| Ancient Game ought to ja turn like this. } 
| } } 
| be more accessible to a 
| Scotsmen He padded his feet on 
| ntering the first house with 
| ins . : vnaplh ,anda woman’sover- | 
i lhe Roy al weddins: ill and left them in the last | 
| passed off last week with house he visited,” | 
out alitech. There wa Mvening Paper. 
no poem in The Trme [his carelessnessis likely 
by the Porr LAuRRBATE. | to be the burglar’s undo- | 
; 7 ing. For the police have 
. . } ] lier, “Wnenr po | Grr A SIXTEEN BUS, CONSTABLE? . j 
\n electrical machine . ” examined hoger - prints 
| | bed | CEN: See Mae TES ee ree ee found upon his feet, and 
1 i¢ y Se wis “nc ‘ - oun 0 8 1€@CL, ft ( 
| for making bec shas been Rereller. “Never MIND! A COUPLE OF EIGHTS WILL DO ; pas 
jinvented. All we need - i with the aid of these hope 
now is a machine for smashing china |if the gaze 1s fixe d upon the full moon | to make an arrest shortly, } 
4 — was cracked before, and the ser- | for twelve seconds, and then directed | 
t problem will be solved. ; upon a star in another | wt of the sky,} “ The proce m proceeded gneve 
j 11 ‘ - only breaki ito a trot when 1 last horse 
| the star will appear to dance. So fu nly breaking i t t ust hon 
| , ” : : , ; q ‘ , tof the escort had gone by with eyes fixed to 
Whi ky, avs an \im rican doctor, the Biightes Lond i} mociely has NOU! the right.’ Da Pape 
| “isa good cure fol snake-bites.”” Anti-| suggested a better way of spending @/mpyoct the Life Guards for the last 
i |} Prohibitionists should place the 1 orders jolly evellny. i word in horse-masters| Ip. 
for snakes with i good cle aler, as some | | 
unscrupulous fellows haye been known| A male voice party drawn from the “The passing of this immense stock of 
to remove the poison fangs i staff of a London bank has entered for | vhis y mari another step in the process of 
ithe Welsh National Kisteddfod, One absorption of Scot h whisky by a inall power 
se . - | ful financial group Evening Paper. 
Chere has been no erimme of any sort | ol the most ) gnantly affecting things . 
- A | : | Judging by what we see at certain hours 
in the borough of Tenterden for ten | we have ever li tened to is our banker's es : 
o ca <f e id " of the day they work very hard and 
years, we reed. Then we think 1 | rend ring of * Ask me no more, ict ) | 
‘ : steadily at it. 
Daily Mail ought to tell them why their] | 
income-tax is six shillings in the pound | Athens, it seems, 1s agitated by the “fseearane Agatter Miners te ae 
i } question ol the proposed restoration months the Department of Agriculture dis 
“Miss Mary Pickford,” says a New | of the Parthenon, I'he growth of local | tributed, free, G00 ounces of strychnine, and 
: : : , ’ ice O wilson ce ive B29 rab 
York message, has earned £280.01 (| feeling against this sort of thing is on oun f — P - bi d 1,329 ra : | 
. | ‘ ‘ ¢ nts in a single Neild, wre 18 a Movemen 
’ 5 mo ’’ ue } acy ry t , uns! Siac ‘est | 
in ~ past two years.” It is thought _ ascribed to the un stisfactory result of lor winter shigmnent of fronem vabldhe te aiiiie 
that by close attention to her art ” restoring King ‘Tro. for free distribution among the poor,” 
miry eventually do very well in the apes American Paper, 
film world. The North Warwickshire hounds| Jolly for the poor. 
i By cae Dae 
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AN INFORMAL INSPECTION. 
The Inspecting General's Staff Officer 
having misread his map, the car draws 
up smartly at the wrong entrance to 
the barracks. The Guard of awkward 
men, specially stowed away at the 
hack entrance, do their best under try- 
ing circumstances, and the awkward | 
hugler, conscious that he ought to sound | 
something, blows “ Cookhouse.” Wild 
Regimental Policemen career madly | 
through barracks to warn the C.O. 
and his supporters that the General 
There 
ensues an undignified scurry, in which 
the Adjutant outruns the C.O., Second 
n Command, Quartermaster, Ser- | 
ue int-Major, Battalion Orderly Ser- 
geant, Ditto Corporal and other indis- 
pensable assistants, and arrives Ju si. 
General. I have no ear for music, | 
although I used at one time to be able 
to whistle “ Lights Out,” but surely 
I've met that bugle-call in other walks 
of life? 
Idjutant (without a moment's hesita- 
tion). Regimental custom, Sir. | 
(ieneral. Really, very interesting. (To | 
C.O., who has arrived short of breath) | 
Good morning. Now, what are you] 
going to show me? 
C.0. (suffering from 





has arrived at the wrong qate. 


acute imspec- } 

tionitis), Well, Sir, you said you didn’t 

want a parade, so, if you will walk round, 

you will just see the men at their ord- 
ary routine, 

; The procession heads Joi the bar- 

ra k-square sa here are discovered } 


| 
| 


fwomen doing musk elry exercises, 
two men at physical training, 
two men sé maphoring, three men 
jorming fours by numbers, tw: 
‘men gazing at a dismembered 
Lewis gun and two men edging 
{ away from a trench mortar. 
C.O, (aside to Adjt.). Hang it all, 
there ’s nobody on the assault-course. 
The Subaltern in command of the 
parade, feeling that something is 


demanded of him on such an oc- | 


casion, has recourse to the recog- 


tary doubt. 
Subaltern (saluting smartly to the 
Adjutant). All present, Sir. 
Adjt. (to C.O.). All present, Sir. 
C.O, (to General). All present, Sir. 
General. Thanks, yes; 
heard somebody say so. 


| 


Not a great 
many men on parade, are there? 
C.O. (struggling with 


} 
} 
| 
| Hospital, four Sanitary-men, six Ser- 
| 


peants’ Mess-waiters, one Officers’ Mess | 


Delf-man— 


General. Never mind that: Parade- | 


states are alw ays SO horribly plausible. 


Now 


I should like to see a barrack- 


| pared a barrack-room ” 


|can’t find the key. 


nised procedure for those in mili- | 


I fancied 1} 


innumerable | 
’ ‘ j 
parade-states, reads hurriedly). “Two | 
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room. Have you got one that I could 
have a look at 

C.O. Yes, Sir; this way, Sir. (Aside 
to Adjutant) Which Company has pre 
, 
O/C A Coy. the 
making for his room). 
afraid my room isn’t ready. 
pany bagged all the eye 

C.0. What? 

O/C A Coy. I beg your pardon, Sir, | 
I mean the white-wash. 


(seeing procession 
Please, Sir, I’m 

B Com- 
! 


Wasi, 





{ search begins jor the prepared 
O/C Coys., the Adjutant | 
and the Regimental Serat.-Major | 
run agitatedly up and down stan 





TOON. 


cases, 1 


vhile the Ge neral, appar: 
ently unconscious of any hitch in 
the proceeatngs, ts engaged i ah 


, " ? ’ ' » | 
heart.to-heart taliiwith tive Second 


an Ce mmand on the subjec tof the 
particular brand of boot-polish | 
sold in the canteen. 


O/C C Coy. (arriving in haste). I've 
found the room; it’s in my Company. 
[ locked it up to keep it clean and | 


| 
} 


Adjutant (hopelessly). Can't anyone 
provide a barrack-room ? 

O/C D Coy. I’ve got quite a decent 
line in barrack-rooms. Bringhim along ; | 
it'll be all right. He knew my uncle | 
in the South-African war. 

The corte ge moves to D Coy.’s room. 
The Serqt.-Major smacks the door 
ciOoNsiyu ith his aneand shouts, 
‘Stantyerbeds’”’ to the single | 
occupant, who, being in the act 


of shar my, cuts 


| 
| 
| 


| 


himself, drops | 

his razor and stands to attention 

with half his face lathered. The 

Serat Major Su7rvre) titiously kicks 
; ] } 

a Stray banana-skin mnracr a bed, 


1d 


the Wuartermaster fails in 


an att mipt fo remove a bayonet | 
hac h is propping « pen a window. | 
The General, walks 
quickly to the end of the room 
| and back, talkina to O/C D Coy. 


| 
| 
| 


however, | 


about his unele. 1s they emerge 

Jrom the room a party passes 

carrying entrenching tools, 

| , ; . 

General, I'm glad you train your 

}men in the use of those. 

, a 

| C.0. Yes, Sir; 

iments. (Aside to 

that party ? 
Adjutant. C Company, Sir, coming 

off fatigue. Officers’ Mess; opening 

| oysters for the General's lunch. 

| In the ce 


tions the 


very useful imple- 
1djutant) What’s 


irse of their peregrina- 
i reach the Institutes. 


} General (approaching the coffee-bar). 
[ hope you don’t let your men hang 


about in here during the morning ? 
| c.O, (trying hard to look through the 


window). Oh, no, Sir. 
The Adjutant, having already 
looked through the window and 
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SCCN the root full, has dash i to 
the Guard, and is in earnest con. | 
versation with the Bugler. Just | 
as the General is about to ente) 


the coffee - bar the mperative 





| 
notes of the “Fire alarn aa 
sound across the barrack-squ wre. 

Adjutant (shouting). Soldiers’ Home. 
down the road! . 

| pande mornin amunediately en. | 
sues, during which the barracks | 
are deserted, the General and his 
Staff-Officer being left alone with | 
the C.O. | 

Co, ( feeling convalescent f) his | 
imspectionitis), Will you come in to 
lunch now, Sir? The Officers ll be 
back shortly. 

lin hour aflerwards the Genera 
arives away, and the real Guard 

presents arms to his bat and 

luggage mn the attendant car. 

C.O, Well, I saw that through all 
right. I always say it’s no good to 
get into a fantigue over these nspec 
tions. I think he was pleased with | 
everything he saw, and I’m sure he | 
enjoyed his oysters, though they were 
a bit mangled. That © Fire alarm 
saved an awkward situation. 

General (with ad Site ippy 
reminiscence, to his Staff-Ofhice Well, | 
I saw through that all right. Same | 
old eye-wash, I sometimes think people 
forget that a General has done exactly 
the same in his youth and | vs all 
about it. That “ Fire alarm vas the 
most venerable chestnut I ever met 

“TINKER, TAILOR . | 

(1 Child’s Guide to the Proj ) 

Tur Eprror. 
Tue Editor, the Editor, 
| cannot think what he is | 
L do not like his tone 
He simply sits and lights hi pipe } 
With poems much more ric! 
ripe | 
Than any of his own. 
To say a man has little heart 
To say & man is blind to Art 
To Say he has no soul, 
To say a peg more frankly square 
Was never planted anywher 
In quite so round a hole 
These are not things I care | Ly 
()| people in the usual Way, 
Rut all of them and mo 
Yea, here and now, with glo ny 
eyes, 
Well knowing it is far from e 
(One ought to wait until he cies, 
jut then I don’t believe he tries), 

With frantic and malicious cries 

And curses of an awful size, 

I utter these appalling lies 

About the Editor. \. P. H. 
— 
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GOING 


AS 
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HIMSELE 


Ok 


AD. 


’ 
4 


HIM 


il 


HIS | 
4S, AUSTEN.” 
HE'D DESCRIBE 
CALL 


’ 
- 


YOU 
THAT 
DON'T 


OF 
YOU 


BROKE 


DOG 
i} 


SURE 


THAT 


QUITE 


THAT 


ANYHOW, 


1 
I 


Ok 


NOT 


DOr 
“CALL 
\I 
“WEL, 


1 
lie 


THI: 


Lioyvp Ge 
Lawoyvp (,6or 


CHAMBERLAIN 


Mr. 
HOME.” 


Mr 


DOG.” 


Mr. 
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“Tlvtto, Bonny! 
‘llow 1 


fab 


RIGHTPULLY THRILLING! WH 


H CASI 


THE FLICKER FORCE. High Gale, Weather, Strong 


Wind, down to Shight Breeze 
Dream-diary of a Roval Air Foree Of } . ‘ \ ’ | 
ested by the latest report that the cor ' ‘ lter-order changing the 
] } 
f the Foree may once more be changed and | Until to pink | *k-eoat braided in 


of Def , shako with guille 
) 


{pred Ist.— Uniform approved at last! | mot 
Sky-blue tunie and overall! 
kit with blue plush revers. Have ordered 
my outhit in Conduit Street the last « Am 

iprid 2nd.—We are under the Air} my new outtit in the Strand 
Ministry. Winston Cuvureniin to be Junel New semi final titles issued 
head with the tithe of Lord High Sky} for all ranks. Chief ¢ 

' 


Pilot. Lower ranks to be entitled | ppel called Lord Sky-Rocket. Second-in- 
and Lower ‘I gallar t, 


Upper Topsail | Command, Chief Roman Candle. Bomb 
and Lower Topsail 


} il 
droppers will be 
April grad, 


ranks on duty to 


, ditto mess | carry a battle-axe 
Just time to race round to Savile Row 

| 

jand cancel 


rae vetting 


f the Foree to be | 


known as Jumping 


: 4 ; : 
\ll ranks on duty are to | Crackers andsoon down to the Learner, | 


wear swords, 
May Ist.—QOld uniform abolished. ! ment Officers to 
Full dress is now to be cream jumper | the-'Tailors 
with puce collar and cuffs, and bushy} Aust /st ~The Forcehasnow passed 
with plume of owls’ Have | under the control of the Department of 
ordered my new outfit in Savile Row. | Woodsand Forests. Uniform (this time | 
May 2nd.—We ave now under the] it is final) to be a swallow-tail coat of | 
Colonial Office. All ranks on duty will! Lincoln Green with Tam o’ Shanter | 
earry a lance. |} mounted With a peacock’s feather, and 
May 3rd.—Nomenclature of all ranks | all ranks on duty will carry a fowling- 
abolished, Future designations: Lord | piece. ; ’ 


be called Devil-among | 


feathers. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARE. 


| Whose future name will beSquib. Equip. |" 


fevening. <A 


j investinent 


Mancn &, 










IN THE MUMMY-ROOM AT THE BRITISH MUSEUM. 


WHAT ARE YOU DOING HER! l 


Another Impending Apology. 
“There will be a special musical service and 
no sermon at St Church on Sunday 
good attendance is anticipated 


Local 1% 


*At the head walked the minor cat und 
canons, all wearing magnificently ornamented 
: Pape 
These must have been their gilt-edged 


Provincial 


| securities 





| 
V ), “COME TO SEE A 

October 3rd.—Vhe Aww Minist re- | 
instated with the title of DB Chief | 
Propeller. 

Voveniber 12th ALL matte ting 
to the Air have now been taken ov by | 
the Metropolitan Asylums Bo New 
kit to comprise helic trope s] nd a 
lalt with sporran of wild cats’ brushes 
\m ordering my new outtit Potti- | 
coat Lane All ranks on duty \ CArry 
a bow and arrow. 

Our Fashion Stylists 

“We again pereeive velvet 
Rose~pink complexions and olive nned | 
beauty are also face and haud in ve th | 

Provincial Paper. 
; 


| 
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A HUNDRED YEARS AFTER. | 
(Lines on veading the new Bynox 
Letters.) 

(novGcH Byron's poems fail to please 

Our literary super-Borgians ; 
Though he is scouted at the teas 

Hrequented by the neo-Georgians ; 
lhough modern bards can wail and ery 

More shrilly, freed from metric fet ters, 
Few modern critics ean deny 

The eharm and frankness of his | 

Letters. 


‘The pageant of his bleeding heart 
Has lost its freshness—none can 
doubt it: 
But here, discarding conscious art, 
Hie does not “make a song about i 
Here, with a candour so intense | 
That we are forced into forgiving, 
In every mood and every tense 
He conjugates the joy of living | 
He e, tco, as in ih glass we see | 
: 
The Regency and all its scandals, 
Dandies and dames of high degree, 
Poets and Philistines and Vandals 
When Byron, famous for his pom 
The champion Cupidon déchaine, 
Wr ught havoe in a bundred homes, | 
" | 
Mor none of all he wooed could say | 
nay. 


meer 


reed from the moralizing vei 

Oi modern “gentlemen with dusters,” 
We see his victims mirrored plain 

The Guiectont and Mary Musrens ; 
(nd watch the juggling amorist 

\ble at once to sport and dally 
With all the hearts upon his list 

\ feat eclipsing CInQuEVvVALLI! 
Sivens are here and termagants, 

l-mannered though extremely well | 

born, 

(nd, cleverest of confidautes, | 

The most anazipng Lacy Mirnnpournt 
{ nhappy Crane, and wise Joun Cam, 

Advising, warning and consoling, 
\nd Lady Caronine, a Lame 

l‘amed for unlamblike caracoling. 





| Visiter (10 Seulptor), “NEVI Peay GOLF! THEN WHAT ON EARTH DO You bO ror 


Hlow sane his serious interludes, 
How Witty are his frequent mockings 


Ot politicians f prude , “cone ' 
, : — ind of I rudes ~ , | Courted and praised on every hand, | Le Mot Juste. 
\nd highly talented blue-stockings . 


Mad : Heal hen ostracized and exeerated ; “TALK! re OvEt 
ulin DE STABL, whos¢ lips distilled | [oo swiftly crowned,etoo harshly | Once more Mr, Lloyd George has trium 
Ink rather than celestia mella ; ; : phantly shown the advantage tn these changed 
\nd the deeorous and well-drilled 


banned, ; ’ 
| times of the new liplomacy over the old,” 
Rectangular’ Miss ANNABELLA. 


Much loved yet miserably mated; | ° Pinitey. Flainas 
| Though grievous sins his record taint, : 
Upon his birth no kindly stars | Though lurid mists his name environ, | 
Nor “the sweet influence of the | These self-revealing letters paint 
Vleiades " | The splendour, not the shame, of 
Looked down, but Venus’ self and Mars | Byron 
Watched o'er this modern Alcibiades, == 


“Thomas butcher, was fined £1 for 
lriving a horse and cat on the highway at 
i p.m, without lights.”-—J.oeal Paper. i 
Moral: no butcher ought to keep his 
cat without lights 


Who drank of pleasure’s midmost font, From au insurance column :—- From a fenilleton 
Who loved too madly 4] beauty's “Risks at Home, * They had first met in the milk-white mists 
daughters,”’ Compu viion for Four Wives.” of dawn as he returned from an early round of 
{ : , . » partridge coverts.” Sunday Pape 
Strong swimmer of the Hellespont, Daily Par, | the partrid Sunday Paper, 


Yet overwhelmed in life's dark It looks to us like a case of contributory | After that, of course, anything might 
iters. negligence i happen. | 
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FILM STUDIES. 
1V.—FitminG REMINISCENCES. 

Ix this department of filam-production 
there is, of course, no difliculty about 
the plot. You may be very sure that the 
story of your life will attract plenty of 
popular enthusiasm when you put it on 
the screen. 
the practical details of staging the epi- 
sodes of a somewhat lively past. 

Let us take, for example, a typical 
passage which is pretty sure to occur 
in the autobiography you are publish- 
ing (1 hope) this spring with Messrs. 
Ryot and Bloom: 

«At fourteen I was a madcap harum- 
scarum young thing, and even after a 
long day in the hunting-field used often 


to spend half the night scampering over! the Vice-Chancellor of Oxford 


the moors ab Whaups 


on my piebald pony, 


UNCH, OR 'T 


Your only trouble will be! 








CHARI 





VARI. 


| 


| that the following quite unexpected ob- | except for the occasional plop of a 
| stacles may occur :— | buffalo emerging from its wallow, when 
(1) Whaups is now let to a wealthy | [ saw a black and yellow streak in the | 
undergrowth about fifteen yards ahead 
of me. Before I had time to take up 
jmy rifle, which I had been obliged + 
lay aside as both my hands were oceu- 
pied with the concertina, his tawny | 


| soap-boiler who has a horror of every 
lkind of dramatic representation and 
refuses to lend it for your purpose. 

| (2) Although it is comparatively sim 
| pletofind American actors and actresses | 
able to ride ponies up-stairs, or even majesty at one bound leaped straight 
across tight-ropes and up trees, they into the howdah. For several min- 
do not have the same kind of face as| utes we had an awkward rough-and- 
| you had at fourteen, still less the kind of | tumble, and my nephew, Pottie Tub) 

| face which looks as if it would be likely | told me afterwards that he had ney 


| , : : 
ito take part in a syinpos:un on the} heard a song so rudely Interrupted, | 


) 


‘ 






j . ” , 10] 

} meaning of * good. ; Fortunately I never go Into the jungle 

(3) Lord Baupham threatens an in- | without carrying a spare razor my 

| junetion if his name is brought into | pocket, and at the critical moment | 

the film. managed to slit puggie’s throat from 

(4) The producers insist on making | ear to ear as his huge Jaws Were ex- | 
| Uni- | tendedtomakeamealof me. Mean while | 
id elit ns Netgeeas - -- a ~—ymy elephant, trumpet- 


ing loudly and wavin; 








Pontefract. Several lhis trunk, had rushed 
cousins and friends of on a mile beyond the 
iny brothers were sure rest of the party, and it 
to be staying there also, | Was more than an hou 
and used to accompany | before the mahout, who 
me on these break-neck had slid rapidly to the 
expeditions. One by | groundat an early stage 
one we would slidedown | of the eonflict, was able 
the drain-pipes in the ito discover us. Il had 
moonlight, after the | spent the interval in | 
crown. ups of the house lattempting to teach a 
party had gone to bed. | lemon-crested cockak 
When we came back we | tosay‘ Rule, Brita 1a 
would ride the ponies | I was quite uninjured 
up the back-stairs and jmyself by my little 
tie them to the ban- joy-ride, but I fear 
isters on the landing | that the conc: na 
so that they would be | Was damaged by a 
ready for next morn- : | repair,” 
ing’s hunting, and then cere i | Jlere again \ ve 
’ Butler (hinself a ida herine fe arrival into ball ) “Her | . 
sit down to a SVyin- LADYSHIP 18 CHASSE-IXG TOWARDS Yot Sin.” a very jolly 34 iO} 
posium on art or 5 oe ae PRPS ‘the cinema, ye one 
meaning of ‘good,’ and smoke innum-| versity appear in cap and gown and|that is not too easy to filin. Ther 
erable cigarettes, while the ponies! pyjamas, which is, of course, silly. lis no trouble about the hero, of course. 
champed chocolates in tune with ou t ’ | | 


Mi 
remarks. 

“Prominent amongst these gather- 
ings of young philosophers were Batti 
Bellfry P my second fiance Tony Redd se 
and my first-cousin, Lettice or Carroty 
Smith. | 

‘l have a vivid recollection o 
particular evening, when the then Vice 
Chancellor of Oxford, disturbed by the 
noise we made, came and joing d Bor d 


‘ 


t One 


humouredly in our discussion on t] 


t becomes obvious at once that quite 


I You will play that yourself, and plea- 


a lot of tact and good management} sant indeed it will be to live over 
will be necess uy to smooth away such | again the strenuous moments that 
little frictions as these and obtain alhave charmed so many a_ smoking- 
harmonious cast and a suitable setting| room. But there is a difficulty about 


| 
) 


] 


Thal 


for vour film 


ul 


You will have to point 
to all the parties concerned how 


much a successful production means to 


ie tiger, and it may need days ¢ 
careful rehearsing with a tame ann 
horrowed from the nearest menagerie, 


the world in general, and how much | using perhaps first an ordinary chair 
more to you. }on a table, and afterwards the same 


Or suppose, difficult though it may|chair mounted on a trolley before the 


| 
| 
} 
} 


red he} be, that you are a man; imagine that| two of you get into sufficient training 
Platonic ideal.” you are about to tac le one of the more| to enact the full scene with the elep! ant 
This will make an excellent film-| exciting anecdotes of foreign sport that} Of one thing at least there can be no 
scene. There is not the slightest} are dotted about in your diplomatic | doubt at all. Whatever pains you may 
doubt about that, and it is quite pos-| memoirs. The producer, let us say, is| have to spend on filming your reminis- 
sible, of course, that all will go} very anxious to get on to the screen |cences will be amply rewarded by the 
smoothly with the production. It is| your tiger-hunting expedition with the | ‘ 


equally possible, on the other hand, 


| result. Vivid they may be on the printed 
i mm Tapers & - ot ; > 
Maharajah page, but how much more vivid on th 





* Now Lord Baupham 

+ The present Viceroy of Lundy Island. 

+ Since Lady Lapps, the Hon. Mrs. Munch- 
ausen, Baroness Watt-Watt and Mrs. Knowe. 


| following bit 


2 ' 
screen 


of Hoosh, especially the| 
“T was singing a lively song from! There may be—indeed I am sure 
my howdah to relieve the tedium of the 





jungle, which was practically silent * Now Deputy-Lieutenant for Mull. 
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THE WEDDING DETECTIVE: A STUDY IN SUGGESTION. 











» 7 i ¢ ILE. 
| SOMETHING— WHICH ILL GET ME— INTO TROUBI 
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there will be—points in your autobio- 
graphy to which the critics will fool- 
ishly take exception They will tell | 


you that your story about CARLYLE and | 


Merepirn is entirely wrong, and that 
the views on bimetallism which you 
put into the mouth of Sir Alfred Gupp 
in 1879 were never in point of fact ad- 
vanced by that statesman until the 
autumn of IS81. Itis an easy thing for 
the literary hack to deny what he sees 1n 
but can he deny the accuracy of 
a photograph ? And a moving photo- 
graph at that ? I think not. And even 
if he does the publ 
believe. When they see you ti alking to 
GLADSTONE when they 
see him patting your head, when they 
read in the sub-titles the remark he 
made to you and the h ighly-intelligent 
inswer that you re ‘turned, 
that they will have any doubts’? There 
has been too much of this carping spirit 


1- 
al book 


on the sereen, 


amongst the writers of literary reviews 

And need | mention what a 
pleasant adjunct to the home you film 
will be when it 
mercial success in the picture-houses of 
the world and on youl lect 
n this country abroad. 


yardly 


has finished its com 
uring tours 
nna 
Instead of that dismal move to the 


family album and “I well remember, my 


dear, how when your Uncle Timothy 
came back from Nepal—you were only 
v slip of a girl then ”’ it will be 


‘ 
the 


lights and re 
vor, 


‘Parker, turn down 
lease the fourteenth reel.” 





THE MALCONTENTS. 


Dramatis persona 
CHURCH, 


(whose name 


CHan.es Back 


Joskrn Ber 
nobody car 
SCENE A Room m Outei Bloomsbur "4. 
The qas is poor a rd the fire is small 
huddled ali ut il, 
Charles Black. Theve is a regrettable 
lesire for peace in the air. 


GEORG! 
A STRANGER 
pronounce), 

i 


}ESS 


three men are 


Cieorge Church. 
fluenza will sow 
discontent. 


Let us hope that in 
the seeds of a divine 
Neithe 


Joseph Burge LENIN not 


Trotsky has acknowledged my New 
Year's card. 
C. B. My Christmas letter to the 


Rhy in of Ligypt has evoked ho 
response, 
G. C, My poem to Mr. Ganput is not 


yet accepted. 

C. B. Still there is room for our en- 
deavours. I met a stranger in the train 
to-day. He seemed—er—a kindred 
spirit. (He searches his pockets.) J 
have lost his card and moment: urily for- 
sotten his name, but I invited him ¢ 
join us here this 
man with a grievance—one of those 
fine souls to whom the constraint of 
established governments is abhorrent. 


evening. He was a 


PUNCH, 


ic will know what to! 


| 


is it like ly | 


OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL, [Marcu 8, 1922, 


J. B. Good! I think 1 hear the bell. 


| to have a grievance, to hate your own 
|" 'his may be your acquaintance. 

j 

| 

i 

| 

' 


country, and we'll find a use for you, 
J. B. Sir, Lam your disciple. IT 
a holy hatred of my own land, a 
passion for her enemies 
is good enough for me, 
Stranger. Ah! Be careful. 


A slatternly maid introduces the 
Stranger without giving his name 
as she can't pronounce it. He is 

gq a dirty trench coat with 

volver protruding from the 


I have 
ealous 
Any minority 


Cart 


a Ft 


Not 





nA 
pocket and a black velours hat. | minority. You wouldn't be taking = 
He bows to Charles Black and | with the Six Counties now ? 
then to the others. | J, 2. Certainly not. I wouldn't de- 
C2. Ahi delighted to see you, [’m scend so low as that, however mall the | 
sure. Let me present you to my fellow- | minority, 
'members. Mr. Burgess, Mr. Church, Stranger. Very well. Mr. Burgess, I 
Mr.—— ahem think? May LT inseribe you on my Roll | 
Stranger. Caoimbhghin MaeCathm | { Honour? You wouldn't object to a 
haoil. change ofname, would you? “ Burgess” | 
B. Yes, yes; that’s it. Of course | is a litthe—well, British, perhap | 
we all know of you. You have lately; J. B. (eagerly). I'd love a change. | 
crossed the water? Do take off your | My Christian name is Joseph, after my 
coat and come nearel the fire, | grandfather, a bigoted Unionist, | regret | 
The Stranger removes his coat and | to say. 
appears tna saffron kilt, a plaid, | tranger. Nomatter at all, Seosamh 
a Lara brooch and various other | Brugha! 
garments, J.B. T beg your pardon ? 
Stranger. 1 come as an oy ere Stranger. Seosamh Brugha ! It’s 
gentlemen, from Caitlin ni Houlihan, | your new name I'm telling y: 
the Land of Sorrows, ‘an Mother of} J. 2. Ob, thank you, tl vou, | 
Minorities ; not the comfortable Caitlin | Would you mind spelling it s! ‘ly, o1 
now resident in the Castle, of course, | better still just write it down on this 
but the other still rebellious Caitlin, | envelope ? I must have it printed on | 
still tearful, still defiant. my Visiting-cards, 
He talks:for forty-five minutes. G. C. Would you Kkandly ite me 
0.2 king up). Yes, yes! IT never|down on your list?) Iam a in with 
heard so moving an appeal, But the} an eternal grievance against t Gov 
question is What can we do? lernment the price of coal, t come 


Stranger, You can ¢ 


mnie over and/tax, the curtailment of the freedom of 
help us. | homicidal wns 
J. B. (stretching). But how ? Stranger, lixactly. We promise you 
Stranger. You can swell the minority. | full scope. You will be at liberty to 
You can talk and talk and talk | talk as much as you like. Mav I ask 
F<), Yes, yes we can do that, though your name ? 
hardly in such a conyineing style as G. C. George Chureh. I a spe | 
you, Mr. you ean improve it. It sou ttle | 
Stranger. MacCathmbiaoil crude in our vile language. | 
G.C. Of course, Mr. ahem. But Stranger, Beiorse na Kil, | te 
there’s the language difficulty. Your ae 
Irish language, so far more beautiful| G. C. Thanks. That mak: 1eW 
and expressive than our own com nan Oo ¥ me. 
mercial tongue, is as yet unknown | . B. And now what do you propose 
to me ito ee of me? I am really of your 
Stranger. If you made a stay in our | kin, for my great-grandmother's pater: | 


western islands you would soon pick | nal aunt lived at Ballynaspud. You've 


up enough to go on with. You see, | heard of the Murphys of Ballyn pud? 
oul people are still slavishly using the | Stranger, Of course, of course. So 
speech of the foreigner, and one must|many of our old families of the Pale 
pander a little to their weakness. In| changed their names under the Penal 
ioments of passion it would be quite | Laws. I daresay, now, your name was 
permissible for you to relapse into the really McDomlinaillor MacShiublilaigh. 


| 
usurper's speech, C.B. daresay. Meanwhile 
C. B. Wouldn't the presence in your | do anything to better“ Charles 
midst of three sons of this hated nation | I want something that look 


he resented ? |the newspapers or on a balla 


can you 
Bh Lc k’ 


well 


1EC 


Stranger (laugh ng heartily and slap- lf I should happen to do 

ping him on the back). Not a bit, my | notable, like shooting a cons table on | 
' » | . 

boy Why, we get our best malcon- iduty, 1 would like my name to “ 


| tents from foreign lands, yours among 
them. Aren't we the dumping ground | future. 

half the cranks and fanatics of | 

| Hurope and America? You only need 


picturesquely in the folk the 


ny ) 
a0 ( 


for 


ae 
| 
7 


Wea byiby 


ww that the | 


} 


Strange) Precisely. 


that. I 


ct nsider 


mas 














| theatre. 





Maren 8, 


thought is never out of my own mind. | 
act always with a view to our cons ul | 


How-would you like “ Cahal | 


Dhu”? 
Cc. B. (thoughtfully). 
that sounds nice. 


Yes, I think 
“The Escape of Cahi ul 
Dhu;" “Cahal Dhu, the Croppy Boy.’ 
Stranger. think it might be well to | 
start ab once on our cunpaign against 
the so-called Provisional Government, 
the agents of the foreign usurper. 
The Three. Lead and we follow. 
Stranger (walking towards the 
and standing in @ statuesque attitude) : | 
Come, brothers, to the Land of Selt 
:xpression, 
Zhe country of eternal discontent, | 
W] » lives are che ap, though coal] 
ince | 
Where licences are cheaper much for 
| 





di oI 


dogs 

And cyclists have no care 
their lamps. 

where the ballad monger sells 
his wares 

\nd you may make a play of all you | 


Come 


do | 
\ land more moving than the Movies | 
ure, 
More poignant than the praivies of 


the West, 
Where cowboys shoot at sight and 
gallop off. 
Oh, come, for there the Banshee 
white 


with | 
hands 

barm-bracks ready foi 
Samhain, 


Is kneading 


The prey streams call you and the 
urgent boat 
May start without us from these 
lien shores. 
He is still lalking as the curtain} 
falls, | 
A SS | 
\ QUATE-SO STORY. 
\ your who wore canary spats, 


The very latest thing in hats, 

\nd on his cheeks two little mats 
Of whisker (fluff, at any rate), 

Climbed languidly upon the train, 

\s if exhausted by the strain, 

\nd when I said it looked like rain 
Re ponded * uate! 


Disturbed by his reply, I said 
Possibly it might snow instead | 
He murmured ‘Quate!” and — 
his head 
As if he found my accents grate 
At that [ ceased to be polite 
And asked him fr: unkly, “Am I right 
In thinking what you mean is ‘Quite'?” 
He answered “Quate! ! 


| shouted, ‘* Do you realise 
Of all the asinine replies 
Yours is the worst one could devise : 


And further I should like to state 


1922. | PUNCH, OR ‘THE 


| | rose in wrath ; 
i'The languid youth from head to feet 


| That it was fully time you died ? 





LONDON CHAI 


hirst load 
SAY OUT IN THE BUS THAT I WAS A LONG 


/(ieho Has sinarlened herself up 


Second Lady. “So you was.” 


First Lad 
ALJ rHEY KN 


“WrLL, YER NEEDN'T SH 


ew | MIGH?Y BI 


You mispronounce the wretched word, | 


Making it ludicrous, absurd.” 
\vain the awful thing oceurred : 


Ile muttered “ Quate ! 


L kicked and beat 


And stuffed him underneath the seat, 
\nd then, in tones made hoarse with 
hate, 


| 1 thunde red, ‘Are you satisfied 


Bloodless of face and filmy-eyed 
Ile whispered “ Quate!”’ 








from a magazine-story : 
“He walked straight to hi 
her heart gave then a plunge, 
closed his door with a resounding bang.” 


It’s a wonder her heart wasn't broken. 


own office, while 


a dive 


IVARL. 





and then | 


» for the recent festivities). “* WOryverR WANT TO 
TIME OVER ME GRATES THIS MORNING FOR?” 
our IT OUT IN FR OF EVERYLODY l'on 


A LIDY-TYPIST,” 


like Galileo, care so little about 
these people, that at the last 1,.C.4 
in 1919 only one voter out of every 
the polling-booth Daily Paper, 


* Londonet 

election 
ix visited 
Thanks, no doubt, to this pointed re- 
minder, London did much better last 
week and really got a move on. EL pw 
sc muove, as GALLIO observed, 


Krom a theatrical advertisement : 


“The management desire 
their seats before the rise 


purtronis 





of the curtain, as 
; the interest of the play commences with the 


epilogue.” —L’rer 


incial Paper. 
| There is nothing to beguilea long wait 
ilike having look for- 


ward to. 


something to 


Tue Passine or tHE War-Hurs: You 
that have sheds prepare to tear them 
now, 


to be in | 
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S Dancina Man { ki \, “2 say, ( 


An Appeal to Munanity. 


Tue recent statement of the Government that it cannot 


tL 


afford to give further help to the starving peasants of Russ 


makes it more than eve imperative that an urgent pe 
should be made to the humanity of private individuals. In 
n region larger than the whole of France there 
" 

POL | 


Death is taking its daily toll of the children 


is no food 
and pestilence has followed on the heels of famine 

' daily the rubbish 
carts go round to collect their little bodies. Unless timely 
succour is sent many millions must perish of starvation. 
Fears have been expressed that reliet tun 


let 


diverted by the Soviet Government to other ends. Sue 
The Russian 


upport of the British 
Red Cross Society and the Order of St. John 


fears are to-day absolutels croundless 
Rehef Fund (which has the undivided 


has inconte t- 
able proofs that the n 


ney it sends out for the aidl OL these 
starving millions reaches its destination intact 
There are some who contend that Russia is no lone 


friendly nation and that 
indifferent to her misery. 


therefore we are justified in being 
But, however strongly one may 
disapprove of he present Government, it is it 
the claims of simple humanity should suffer by 
tention. 


such w& Cor 
2 | ' 
B sides, we must have very short memories if 


we forget how deep a debt we owe to the generous sacrifices 


that Russia made for the common cause in 
} law 4 -s 7 
of the War. And we must know little indeed of the facts | 


if we imagine that these starving peasants, themselves tl 


mnocent 


{ 


{ 


i 
| 


‘ 
\ 


victims of Soviet tyranny, a responsil 


ule or for its late hostile attitude to the Alli 
Phough to a certain extent their present pitil 
to that the 


from the long 


~4 


iue misrule, it results in main frot 


‘aUuses drou 
he Volga from October to June, when the rainfal 


0 th ec 


inches from the normal fourteen, and 


were burnt up. 


| 


\ new constructive scheme, spon ored by Lord Ea 


as lately been organised, by which manufact 


oht that lasted in the 


Lit 


will be sent out to be exchange ad for the surplus of bine 


i 


agencies in the Volga 


OWn ¢ 


credible that | four s] illing 


between now 


16 | the cartoon on the opposite page. 


; . ! 
n Southern and Western Russia, this surplus to | 
ver, under the strictest guarantees, to the Brit 


region. T 
nanufactured stimulate a 


FOOUs 
RLOU 


will help to 


Russian agriculture and trade, and so hasten tha 


" 


n of prosperity which will in time be fayourabl 


ommerce, is an important consideration, 

mportant than the higher appre il to our common | 
This appeal is here very urgently endorsed 

he essence of it. It computed that the triy 
montis, o1 

and the next harvest, 


We ure 


™ } 
readers to make a 


conlident that we mav rely upon the 


liberal response to the 


th —— "eR ‘ 
the early Gays | made upon their gentleness of heart. 


The address to which gilts should be sent oj 


ui ar 


say, a single pound for t 


That the supply ol 


! 


li} 
ul 


will save a lu 


\ 


ara 


Ch. 





Reieeanss creas ad 


a 
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AGONY OF 


-Marcu &, 1922. 


RUSSIA, 


Cuauty. “iF ONLY | HAD MORE HELP! BUT MORE HELP WILL COME. ENGLAND 
NEVER FAILED ME YET. 
: . ) f ' tL fort on th opposit mia { t rid { tt 
Mr. Punch be leave tod ittention to the f und arguimer forth on the opy ! ( t 
: | tarving millions of the Volga district should be addr 1 to the Hon. Treasurer of the Russian ban I f Fund, ¢ il 
Buildings, Aldwych, London, W.4 Cheques sheuld ! od Messrs. Panina Brorirns & Co 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

M “uid, l eb; tary 27th. 
“baiting BaLpwIn ”’ is one of the most 
popular pastimes in the House of Com- 


mons. 


—Just now 


The baiters do not get so very 
information out of him, but they 
always enjoy the process of attempting 
to extract it. 
ing to cireumstances. Sometimes he as- 
sumes an air of complete detachment 
from the legislation for which he hap- 
pens to be technically responsible. He 
made no attempt to Colonel 
PowNAu’s assumption that the Regis- 


much 


resist 


try of Business Names Act was a vexati- 
ous and expensive measure, and implied 
that he personally would be rather glad 
to see the back of it. 

The charm of reaching the 
Woolsack is that, should you get the 


ry" T 
preat 


sack, you keep the wool—or 
portion ol .t. 
Lord 


it goodly 
I forget how many ex- 
Chancellors are drawing 
pensions in England or Ireland, but 
something like half-a-dozen. The tax- 
payer will be glad to know, however, 


now 


on the authority of Mr. CHAMBERLAIN, | vast concourse of people, with bands of | spectacle of 


PUNC 


a fared dau / OUT thadequa ‘he 


His methods vary accord- | 


H, OR THE LONDON CHAR 








LIKE TO RUN UPSTAIRS NOW AND I 


“PLEASE I 


that, farfrom being an expense, they are 
a positive economy, since they perform 
services for which salaried Judges would 
otherwise be required. 
that, on reading this, Lord BirKENHEAD 


spent a sleepless night in trying to de- 


cide whether patriotism demanded that 
he should retire or remain has not been 
confirmed, 

Tuesday, FY bruary 28th.—It is my 
| painful duty to record a grave breach 


2 Session the House ol 
Commons passes a solemn order * That 


‘ : r * 
the Commissioners of the Police of the 


einning of every 


Metropolis do take care that during the 
} | a] 

Parliament the passages 
leading to this 


House be kept free and open, and that 


Session ol 


1 
through the 


tl streets 


no obstruction be permitted to hinder | 


the passage of Members to and from 
this House.” Will it be believed that 
this very morning, less than a month 
since the order was passed, two young 
persons conspired together in such a 
s to bring into the neighbour- 
he Palace of Westminster a 


manner a 
hood ot t 


mn | 
Che statement 


of Parliamentary decorum. At the be- | 





LAY?” 


‘D LIKE TO GO HOME TO MY DINNER.” 


ijmusic, who so filled the streets that for 
some hours Members of Parliament had 
|the greatest difficulty in approaching 
or leaving the scene of their labours ? 
egies ; 

| There can be no doubt, I suppose, 
of the flagrancy of the breach of privi- 
| lege thus committed, but as the young 
| persons in question took the precaution 
of securing the countenance and sup- 
| port of the Sreaker and the SERGEANT- 
}aT-ArMs it 

view 


is believed that a mereiful 
has been taken of their escapade, 
and that Princess Mary and Viscount 
LASCELLES willnot have 


} ey 
-bless them 


to spend their honeymoon in the Clock 
| Tower. 

| om ’ aes . a 

| [he demoralizing effect of then be- 
i haviour lasted, however, throughout tie 
| daw Th Pee . . } lids ] 
;aay. be reers were in hoiuday mood, 
and heard without challenge a rose- 


| lonrad t of tl 
+coioured account OF t 


in Ireland. 


1e recent concordat 
Even when the Lorp CHay- 
| CELLOR said that in the coming election 
there would be “opportunity for the 
iexpression of free and unintimidated 
' opinion * no cynic bark was heard. 
The Commons were dazzled by the 
‘KEv- 


Lieut.-Commandei 




















€ less expenditure of heat, may how 
usually peaceful precincts of The ever have been intended to reach 
Daily Teleqray h. Mr. CHaMBER- THE SISTER SERVICES. a Wider audience; and there was 
LAIN, like the Seint’s grandson, Mr, MILLS FINDS HIMSELF OVERSHADOWED BY Likv- something a little om is, per 
| Renopoam, is in a dilemma be- een REEWOREEE OER TEMOR 'WEES heme, in hin inpick on the 
tween the Elderandthe Younger © danger of Bex gy matters to 
statesmen, and has been told by an-| millions in the Estimates, and a total |‘ separate undertakers.” 
other Davip to make up his mind} reduction of close on two hundred! The Caancennor or tHe Excungurn | 
quickly, or Coalition Israel will split. | millions as compared with last year. sees no immediate prospect « full 
The threat had no effect upon the! The critics were not silenced, but they | restoration of the gold standard, and 
Die-hards below the Gangway, who, in| were embarrassed. Mr. Asgurru, who| hopes that even then the p vill 
their hatred of the Irish Agreement,| had been engaged to curse, did not}! not insist upon our return to a gold 
day after day ply Mr. Cuurcui.n with | exactly remain to bless, but was reduced | currency. As a Seotsman, nurtured 
the same questions in slightly on one-pound notes, he does not 
different form. The only interest 


| about you. When the CHANCEL- 


} 


L ay : Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt. How covs ir wirn uy Lf they did the Bill would be dead, 
| mittee, some of the sceptics feared BRAVE Luoyp Groruits? the Treaty would be dead, and the 
that there would be more com- llexas A le nby. LLAST THING HE DID. D1 ‘RB QUEEN Government would be dead.” 
 eimeents Ahan enh Thay wo. a an mz Li" Mune Soman rece __After that there war obvious 
Cleo. Mise EAR MUs1 zip fEART. no more to be said; but it was 
as the Socal pe sty that, {leras, i ies Seiieun™ oe : said with great force and yolu 
| Gieeaduied nee gnats . Say » THE FIRM WELSHMAN TO GREAT ater enece bility for several hours by a num- 
| HIS TREASURE OF AN OYSTER.” 


| by the Prime Murxisrer in the 
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WORTHY and Major Warts MorGan in ably ‘ee extrusion ieee ‘the schools! to abusing the Gonsrament for 
the full uniform of their respective ser- of the “tiny tots "they were going past extravagance rather 


Mr. Mitts, in “civvies,”’ took his place a consequent re¢ duction of fifty- three voices to suggest that in some di 


between them, and furnished a tions “Education here, the hae 
foil for their magnificence. there — Ministers had used the 
The new Egyptian scheme of xe : axe almost too freely. 





the Government provoked some 
criticism, although Mr. Lioyp 
GroRGE was careful to explain 
that this, unlike its abortive pre 


After a time the Prime Muy 


NIS 


CELLOR, saw that his aid 


rer, who had been preparing to 
come to the rescue of the ¢ HAN- 


is not 
decessor, was “ unilateral,” which required, and slipped away to take 
means, I suppose, that England counsel and refreshment i his 
is bound, but that Egypt can take Liberal colleagues at a lely- 
it or leave it. Sir Donaup Mac- advertised hostelry. 
LEAN, of course, demanded an Thursday, March 2nd.—Incom 
early day for its discussion; but mending the Electricity (Supply) 


Captain ‘CoorTE suggested that it 
might be just as well to wait until 
they knew what the Egyptians 
thought about it. 

Wednesday, March 1st.—Mem- 
bers were less concerned with the 
business on the Paper than with 
the reverberations of the St. 
David’s Day bombshell, exploded 


Bill to the favour of the Pe 
Lord Pern made no direct refe; 
ence to the “alternating e 
rents "now operating in the polit 
ical field. His claim that there 
was a “general desire for « 

eration,” and his hope that 
greater production of | anil 
power might be secu t| 





entirely enter, | fear, into Sassen- 
that the rest of the House takes 





their 
than their 
vices, and were greatly interested when to adopt the bulk of them, involving present, and there were not wanting 








ach feelings on this matte put 
in them is to note with what he should surely have been imore 
patience and skill the Cononran sympathetic to the plea for a 
SECRETARY maintains his sup- return to the pre-war standard of 
port of the Provisional Govern- silver coinage [ defy him to | 


ment as the only bulwark against 
anarchy. 

The moral of the debate on 
the Grpprs Committee's Reports 
is that, when the shoe pinches, 
« Horne is a handy thing to have 


“bang” the maodern sixpence with 
any satisfaction. 

It might have saved much time 
and breath if Mr. Cuurcuin had 


Bill with the declaration that he 
made in the course of it 

“The Government could not 
agree to any amendinent which 
altered, modified, extended, ex- 
plained, elucidated, amplified or 
otherwise affected the text of the 
instrument they called the Treaty. 


LOR OF THE EXcHEQUER began 
his review of the recommend- 
ations, the House was in sus- 
picious mood, doubtful of the 
Government's sincerity, and de- 
termined not to be fobbed off 
with half-measures. After his 
opening eulogies of the Com- 





a a ber of Members who, in Lord 
a 1e recommenc ations — not- Antony and Cleopatra Act 1. Sc. v 


prefaced the Committee stage of | 
4 , ‘ } 
the Irish Free State (Agreement) | 


| 





od . Se. v. Huu Crcin’s phrase, “ knew that 


———e 
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Fre Tay = we 6 
“] FORGOT TO TELL YOU, MUM, THIS HEGG-CUP ’AS GONE AN’ BROKE ITS STALK OFF ITSELF. I'M APRAID IT’S RUI » AS I 
HEGGS 18S CONCERNED.” 
a = 
| the Treaty could not be killed, but \C THE PICTURES \nd a roar and whicker 
wished that the Government that de- | ‘ areas | As the grouse-pack swings 
vised it were as dead as mutton.” Pu firelight’s leaping H aS ig Pe 
| : . . ae Sa | me, tis home peptembe 
P.S.—Last week, it seems, in de-| In the frosts of Spring, ‘\ ; " ") ep * hel 
“ys + y , : on : ne he ripe haw g VS 
scribing Sir Henry Wison as the first And the dogs are sleeping, HH pp ha, rt 
me » . . ‘ w tir ) Ss rel 
Field- Marshal who ever sat in the Head to tal, a-ring: \ 7 ‘ P') é 7 - mber . ) 
‘ ° . - ‘ . n the warm hedgerows 
House of Commons, I did a gross in- While our pipes are wreathing TI ' <Suns . ~ 
: : here’s a pale st retting 
justice to the Highland benefactor of | Us an incense blue, 1" ik th ld : i ~ 
| | . . . hrough the ¢ Us a rea 
whom it was written :— Pan, in faint reeds bre athing, \ i 4] © Tey ee 
j 1 Aha 1e ung yy se 1 
‘Had you seen these roads before they ere Makes t he old tunes new. | , y' § 409 5 ettin 
| eee In the clover heads. 
} You would lift up your hands and bles So there ’s “ sea-pies”’ crying The log-sparks thicken 
General Wade.” gle hig ; ek Nek a nes 
e Vade. On a shingle high, Yet ’tis Spri ng, new Spring 
Lam indebted toa Bath correspondent And a mallard flying For the sallows quic ken 
| for the information that Wapr, who| _ Ona grey Mareh sky ; And the mornings sing 
| tepresented that city in Parliament here's a primrose hiding— And, the dusk transmutine, 
from 1722 to 1748, was made a Field- | See her frail pale cup; Through the dreams of man 
Marshal in 1743. And the brown [isk s sliding Drifts the faint lost fluting 
ales agate ME u 
With the Spring fish up. Of a homespun Pan. 
Our Sleuths Again. 1) ’ ae, 
“ There’s a chalk-stream shi ipp! Ine j - 
j A mail bag containing over £1,000 in cash TT hs | | k | «wR i | 
has mysterio usly disappe ared during its journe’ Through a June rose- et | * Re juired, for Straits Settiements, Drapery 
J *] } } ’ 4 ‘ norceti ¥) io 
from St. Andrew’s to Glas Gow. The bag was W here the lasher ad lipping Assistant. ee Lee seca. ingh 7 
. . 5 . F ; ! g 2 260.” aily Pap 
conveyed by a van to the railway station, and Into silver mist; | aged veoieeduane a Se 
stnee then nothing has been heard of it. The And the weed-beds wimple “ Headman or C llarman, aged 355, single. 
postal and police authorities have come to the I t] rat } | 7 Can give exce lent re ts, \lany vears’ « xp. ’ | 
: ec al slo | \ 
conclusion that a robbery was committed.” \ " a 6 + td me | Same Lape 
7 ( » big trout dimple t cee ‘ . ; 
_Provincial Paper. And the D | Who said “ too old at forty : 
, aS As the green drakes show. sais é : 
“The ¢ yurse foi the senior steeplechas Wa 
vi 3 “YY r Cri ade t at Crickl 
under hone miles, and fer the junior just over Or there’s heath-bell gTAces mi vista :- ( —— /- ve — } 
24} miles. G. R. Trotter defeated D. M. aie pps hora age en ed rene Bree 
B And an August sun Lodge who provided a good gallop of two hours, | 
| ateson, last week’s junior mile winner, in : | 
i the junior steep Senliaee - the time 11. min On some dark brae-faces He ran over a very sporting conntry, all glass. 
e e, n. “ ‘ = . ae . 7" , ” , on 4 
55 3-5 sec., being remarkably fast for a| Where the cloud trails run; There were twodistinet points.” —Daily Paper. 
junior,”"— Daily Paper. ; There's a flag’s far flicker In such a country we should have | 
Some Trorren! Where the long line strings, thought there would haye been more. 
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‘Nor TOO SHOR 


he Man 


edited by Sypyry H. Parpoy, t 


IF (AND WHEN) SUMMER COMES. 


Behind the Binocular, who misses very 
Ir is here at last. All through Jan- | little of what is going on in the field, I 
ary | looked for he in vain, and then | can tell you 
ll through Feln wy But now it has! Itisa comforting thought that public 
irrived, before the swallow dares, to} spirited men will always be forthcoming 
temper the ides! March by promises | to carry on these invaluable periodicals | 
of excitement in May and June, July|and annuals. Jonn WispEn died as| 
and August, and a part of Se ‘pte mber. | long ago as 1884, and whether or not 
And how it has grown! Not in| his last moments were troubled by any 
height, for that would be a treachery | fear lest his Alman should pet ish 
to its fifty-eight predecessors, but in} with him I cannot say, but here it is, 


breadth. Indeed it is now rather like 


in Mr. 


Grorce Hirst was getting when I saw| hands. Grorce Brapsaaw, the Quaker, 
him last. And the increased value it}and, as the Irishman said, “a rail 
sets on itself! The modest bob was gintlem in if ever there was one,” died 
once its idea of its worth, but to-day 1853, but someone without a name 
it leads off with a demand for five shil- }is found with sufficient tenacity and 


like Sir Ropert 
any other highwayman. 
every penny, even though 


lings, just Horne or} hardihood st 
But it is worth | and 


mine 


labours 
result 


ill to carry on 
bring the formidable 
every month. At this very moment, 
already burst its tight little jacket, be- this fine March morning with de- 
cause it is the best of bo ks, fal beyor dj licious hints of adr in the air 
inything in that vaunted list which the | ] suppose, bent 
late Lord Avenury, turning aside for| task of an 
the moment from his banks that were! What a life! 
covered with bees, was at pains to com-} i 
pile. You know the sort of thing: Mare 
Aurelius, Plutarch’s Lives, 
Anatomy, Ejictetus, Bosweli’s J hin SON 
and exactly five- and- ninety more‘ 

W ell, give me Wisden, forthat sam 
[ am re ane to all this while: . | 


Jolu 
Wisden’s Cric Almanack for 1922, ! t) 


out 
has 
ion 


, he is, 
louble over the horrid 
anging April's 
And Mr. Ketiy? I doubt 
nal Mr. KELLY who goes 
‘s} {rom door to door all over London ecol- 
Burton's | lecting the names of the inhabitants: | 
but his anonymous successor is active 
enough. There is also the disturbing 
Who is 1922's Zanker, ‘ 
Mr. Parvon, however, comes out into | 


1 open as Editoi 


time-tables. 


: ie 
It is the origi 


| 
question, 


keters’ and also signs some 


CHARIVARI 


: 1922, | 





Parpon’s | 





(Ml ARCH 8, 





lvery pertinent critical remarks the 
| . A hl rn , 

leonduct of our Test Teams | vear 
land other matters of vital importance 
ee those to whom cricket is 1 Man 


ja game—an intellectual emot 
jonly quarrel with him is that gives 


no indication as to who was the ¢ 


i plain 
of either side in either of the t » bi 
Gentlemen and Players’ matches. The 

| Gentlemen's captain can usually be de- 


}duced, but not the Plavers nd 
jterity will like to know. 


| I mentioned just now GrorGce Hirst’s 


sturdy girth; and, as it happens, that 
great player is one of the herves of the 
book. Jvery year certain heroes are 


fixed in their niches by Mr. Parpos 
Chief of these, this year, is the indomt 


} , . , , 
;able Yorkshireman who, although he 
was born as long ago as 1871, 3 bat- 


ting in 1921 with all his old vig 
at mid-off, disposing 
against the ball with great lidity 
thanever. An Army gentleman, M jor 
R.O. Epwarps, has been preva led upon 
to lay aside his sword for the moment 
in order to compilethe record of GEORGE 
Hirst’s triumphs, both as batsman and 
bowler, from which we learn that be- 
tween his début in 1891 and his fare- 
well last year this admirable c ricketet 
and man made 36,196 runs and took 
2.723 wickets. It isa matter of regret 
ito him that among his victims he was 


- 
ur and, | 


his | rliness | 
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satctr ones ocr 


il 


never able to count W. G.; but he con- 
soles himself for the failure by remark- 
ing, “But the Old Man never got my | 
wicket either.” 

Mr. Parvon’s other heroes (with por- | 
traits) are five in number. The first | 
three are Australians: C. G. Macarr- | 
xEY, to whom, after he has been at the 
wickets for ten seconds, all bowling is 
the same; J. M. Grecory, whom on| 
bumping wickets too many of our men | 

| played with their heads (I ean still hear 
the crack Ernest TyLDESLEY’s peri- | 
cranium gave to the ball at Trent| 
Bridge in the first Test Match); and} 
|. A. McDonanp, whose occasional | 
| “yorkers "’ got under so many otherw ise | 
excellent willow blades. The other two 
of the Almanack’s heroes are members | 
lof the Cambridge Eleven and rising | 
| hopes of the Old Country — Huser 
| Asuron, who is the Light Blue cap- | 
tain this year, and gave the Austra- | 
lians more trouble almost than any of | 
their opponents ; and J. L. Bryan, who 
looks like being a tower of strength for 
Kent. | 
| But it is not so much the history } 
which Wisden gives that stirs the pulse, | 
as its promises; not the past but the 
future. While Winter is still with us— | 
although his style is becoming every | 
| day a little more cramped—there is no | 
joy comparable to that offered by those | 



























| pages of Wisden that are given up to| 

|“ Fixtures for 1922.” The mere courage | L 

1 of the word “ Fixtures,” in a world of | : .. 

| frustration and flux, isa separate thrill.| == ber 

| But Mr. Parpon doesn’t flinch ; to him, | -ssssyzues ay 
though the skies fall, they are ‘ Fix- FZ } 
tures.’ They begin on the Ist of May | =— —Yy a , 
with the Seniors’ match at Oxford, and | es FZ 
they continue to September 15th, when, —o 

| at the Oval, the Champion County mee ts | B23 


the Rest of Eneland, and, if necessary, 
the match lasts for four days. 

What will vou be doing on May 10th? 
You don't know? But | know what 1 | 
i shall he doing, unless the cruel Fates | 
eas 
| intervene; I shall be at the Oval to 
| . | 
| See the opening match there, Surrey 7. | | 
Somerset, and, | hope, to give Hoss | \ 


| 








a welcome on his return to the game | 
i | and get an idea of Mr. Frxprr’s taste | 
{in sweaters for the coming season. | é 
| What will you be doing on May 13th ?| 
You don’t know. But I know. J shall, | Se 
if all is fay }" uy r’S THE IDEA OF STAMPING YOUR LETTERS ON THE LEFT BOTTOM CORNER | 
if all is favourable, be at Lord’s to Sec | ss oe ¥ ous ale OLD ToOoOTINGIAN-—-AND THA OUR COLLEGE YELL.” j 
. | “ U SER, ? ) TING [D4 3 OUR ¢ ; ; 
| the opening match there, Middlesex v. VELL, = eonatiabbencsin reusebanstban as aaeiicoundt oA? S 
Warwickshire lle = = WS 
Wisden tells me also that Oxford} The Housing Shortage. | ; Our Strenuous Statesmen. 
’ : . oF : * Roof (f shed). few miles out: suit lor} ‘The Prin \linister vesterday afternoon 
and Cambridge lil July 10t) | Roof (furnished), fev . 
‘ vambridge will begin on July th, | found it necessary to rest for a while. In the 


‘ ,’ 12; moderate.”— Scotch Paper ; | 
and Gentlemen and Players at Lord’s lmorning he had sought relaxation in some | 











, . = ‘ inte it} ° 
on July 19th. Seek for me there if you At the Abbev :— | rounds of g f - the country with Lord 
. . . . <A - ‘ e 7 laily L’aner. 
need me. I will not fail you. “Dame Marget Lloyd George wore a pretty | seo ; nA 3 . oat he | 
© EB. V.i. | dress of deep blue charmeuse. ... Mr. Balfour | Without exact information as to the 





SHAKSPEARE on the latest craze : wore a philosophical smile.”—Daily Paper. inumber of “rounds” it is not easy | 

‘ SPE , 2st craze -— > : | . : a P ‘ > TAY 

“I'll strike and cry ‘ Take all.’ ” But that, of course, was before he got fog form | an — as to Mr. Lioyp 
intony and Cleopatra, Act 1V., Se. 2. his Garter. | GrorGe’s real need for rest. | 
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During this interlude, magic lights | distinguished), had to waste themselves | 
AT THE PLAY. | a 7 


lappear and vanish, succeeded by an} on listening parts. 
issue of sprites, goblins and witches, who | Finally [ assume that Miss Jray 


“Tue Excuantep Cortace’ 


| 
(Duke or York's). | execute some rather mechanical move-|CapELL, who seemed to have walked | 
Ir is a pretty thought, though al-| ments, strangely lacking in that quality | Straight out of Mary Rose, acted well; 
? 


most as old as the world, that the | of enchantment which SirJames Barrir | but as [ have no idea what she was 
enchantment of love can make the|can evoke by suggestion and without} meant to be or do I have only 
plainest creature beautiful in a lover’s| visible aid. Sir Artuur Pryero has! experience of her to go upon 

eyes; and another pretty thought, of | great gifts, but this is not one rab apc | regret to speak unhope fully of any 
equal antiquity, that under the same en- | He has no natural genius for magic and work by so distinguished a Writer as 
chantment the beauty of the loved one! it is too late in his career for him to Sir ARTHUR Pineno, but Iam afraid that 
may remain untouched by time or any | apprentice himself to the fairy business. | the enchantment of his cottage is going 
outward change. Something of the sort 


{ believe to have been in Sir ArTHuR | struction, and two or three of his char-| will not penetrate to the audience. 

. | ry. ‘ . } " 
Prnero’s mind when he wrote this play; | acters were excellent. The contrast, in | ( ertainly the spectators on the second 
but unhappily he made the mistake of |the opening scene—much the best of} 


night seemed to have escaped its spell. 
mixing up natural enchantment with | all—between the two men, Oliver Bash- | ; 


ennai cinsaoeetaa O. 3S, 
" lforth and M -H ae ‘] h 1} ttc orcas cinema 
supernatural. forth an (jor illgrove, who had} pai. pap a ere aie , 
His pair of lovers —if one may so hoth suffered badly in the War, was] THE BARD ANI THE BELLE. 
describe the parties to a marriage of} well drawn. But he was not so happy (Hand-painted dr sses signed by some 
pity on both sides—consist of an ob-| with some of his other characters; the! panees artist are the late on- 
trusively unattractive woman and a/ attitude, for instance, of Oliver's garrul- able craze.) 


man broken by the War in body and|ous mother towards the pitiful condi-| My Mabel, the income I'm « 
spirit. On the evening of their wedding | tion of her son was incredibly unsym- 
day they enter the Enchanted Cottage, | pathetic. 


Will never be able to pay 
i For the costume for wil 


11¢ i are 
and the magic of it restores his old What little humour there was in the] yearning, 
strength and comeliness and gives her a| play turned largely, and with a painful Signed work of a famous R.A 
beauty beyond her wildest dreams. By | insistence, on the uncomfortable subject | But charms as alluring as ( ; 
what means the change is wrought we | of maternal expectancy. One wonders May still become yours if you choose 
are not to know; but suspicion falls|a little why it is that Sir Arraur, \ swathing of chiffon adorned with 
upon their sole domestic, whose grand- | with his wide experience, is not a better your Perey's 
mother had been addicted to witchcraft 


| judge of the social decencies. Does he | Unpublished, original, autograph verses 
Clearly no natural enchantment of love|imagine that a country rector’s wife In various hues, 

could have corrected the man’s lame- | belongs to the circle of Mrs. Gamp ? \n ode to the daybreak (“Au 
ness or repaired the result of a wound Perhaps Ioughttoadd that there may Inscribed, sav, in letters of fir 
in his neck, unless he had been previ Should prove very enthablo ¢, 


| have been a humorous design in the ar 

ously shamming. Clearly, too, the new | rangement by which Miss Laura Cowir Loose négligé morning attire 
eae, ; 

charm ot 


the woman could not be! played the part of another Laura, and 
ascribed to the power of love creating} Miss Wrixtrrep Emery'’s Mrs. Smail- 


i 


tor formal occasions the sonnet 





Would lend you a dignified a | 
an image of beauty invisible to others ;|:rood was made to refer to her first} And the lines of your dress th “a 
on the contrary one gathered that the | husband by the Christian name of Mr. | villanelle on it | 
change to a real and patent beauty |Cyrin Maupe. 


Would move admiration whenever vou 

created a love not there before. | Mr. , 
That it should have remained after | O 
the magic was reversed was a credit to| wreck to straight-limbed Adonis and 
all concerned, including the hereditary | back again with consummateease. Miss 
witch who was vaguely assumed to have | 
worked it; but the fact that the hero |. 
and heroine failed to recognise the|than that. The cleverness with which 
sudden backward change until it was|she disguised her natural good looks 
pointed out to them was beyond my gift | was not merely a matter of make-up. 
of credulity. Nor did I understand why | Mr. Nicnonas HANNEN was very sound 
the supposed medium of this witchery, las Major Hillar z 
if her motives were so good, should 
have worn, almost through the play, so 


OwEN NARES was excellent as don it 
iver, and did his changes from wat For afternoon wea 
When evening demanded its ple, | 

An airier note should be n 
A couplet or two would be ample 

For frocks of the current design); 
(nd, thanks to the zeal 1 devoted 

To trimming each punctual gown, 
You 'd soon have the rapture of one who 
is noted 
having her toilettes ext sively 
quoted 


AURA Cowlk’s performance was gen- 
unely human, and something more | 


ve. Not once, in any | p). 
detail, did he forget that he wasa blinded | 
jman, yet he ne ver presse d his disabili- 








dubious an aspect. | ties upon us. en Re at SOR 

The Enchanted Cottage had appar-| It is no blame to the other actors i ri 2 +} r it 
ently been for centuries a haunt of the | little can be said in praise of the charac- | gj te oe ee a reyes 
newly - wedded, who had a habit of | ters they interpreted. Miss WINIFRED ntative ‘ mn confirm this).” } Paper. 
scratching their names on one of the! Emery, as O/ 


| vers mother, played an! But for the confirmation we should 
window-panes. LL 


ura Bashforth (our | unvecognisable type with great energy 


bri ‘ | d | have imagined there was some error. 
wide) has a dream in which a few! and aplomb. Miss May Warrry, who 


samples of them revisit the glimpses of | was the Rector’s wife, mother of seven | | = — gee es —, so fortified i‘ 

their honeymoon, and the processi ) eres OE CRS | the ‘ capital” of Cornwall. pee 

ami ru om, = the proce lon Ol | and frankly anticipating an eighth, aC- | that belief by the possession of goal and a 
rese antique couples up the staircase | cepted her impossible situation with | lunatic asylum.”—Sunday Dap 

leading tothe nuptial chamber (occupied 


. | great good nature. Mr.O. B. Crarexcr 
at the time by the present hero and hero- | (the Rector) and Mr. Norman Forres 
ine) wasexcusably a source of undesigned | (as Oliv ’ 
merriment to the profane. 


If the natives are in the habit of trying 
' | to play football with only on goal the 
| (as Oliver sstepfather, an eager motorist | necessity for the other institution 1s 
and slayer of fowls, but not otherwise | easily understood. 





my past 


But he shows his old skill in con- | to be confined to the actual premises and | 
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THE DAWN OF SPRI 
STUDY OF TWO ROMANTIC NATURES RIS 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 


| (Dy Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
I pon’? suppose you know for a moment what The Ly 
of the VW ift (CASSELL) is. Nor did I before Mr. E. Temrie 
| Thurston told me; though I might have remembered that 
HALLIWELL says a “wiff” is a withy in Kent, and that 
| Samson suggested to Denman that “seven green withs” 


| were the best tackle for the Philistines if they wanted to! 


| bind him securely. In any case Mr, Tuurston did not leave 
| ne long in suspense (envisaging something uncannily mes- 
meric in the way of a newt or a basilisk), for the first and, I 


printed under this title carries its explanation. The “wilt,” 
as an old woodman divyulges, is the lithe green branch 


into a knot, that’s the eve—the eye of the wift.” It is 
this eye, as it watches in undisturbed tranquillity the mo- 
mentous infinitesimal doings of the forest, that the essayist 
envies. I am bound to say that some of his more vivacious 
pieces, “ Symbols,” for instance, and “ A Matter of Wax,” 
are about the last visions I should have expected to come 


are altogether of grosser grain than the rest. But with 
“The Woodcutter,’ “The Shoemaker’ and the convincing 
little piece of rusticity called “He that hath Ears” the 
Eye of the Wift comes into its own. 





Yorkshire bids fair to challenge Sussex as the chief source 





a 





think, the most charming of the twenty-four sketches re- | 


bound round a faggot of brushwood ; “and where it’s tied | 


unsought. So, markedly, are the three final sketches, which | 


of inspiration for novelists. Miss Diana Patrick’s hero in} 





NG IN OUR SUBURB. 


ING SUPERIOR TO THEIR ENVIRONMENT. 


| Dusk of Moonrise (Hutcninsoy) is a draper in a drab town 
ithat lies under a heather-clad moor; her heroine a tobae- 
conist’s daughter. The man plays the piano divinely and 
the girl is exquisitely sensitive to beauty in nature and in 
books. They are both unlikely people. She is caught up 
in a romantic attachment to a rich but otherwise unsatis- 
factory artist, which endures long after her marriage and 1s 
only shattered when the artist is proved a war-shirker and 
philanderer, and her own man, who, as a result of lucky 
investments in wool, has become a quarter-millionaire, finds 
|himself in gaol for a wangle in the matter of E.P.D. If 
Miss Parrick would resist the temptation of allotting to 
her characters just what comes into her head at the time, 
instead of rationing them to what would be likely to come 
jinto theirs, her folk would be-more convincing. Also she 
would do well to rip out her little purple patches of fine 
and obscure writing. But she has the root of the matter 
lin her and has written an interesting and wholesome story. 


| 

| In these times, when, for several reasons—of which the 
| breaking up of large estates is one—the gun is being in- 
‘creasingly used in the more sporting fashion approved of 
our forefathers before the development of artificial methods 
\in the nineteenth century, the publication of Lough Shoot- 
ing (Heatu Cranton) is especially opportune. Mr. Rictarp 
| CLAPHAM'’s book is addressed particularly to “the man of 
moderate means,” and makes him free of a wealth of know- 
ledge of all that appertains to the management and im- 


| provement, even without the help of a keeper, of a rough | 
shooting; the preservation of all kinds of game; the ex- | 
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| 
i 
| 
| 


| termination of vermin ; the circumvention of poachers ; the 


| eare of guns and dogs; and that too often neglected factor, 


the physical fitness of the rough-shooter himself. The 
lette rpress which some capital photographs adorn rathe 
than assist—is as concise as it is complete, and Mr. Cuar- 
HAM is such a good man behind a pen that it 
pity he doesn’t sometimes w rite “* before”’ instead of “ pri 
| to.” Tean do no better than echo the conclusion of Lord 
book to “all men who enjoy shooting 


private life of the author [ 
from his books about other | 
people. I find evidence 
| then—and Mr. CaLTHrop is | 
| not in a position to deny 
it—that to his christening 
came two fairy godmothers 
| They were both good fairies, 
but each was a little jealous 
| of the other. The first fairy 
said, “This infant shall be 
a tremendous fellow.” The 
second fairy said, “ He shall 
not be able to think evil of 
for he shall love 
| mirth and be charmed with 


| anyone, 


| charming things, and so, my 
| dear, he will never be really 
tremendous.” ‘“ We'll see 
that,’’ said the first 
fairy. And so, when Mi 
CALTHROP Was about 
ing Tremend 718 ld ePnture 
AND Srot 


1 make no doubt that while 





about 
writ 
GHTON 


WR ae 


wt 


one godmother whispered 
that the people of his dream 
must become tremendous, 
the other sponsor diverted 
his attention to the butte: 
flies settling on the honey- 
suckle. Thusthesecret rose 
hued romance of Mr. F'roq 
more, the elderly, austere 
buttoned-up City man 


flowersintoa delightful apo 

theosis, from which springs | Pwo 
| what is really quite anothe1 : 
story, introducing Lady Angelina, eccentric and sent 
| mental, who plays a part which (one suspects) was directly 
inspired by the author’ 
} upon tragedy, not 
for Mr. CauTuror does not allow his peopl 
naughty. And throughout 
peculiar charm of the 


e's first fairy godmother, for it verges 
to say melodrama. But it only verges: 


~ 


the book Is disel 
Eneland of sixty 7 


and smiling and immemorially tranquil. 


Ss since, pru 


ry of The Prince of Wales’ Own Ciril servu 


| 
| The Hist 
| 


> 


is the greater 


| ULLSWATER’s appreciative introduction and commend this 


| Rifles (obtainable from Messrs. Wyman) is yet another 


| volume in the growing library of records published by 
| famous regiments f ‘ 


: 
| { or the sake of the men who have served 
} in them. 


rhoroughly well written up to a certain point 
| and to those most nearly concerned undoubtedly the first 


in importance of all war-books, it is to the general readei 


no exception to the rule that such sectional records fail to 


clothe with living detail their skel 


ton aceon aces | cett) ror j i 
eton accounts of places | setting for the sorrows of his heroine. 
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r 7} "hs 
LO be really | bulb thos 


gaged the | genius in these pages will go away hungry. Mr. Pt 
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and actions. One may find here lively notices of rest camp 


regimental sports, for instance, or an excellent photo. | 


graph of Bourlon Wood, but nothing that can begin to 
make it clear to an outsider just what sporting spirit was 
demanded of the regiment ‘in that scene. The second 
battalion, which played a leading part in the capture of 
Jerusalem, fought over fields less worn than those of Ypres 
and the Somme, and Major A. C. H. Benx&’s narrative of 
its doings gains in freshness by consequence. But even here 
the gaps in the story come just where one wants to k: 
more; 


*W 


ao auby, 
It hi ay 
| be that the men who were 
there would rather have it so 


I do not give a very high 


place among the vy rks of 
Sir H. Riper Haccarp to. 

The Virgin of the S Cas 

SELL). The fact is that ] 

failed to maintai: y in- 

terest in its adventurer-in- 

chief. The story, int ed 

with all the ei nce 

jthat one expects its 

popular author, dis ers In 

an old chest a pile « rch 

ments, which, being scien- 

tifically treated, il the 

history of Huber Hast 

ngs, who lived in t e1gn 

f Ricwarp IT. | followed 

this stalwart’s fort with 

zest while he re ed in 

Iingland ; but 

cellent reasons, | fled the 

country I wa nable to 

keep on terms of enthu 

silastic Intimacy WV him 

True that he had ves 

enough by flood a1 land 

that he won through them 

in the most approved style, 

but all the same seemed 

ms to me more of a puppet than 

Bariomar is usual with 4 RipER’s 
= characters. The roine, | 

however, is as be ful and 
OF PATIENCE, wonderful a lady any | 
ee a ee = ______jin his extensive repertoire, | 
ti-| and that, 1 need hardly say, is praise enough. 
—_—— 

Mr. Max Pemberton gives to Paulina (Casseui) the 
ub-title, “A Story of Napoleon and the Fall of V« nice,” | 
» who expect to find an intimate study ol that | 


. (BERTON 
in fact only gave me just enough to make me want more; 
but that 1s not to say that his book as a whole Is 
fying. On the contrary it is sound of its type, 


nsatis- | 


nad his |} 


picture of Paulina and her misfortunes is dignified and 
1 r +] , 1 ; f ' } 
clear. The author lacks something of the 1 that 


t advVen- 


carries one breathlessly on through a tale of love an: 

ture, but he is a capable craftsman and eschews flummery. | 
His description of Venice in 1797 reveals both his powers | 
and his limitations. Though there is nothing peculiarly | 
vivid or illuminating in it, he does at least bring it 
distinctly before us and makes of them a sympathetic 


s scenes | 











| 


} 


. while in Captain DAVENPORT’'S account of the first | 
Mr. Dion Crayron Carrurop’s new story inspires me to) | attalion, a simple statement of casualties has to 
attempt, in the modern detective manner, to deduce the! again and again, for unrecordable deeds of valour. 


ce REPO IRAE 





Smee Seer Ip 
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CHARIVARIA, 

A PLESIOSAURUS is reported to haye 
been seen by an Englishman in Pata- 
gonia. We are no longer taken in by 
these attempts to scare us into sup- 
| porting the Die-hards, 

* 


ey 


According to Dr. Owens the popula 
theory that the nose acts as a filter isa 
‘fallacy. All the same we are retaining 

ours, on the chance that some day it 
| may come in useful for something. 


An acrobat has been refused permis- 


‘A robin’s nest in my garden, which 
last week contained four little eggs, now 
contains four small robins,” states an 
observant writer in a morning paper. 
Nature, of course, will out. 


A whale over seventy feet long was 
recently towed ashore alive by a steam 
jtrawler. It seems that, although the 
| monster was a good swimmer, it deli- 
| berately free-wheeled all the way. 





| A Sunday paper describes how a 
| train journey may be beguiled. The new 
game is to guess whether most of the 


A correspondent, writing to a daily 
paper, claims to have seen a fish leap 


India Docks. Knowing that particular 

part of the river we don’t blame the fish. 

There is at the present moment a 

scarcity of football referees. Fair wear 
and tear, we suppose. 
* 


An American invention has made it 
possible to converse by telephone with 
ships hundreds of miles from the coast. 








sion to walk ona tight-rope from 
‘the Monument to Southwark 
| Cathedral. We are afraid he 
| will just have to take his chance 
| among the traffic, like anybody 
| else. = 
* 

Mount Vesuvius has again 
become violently active. We 
felt it would not be long before 
the reduction in the price of 
The Times to three halfpence 
produced an elemental rever- 
| beration. 


The Rey. H. D. Forp, the well- 
known naturalist of Thursby, in 
a recent address stated that he 
| once saw a Red Admiral butterfly | 

helplessly intoxicated. It is only 
fair to say that he offered to see | 
| it home. 





as 
“In New York,” says The | 
| Sunday Express, “there is an 
| organisation discussing the prob- 
lem of the prolongation of life.” 
It sounds just like our Coalition. 
* 


Overtwo hundred entries were 
received for a ping-pong tourna- 

, ment held in London last week. 
[t was certain that this Brighter 
London idea, if pursued long 


Ne ee 





Fed-up Second (whose man is putting up a poor 
“WHAT IS IT, 


"Anny? Don’t 'IS STEP SUIT YER?” 


New York landing-stage before 
being asked for their impressions 
of the United States. 

x * 

A Birmingham firm has noti- 
fied the PostMAstTerR-GENERAL 
that it has invented an apparatus 
which will prevent unanswered 


anything the telephone may say 
to be used in evidence against 
the subscriber has nothing to 
recommend it. 


Earl Di 
that he has as yet joined no 
political party. While his in- 


to be anything but unsettled. 


* 


in Peerage Cases, is reported as 
saying that the descendants of 
the washerwomen wives of some 
peers are troublesome to trace. 


peerages must be regarded as 
lost in the laundry. 








| enough, would eventually bring 
out the devil-may-care spirit in 
young people, 


our 


* 


[he Premigr’s threat that, unless 
he can obtain greater unity and support, 
he will take his resignation to Bucking- 
ham Palace is regarded as a bit of a 
rebuff for Carmelite House. 


‘There oncelived in the Rocky Moun- 
tains,’ says a contemporary, “a race of 
parrots seven feet high.” We remember 
the time when these birds would have 
been American canaries. 


lt is reported that the oldest man in 
America has died recently near Cork. 
In this country, of course, the oldest 
man is still alive. 








| cows beside the line are standing up or 
llying down. The railway companies 


have been warned that, if they permit 
this sort of thing, they will be subject 
ito the entertainment tax. 

* 

«“ What are the principal exports of 
Scotland ?”’ asks a weekly paper com- 
| petition. The obvious old answer 
i Scotsmen- 


| pect a catch. 


| 
| 


According to a morning paper an owl 
flew into a Northern express a few days 
ago and was fatally injured. Birds who 
take this kind of liberty near the South 
Coast with impunity are warned that 
they must not try it on with Northern 
trains. 











seems so easy that we sus- | 


Dr, VAUGHAN THOMAS suggests 
that the Welsh College y ells—“ the ‘Rah, 
Rah!’ of Bangor, the ‘Zoo, Zoo!’ of 
| Aberystwyth and the ‘Zee, Zee!’ of 
| Cardiff "—should be set to musie. The 
‘“ Help, Help!” of the Ci iecieth School 


| good motif. 








} 
et, Hot ypevied under entirely new 
management. Excellent climate } xquisite 
| Gerubbing —Adrt, a Ine n Paper, 
| An exquisite word, anyhow. 
| er 
From a Polo report 
‘The concluding game was bet on * The 
| Wanderers’ and The Wanderers.’ ‘The | 
Wanderer had t ull their ov ii ’ 


i wav.’ 
Indian Paper. 


We are prepared to believe this. 


six feet out of the Thames near the East | 


Distinguished visitors from Europe will | 
no longer have to wait to reach the | 


telephone-calls from being | 
P . | 

charged against a subscriber. 

The present system of allowing | 


| 


| 


La WARR announces | 


tentions are still in doubt it is | 
absurd to expect the atmosphere | 


Dr. Joun Horace Rounp, who } 
has just resigned the office of | 
Honorary Adviser to the Crown | 


It is feared, in fact, that certain | 


of Economies should also provide a | 
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WAR-SONG OF THE TORY MUTINEERS. 
(As a sounds to a Coalitionist.) 


In no uncertain manner, 
But singing high and hard, 
Hoist up our glorious banner 
Over the Good Old Guard ; 
Let us revive, my hearties, 
That golden age and great, 
When all were for their Parties 
In preference to the State. 


Too long we've shirked our mission 
And borne with sullen eyes 

The bonds of Coalition, 
The chains of compromise ; 

From fights we waged aforetime 
We found it best to cease; 

But, now we've done with Wa 

time, 

We're free to break the Peace 


Necessity introduces 
A man to curious mates, 
But Grorce has had his uses 
Which no one underrates ; 
Safe through the storms that drove 
her 
He steered the ship, no doubt, 
But, now our need is over, 
It's time to turn him out. 


For since she's berthed in haven, 
Snug from the face of fear, 

What crew could be so craven 
As not to mutineer ? 

lapped by the wharfside lippe: 
The peril past and gone, 

We'll chuck our high-sea skipper ; 
Why keep the Old Man on? 


SYNTHETIC COLF, 


QO, 


5 








without a board. This is not easy; I 


nice; but they do it. 
They will sit facing one another in a 





i very blissful. 


| said, after a pause, 
fand-eighty yards. 
little, but it curled back, 
lyou tingle. 


jand-seven yards,” 
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more rough-and-tumble in a game of 
spillikins. 

But quite suddenly the other day l 
remembered the two men in the rail- 
way-carriage, and L had a brilliant in- 
spiration. It was like this: 


[Marcu 15, 1922, 


in form. ‘The 
playing itself. 
I thought Gilbey looked a bit nervou 
as he took his stance for his second. 
“Fore!” he shouted suddenly. 
[ leapt in my chair. It sounds ol 


game was practically 


1 
al- 





[ had arranged to play a round with | 
Gilbey, and when the hour struck we | 
were, quite naturally, sitting in the| 
club-house watching the rain. Golf 
was out of the question, and I knew] 
that if | didn’t think of somet} 
Gilbey would tell me that story of his | 
about the man who But it’s| 
Gilbey’s story, not mine, 

Then, as | say, quite suddenly the} 
Great Idea struck me. If you can play | 
chess without a chess-board, why not | 
golf without a golf-links? In its sim- | 
plicity the notion amounted almost to 
genius. 

[ explained the rough idea to Gilbey, | 
He leaned | 
back in his chai and closed his eyes. 

* You take the honour,” he said, 

I closed my eyes too, 


ling soon | 


m 


j 


and he caught on at once. 


The seene was 


* | have driven a pretty long ball,” L| 

“ About a hundred- 
It was sliced a 
You know, | 

one of those shots that make 
It is now lying in the! 
fairway, a nice brassy shot from the} 

green.” 
1 drew a long breath 


L could just 


see that drive. It was a beauty. 


said Gilbey. “It is about two-hundred 


“ But it’s in a rotten lie,” I put in 


quickly. 


a a . . i 
Curre exist in this world peculiarly | 
constituted people who can play chess | 

i 


am not sure whether it is even quite | 


Gilbey sat up and opened his eyes. 

“What?” he said 

‘Your ball is in wom 
lained, 

“Oh,” he answered, “ I thought you 
id something el 


ise, 


I ex 


tten he,” 


“ T don’t think you'll be able to get} 


railway carriage with their eyes shut, | at it with your brassy.” 


apparently asleep. 


will grunt. 

silence, and just when you ‘ve forgotten 
| them, and Ronaldo (chapter xiv.) is seal- 
ing the castle walls to rescue a fascin- 
| ating woman upon whom his mother 
| would certainly never have called, and 
| you are holding your breath and turn- 
ing the pages very quietly so as not to 
| wake the sentries, the other will say, 
| “ Queen’s knight to king's bishop's 
| third,” and spoil the whole effect. 
| Regarded as conversation it is de- 

plorable. Regarded as a game it seems 
| to me to be deficient in that fine old 
| rough-and-tumble element which has 
| made England what it is. 


There is 


And then one of| 
| them will say, “King’s bishop to/a moment 
| queen’s knight's third,” and the other | 


Then there will be a long|on one side, considering it carefully. 





Gilbey stared at me suspiciously for 
“Oh, don’t know,” he said, his head 


“Perhaps, though, I'll play my driving 
mashie. I sometimes get an awfully 
long ball with a driving mashie. Some. 
how I feel as though I shall this time.” 
I frowned. 
“ Anyway, it’s my shot,” I said, 


I leaned back and closed my eyes] 


again, composing myself for thought. 
“By Jove!” I said. “Did you see 
that, Gilbey? That was a ripper. 
Nothing like a good brassy to run.” 
“Where is it? 
tiously. 
“ Tust on,” ] said, 
l siniled happily, 


asked Gilbey cau- 


l was evidently 


the first tee. 
“My drive is absolutely straight,” | 


fashioned, but it can be done. 

“It’s all right,” he explained, his 
eyes still shut; “a fool crossing the 
green.’ 

There was a moment's silence. 

“There,” said Gilbey complacently ; 
‘one of the best mashie-iron shots [ ‘ye 
ever played,” 

I watched it. 

“Oh, bard luck!’ 1 said. It’s in.” 

“In what?” asked Gilbey, surprised, 

“That httle concealed sand scrape,” 
[said. ‘ Youdidn’t allow quite enough 
for the wind.” 

“Oh! ‘ said Gilbey. 

| won the hole in four —hovey 
holed out with a plucky five. 


very clo 3c, 


Gaibey 


lt 


Was 


Well, you see the sort of thing Wa 


| had a splendid round, and by hard lying 
I just managed to 


lL mean driving 
scrape home by two and one. 


\s we, so to speak, toddled back to 


the club-house, Gilbey opened his ¢ yes | 


and sat up. 

“VW hy,” he said, “ 
ing.” 

We seized our clubs and hurried to 


it 


L took the honour. 
Perhaps 1 was tired, but son 


j 
Whow 


;my driving was not so good as it had 
been earlier in the afternoon, 


1 didn't 
seem to have the same confidence. As 
au matter of fact 1 carried about thirty- 


s stopped rain- | 


tive yards, Gilbey was even more tired | 


than I, He foozled into some 
| bushes away on the right. Le 
couldn't understand bow. 

My recovery was painstaking but not 
brilliant, and out of the corner of my 
eye I could see Gilbey slogging away 
viciously at the gorse. . . 

“ Nine,” I said with just 
when we met on the green 
bogey takes four. 

Gilbey stared at me for a moment in 
eloquent silence, his face moist with 
emotion, 

“T say,’ he said at last, ‘let’ 
back to the smoke-room and play the 
lreturn match.” 


rorse 


aid he 


ifiable pride 


After all, 


“oO 











* £5.10,000,000 Government Dear. 

We hold the Largest Stock in Scotland of 
the above deal. All goods 100 per cent. to 
200 per cent. cheaper than you can buy 
elsewhere.” Scotch Paper. 

It would seem that the Governinent 

paid the advertisers for taking them 

away. Did the Gepprs’ Committee 
| know about this? 
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| TROUBLED WATERS. 


Sim Anrnur Banvour (with philosophic doubt). “DO YOU THINK IT'S DOING MUCH GOOD?” 
Tur Orners. “NOT MUCH. BUT THERE'S PLENTY MORE OIL WHERE THIS COMES FROM.” 











204 







Litile 


Grit 


FILM STUDIES. 
V.—A NoraBire 


Lev there be no doubt 


INTERVIEW. 

of it, playing 
pictures means hard work. The 
gnorant public is only too ready to 
imadine that * 


their spare time in filing divorce peti- 


1 


movie’ tars spend all 


ms and organising dope parties at 
hotels. Nothing could be further from 
the truth. If 1 had not known this} 


before L should have 
after an interview which | had some 
time ago with Mr. Alexander Bunt, the 
well-known hero of so many pictur 
plots and now the enterprising directo 
and manager of the Photo-Moto Film 
Training College at Gunnersbury Park 

What the ordinary picture-y 
doesn’t see,” he explained to meas we sat 


Ol 


in his sumptuous office overlooking the 


imitation cahon, the mock lava stream | 


} 


and the portable alligator swamp, ‘i 
that we have to be able not 


i 


a4 


on any face and take it off again—s] up 


at a moment's notice, but also have} | 


to be in the pink of physical condition 
while we do it Stage actors have ti 
make faces, but they needn’t be fit 
Athletes have to be fit, but they needn’t 
make faces, We must do | oth. W hat 


do you make of this, for instance?” he 


) 


said, removing his cigar from his lips 
and leaping up to a trapeze which was 
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realised it keenly | 


only to put 
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to harpist), “ Viwasi ri ror Heaven?” 


suspended from the ceiling and hanging! pupils have to undergo. Would you | 
to it by one hand. “ Look at my face | like to see them undergoing it?’ 
now.” [ said that I should. He took me 
I looks (Jute sua nly all his! through the log cabin interior, tl ean 
features seemed to have side-slipped in} liner saloon and the frenzied mob prop 
lifferent directions. It was horrible.) erty room, and threw open a window in 
{ was about to ring for help, but he] thelast. Below us lay a gravel parad 
stopped me | ground on which were a party nen | 
Vhat am T now?” he said. und women dressed in almost every 
{ don’t know,” |] tammered. | variety of costume, from coco-nut fibre 
‘5-—something very awful. Whatisit?” | to furs, apparently going through the 
“Fraudulentcompanypromoterhaunt ordinary motions of Swedish drill. 
ed " he shouted, swinging one leg} \pparently, I say. But as 1 listened | 
over the bar of the trapeze. And what | to the words of the instructor, who was 
iow ?”’ 


standing on a high platform and 
[ looked 





again. Another fearful acci-| ing through a megaphone, | began to 
dent had happened to face. Two} realise that it was something far more 
Hines Lr l Lays of Ancient Rome|\ complicated, something far more, a 
floated idiotically through my head :—] Mr. Bunt idiomatically put it, unique. 
Hi * Position!” bellowed the voice. 
He 5) i smile more dreadful ; ° : : 
Than his own dreadful frown,” * Hips firm Register rapture \ little 
| bit more curl on right-hand side of 
But 1 did not like to say this out loud.| mouth, Miss Smithers, if you please. 
“ Tell me,” I murmured hoarsely. Heels ruise. Register agony of e! 
“ Realisationthatlifetimedevotion ..." | I said ‘agony of remorse,’ not ‘incipient 
roared, dropping suddenly down into | toothache,’ Mr. Brown; didn’t you heat 
| his armchair and replacing his cigar.|me? Rather more poignant there on 
His face was now emotionless, blank. | the right flank. Knees bend. Dawn of 
“You see what we have to aim at,” | childhood’s love. Simpler there! Sin 
jhe resumed, as if nothing at all had | ple there! Look at me, that man 
| happened \ perfect equipoise of the} in the centre! Coyly now, | this. 
j facial and be dily muscles. It was to| That’s better ! Raise. Posi fat 


secure this that I invented the Bunt 
' Physical Culture System, which all my 


“That's my system,” said Mr. Bunt 
proudly as I turned to look at him with 


| 


7 
| 
| 


| 


| 


| 





- ™ we aa — 








| admiring eyes. 


| arate ly. 
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muscles trained simultaneously but sep 
Perfect independence of each 
in any eme rge ne y. 
have 


and must an ex- 


training a man with a face like a leg of 


| mutton can cross Niagara on a tight- 
rope— and simper, Sir, an d simper all 
i the time. 


Listen again. 
falling ! I heard the sten 
torian shout. ‘On the hands, place 
Malevolent snarl. Legs backwards, 
Consternation mingled with prety. 
Miss Thompson, pity; I didn't 

Forward spring. Anger 
melting into smiles. Melt. Position 1” 

“Of course a 's only the prelimi- 

nary part of it,’ said Mr. Bunt 


- I ’rone 


place. 

Pity 
. * ’ 

say ‘ pique. 


the window so sttly and lighting ‘another | 


They come on to harder exer- 
There’s the untamed 
mustang on the limitless prairie, for 
We have a limitless prairie 
behind the Sub-Titles School 
e Mashed Potato Repository. In 
the limitless prairie we have operators 
lying in the scrub who spring out sud- 
denly on pupils with their cameras and 
give ¢ ymman ids: ° phagrotg pride show- 
ing throu; yh anger! One, two, three!’ 
‘Desire for revenge thwarted by des- 
tiny. Hiup/’ * Love at first sight break 
ing down social barriers. Hold three 
Relax!’ It’s no joke doing 


cises after a bit. 


nstance 
out yonder 


wa 


i] ds. 
that on an untamed mustang.’ 
‘No, I suppose not,” I said 
“Or when you're swarming up a 
rope that's hanging from an aeroplane; | 
r swimming about in the sea after 


cutting ¢ through the sack, you know, in 
vhich you were hurled over 

pice; or jumping from one i 
another to 


the preci- 


escape from polar 
Ihese are the final tests, of 
But we lead up to them gradually 


course. 
y,and 


‘H, OR 


Some people think 
| that the film- actor must be an athlete | 
| to begin with, 
| pressive kind of face. Don't you believe 
iit. After a few months of the Bunt 


, closing 


eberg to} 
| 
bears. 


THE 


“ Face muscles and body | 


‘ | "i 
ANE Oy { MLA 
(wo ACE RY \\\ 1} } 4 











he Bunt drill is the foundation of the} 


whole. 
few lessons yourself 4 

[ said I thought not. I said that I 
could never get my face to work much, 


even when I felt a genuine emotion. It | 


g 
train it 
Besic le Ss, | hate Pp lar be ars and | 
mustangs; they make me feel creepy. 
I thanked him all the same and went 
lownstairs. I thought I h: . seen the | 
last of Alexander Bunt then, but I had | 
not. As I went into the street he was 
lean 6. rout of an upper window. 
say leaning, I mean that he was hang- 
ing at full le yngth from the window- sill 
by his toes, looking down at me. His 
expression was something more extra- 
ordinary than anything I hi ud ever seen 
before, even on him. 


the corners to 


‘ 


VOrkK, 


r . | 
What do you say to taking a 


as now far too slack and rusty about 
up to cinema | 


When |! 


Political Customer (bitterly). “Wi Liorp Gror ( 
| JT’veR DONE WITH ’IM.” 
| s - 
ee a = 

a Wh at is the matter?” I eri ok 

Wy “rte ape tbs wee ~ +. | “Where the ru 
he shouted, springing back through the | Was never h 


window with a single bound. 
He will always haunt my dreams, 
Evor, 





“ The Madras Publicity Bureau has issued a 
leaflet giving information with regard to the 
! local Government’s action to effect economy 
n the various departments by reducing the 
mental staff attached to the members of the 
council, collector and other officers. It is 
pointed out that the results of these efforts are 
not satisfactory —Indian Pi ‘aper. 


| Some lack of intelligence in the hand- 
ling of recent problems has certainly | 
heen noticed. 
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Or fright the 


Another 


** Lord North 
troubled about 
subject which ¢ 
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THE PARTING OF THE WAYS. 


AN DO WOT 'E LIKES NOW; 





The Flappers’ Paradise. 


le axe with heavéd stroke 

eard the Nymphs to daunt, 

m their hallowed haunt.” 
Il Penseroso. 


m fre 


Impending Apology. 





liffe told me that he was deeply | 


the emptiness of Australia, a 
onstantly fills his mind.” 
Sunday Paper, 





“Other art 
were Miss ©. 
into a breech c 
of Miss H. 


We think th 


have provide 


stes assisting on this occasion 

-, who at short notice stepped 

casioned by the indisposition 
-Local Paper. 


at the management might 


“lA pair. 





| 
| 
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BABBLE OF BABYLON. 
(By our Fleet Street Fldneur.) 
Everysopy who, like myself, has been privileged to re- 


ceive an invitation from Lord and Lady Ballyrogue to the 


marriage of their daughter, the Honourable Bridget Stumer, 
is talking about the singular innovation of omitting the 
name of the bridegroom. In the Clubs, where the interest 


_ excited by this event has thrown the Spring Handicaps quite 
_ into the shade, several sweepstakes are being got up and 


| some very big bets have been booked. 


At present the most 


_ fancied candidates are the widely popular and enormously 


| dancing champion of 


wealthy Queensland squatter, “Steve’’ Wallaby; Seior 
Poncho Huanaco, one of South America’s many reputed bil- 
lionaires, and young Attaboy Madison, the rich New Yorker 
who has been doing so much to brighten Europe lately. 
And others are being quietly backed at longish prices. 

[ am in a position to state that the lucky man’s identity 
will not be disclosed until the day of the ceremony, but 
beyond that I am as much in the dark as anybody else. 
Lord Ballyrogue assures me that even he knows no more 
than the man in the moon, and a little bird tells me that 
the bride will only make her final selection at the last 
possible moment, in front of the assembled guests. This 


should set a new fashion in weddings, which, even if it en- | 


tails the wasting of a few licences, would impart a much 
needed spice of sport to these too solemn and rather out-of- 


date functions. 
* * 


Among the most prompt to appreciate the growing de- 
mand for practical knowledge created by the New Poverty 
is Prudence, Lady Clutching, who is considerately making 
arrangements for a limited number of ladies and gentlemen 
(o participate in the spring-cleaning of her house in Grosveley 
Square. 


} 


up carpets, scrubbing floors, ete. Special classes in clean 
ing silver will be supervised by Lady Clutching’s butler, 
Mr. Batten. In view of the valuable nature of the contents 
of Lady Clutching’s house, applicants will be required to 
give satisfactory references. Tickets at a guinea a day, oi 
ten guineas for the full fortnight’s course, will include a 
bread-and-cheese luncheon and a cup of afternoon tea. 
ee 
Dancing enthusiasts who have been haunted by fears of a 
wane of the vogue of the fox-trot and ac sequent reaction 
in favour of the dreadful waltzes and polkas of our grand 
parents, will rejoice to hear that an expedition of experts is 
preparing to set out for the heart of Africa, in the hope of 
discovering some altogether new steps. From time to time 
Arab traders and others returning from the interior have 
brought rumours of the deliciously horrible death-dance 
of the ferocious Bogibogi tribe and of the frenzied cere- 
monialcapers of the Nokoko blood-drinkers, and these are the 
secrets which it is hoped to wrest from the tropical wilder- 
nesses for the benefit of London’s night-clubs and res- 
taurants. The enterprise is being financed by an influential 
syndicate, and the expeditionary party consists of Mr. Ben 
Lavolta, editor of The Terpsichorean Times; Lady Drum- 
blare, one of the fairy godmothers of Jazz in this country ; 
Mrs. Ernest Jossle, the lady so well-known at Nero's and 
The Consul’s clubs ; Captain Alaric Binge, the heavy-weight 
the Brigade of Guards, and Count 
Ataxy, the world’s greatest fox-trotter. Cinematograph 
and gramophone operators will also be taken. London 
must find consolation for the absenee of these bright ones 
in the thought that in the depths of the Dark Continent 
they are seeking greater brightness. 


Under the instruction of an expert charwoman | 
they will be enabled to learn by actual experience every- | 
thing that can be taught about turning out rooms, taking | 


EAST WINDS. 
ENGLAND AND INDIA. 


Tue folk who live in the West Country that is warm and 
wet and slow, 





They speak no good of the singing wind that blows from 
the open East, 
And they will have it a treacherous wind, bearing sickness 
and woe, 
Fretting and fevering man and beast ; 
But to me the wind of the East is sib for the sake of long 


ago. | 


For ever the East wind I have known was a wind that | 

blew from sea, | 
Whether the grey North Sea of home or the blaze of | 

Bengal Bay, 

And ever it stood for a sandy coast and the spindrift flying | 
free, 

And the moon's rise and the breaking day 

And the West Coast folk may say their fill, but the East is 

the wind for me. 





For ever the East wind I have known brought merry days 
and clear, r 

Lifting the rain-wrack out of the sky at the end of a 

| Scottish June, 

| Or thundering over the Indian plains in the falling of the 

year 

At the flying heels of the black monsoon 

| A wind that spoke like a pibroch, that struek like a pointed 

spear. 

And sure as | taste the keen East wind | see old sights 

again, 

| Summers on mpey in Moray and the carele ol 


youth, 
\n opal day on the Pentlands over by Hawthorn 
The old Joved links by the Eden mouth, 
liffs east of St. Andrews, and the walks there —and 


Che c 
the men. 


| 

| | , , . 

| Or mayve the great blue sea that breaks on the drab East 
| coast ol Hind, 


A young inorn in the rice-fields and the face « 


land 
= a ee 
1} And the sand and the serub and the palins a-danc 1 the 
strong sea-wind, | 
And the round sky, and the world just rig! 
.| And the heart that remembereth not such days, that heart | 


| hath sure ly sinned ! 


Excellent good the West Country, be it Devon or M:aabar, 
But the warm West winds are hung with rain and laden 
and sad with cloud, 
Robbing the days of the gallant sun and the nights of moon 
and Star ; 


So the Kast winds, the living and proud 


Shall be my choice, now as of yore, and the coasts where 
East winds are. H. B. 
“ Reliable, re spect ible Girl good references, age 18-20, as domestic; 
stage wages.”—Advt. in Local Paper. 
If all we hear about the state of the drama be true she 
cannot be described as grasping. 
“The hard fact emerges that, with additional taxation amounting 


to 5O crores £33 330,000) and a deficit of 32 crores [£33,330,000}, 
covered by borrowing, there is no assurance that the next Budget will 
balance.” — Daily Paper. 

Still, it must be admitted that the critic has exercised con- 
siderable ingenuity in attempting it. 





pate teed ee et 


RT 











_Mancw 15, 1922 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL — 


J”. Bart Ema . +7 


THE GUEST WHO WAS TOLD TO MAKE HIMSELF QUITE AT HOME, AND DID SO. 
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SUZANNE AND THE L.C.C. 
“THERE ’s a gentleman to see you, 
Sir,” said Evangeline. 
“What sort of a 


gentleman ?’ 


asked. “And where have you left 
him?” I’m not snobbish, but I’ve 
had some experience of Evangeline’s | \ 


“ gentlemen.’ 


“ He says he’ s come aoame 1 a nty | 


Scoundrels,” she replied, “ » left 
him in the hall and put ad “ha st um 
brella in the kitchen.” 
‘She means the County Council,” 
Suzanne. 
see him, and, if 
Timothy isn’t 
we're teaching him 
three.” 

The gentleman proved to be an emis- 
sary from the Municipal 
Reform Party who had 


said 
he wants to know why 
attending school, Say 


at home till 


called to remind me of 
my duty at the m 
row’s Blections. Inthe 
course of our very in- 


sting conversation 
1e told me things ab 
what he darkly called 
Other Side that 
e me wonder how 
uch monsters were al- 
lowed tolive. I prom- 
ised him my own and | 


tere 
h yut 
Vii 
the 
mad 


Suzanne's votes, and! 
dismissed him with my 
blessing. | 

“You have a wild 


look in your eye,’ said | 
Suzanne as I returned | 
to the hearth. 

“Suzanne,” I replied, 
‘T have heard thir 


_ PUNCH, 


: 
|} morrow. 


| They ll go up and up aa up. 





‘You'd better go and | 


lto he rated 


OR THE 


most awful calamities will happen.” 
« What calamities?” 
«“ Well—er—the rate you know. 

« What’ $ thé ut got to do with us?’ 

‘Suzanne,’ I said, “ surely you don't 


LONDON CHAR IVAR 1. 





‘Tf the Other ‘Si de gets in, the | 





vant us to pay any more in rates than 


iwe ‘re paying now? 9 That chs ap said— 
husband! 


“Oh, my poor deluded 
Don’t you realise that, 
we don't pay rates ?”’ 

“Yes, but think of 


4loawel f li +) 
think of him t 


living ina flat, | 
the landlord 
ireatened with a burden | 

that—ex threatens to : 
‘* When the landlord condescends to 
make our skylight really rainproof I'll 


think of him,” replied Suzanne with 
some heat. Rates indeed! He ought} 


by every post, and, if you 


PICTURE Pirie 





gs 
: PENANCE 
this night that have cur- . ss 
* } : , The Man. “SHALL WE GO IN? 
dled the blood in my| oat ‘ 

* . The Wor IF yo w"7 ‘D THE FU now. 1 mat 
vOINS. , SIT IN THE FIRST Row purtinGc Lent 

“Oh, dear, what is pan: RIS 
to be done?” cried Suzanne, wrip ging only had the spirit ot a caterpillar 
her hands. “ Wait a moment while 1} you'd do it.” 
look up Household Hints and find out ‘But surely you're taking a very 
how to uncurdle blood. Don’t bring! short-sighted view. If the landlord has 
your frozen marrow any nearer to the! to pay more in rates he'll put up ow 
fire; itdoesn’t do to thaw it too rapidly. *lrent.” 

‘Woman, this is no time for trifling.}| “He can’t—not for another three 
We are threatened with nameless ter-} and a-halt years. Thanks to our ten- 
rors—-you and I and all of us.” years’ lease there'll be plenty of time} 

“ How deliciously creepy! Is there|for us to consider the rates question | 


a Sypin THORNDIKE part in this for me? 
Tell me some more about those anony- 
mous horrors. What are they 
where do they come from ?' 
“From the Other Side,” 


and 


ring. 

“Oh, the Spiritualist stunt again,” 
said Suzanne a trifle conte mptuously. | 
“Ts Conan Doyie the 


also among 


| County Scoundrels ? ’ 


“The L.C.C. 


lL answered 
in a voice that had the genuinely hollow | im 


when the next L.C.C. Elections come 
along. What's the next bogey on the! 


list r3. 

‘There’s the question of Continua- 
tion Schools. Do you know,” I said 
pressively, “that you can’t employ 
a domestic servant under the age of 


| fifteen unless you give her I don’t know | 


how many afternoons off a week to| 
study French and dancing and vyoice- 
| production and the musical glasses— | 


Elections are on to- | studies for which you and I have to 


|leading up to?” 
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pay or—indirectly ? That’ s the sort 
of thing we 've got to put a stop to.’ 
“Ww ell,” said Suzanne, “ Evangeline, 
fortunately, is nearly nineteen, and 
Nurse must be forty if she’s a day, 
But you never know when you may | 
have to make a change, and I admit | 
there's something in what you say. 
| Not but what a few jeasons In voice. 
| production would do Ey: ingel 


ine all the 
good inthe world. But \ 


‘{ promised our friend just 1 now that 
Id go and vote to-morrow for t eMu uni 
cipal Reform candidates, and that you'd 
vote too.” 

‘Me vote?” exclaimed S ne 
““Oh, I couldn’t!”’ 


=< 


hat’s all this | 


| 


‘But I have promised most faith 


fully that you will. Would you hay 
. vo ir husb: ! d's W rd | 
dishonoured in the eves | 
of the world?” 
“My cde ir Db ] 


| really haven't got a| 
' decent hat to vote in.” 
Visionsof theCorrupt 


Practices Act . —_ 
}across my mind, but | 
brushed them aside. | 
| “ Youshall buy your- | 
iself a hat to-morrow | 
}morning,” I said, “on | 
‘condition that Y mu vote | 
lin it imm 1ediately after- | 

wards.” ; 

‘“‘ Done!” said Suz 
inne. * Wh 1 vote 
for?” 

It was too ea ly fo. 
Suzanne to accompany | 
me to the poll when | 
left for my office the | 
following morning. 

4 OLS However I had given 
‘her the n precise 

,/instructions and so was able to leave 
her with an easy mind, 
On my return in the eveni | duly 
admired the hat and then settled down 
to listen to the tale of the day’s doings 


all,” 


“First of 


said Suzanne, “I g 
my birt 


mt 


h-certificate, m 


wat ? 
and passport with phot ph con 
pl ‘te. 
“Wha for ee asked. j 
“Oh, you never know; I thought | 
that perhaps, not knowing me by sight, 
~~ might question my identity. Well, | 
then I went to buy the dinky } it, and 


in my excitement tried to pay for it with 

the marriage-lines. After that Ic changed 

| my book at the libr ary, did a lit tle shop- 

| ping and at last found myself at the | 

Town Hall. 
“There were several people outside | 

who all pounced on me at once rer 

tried to worm my yote out of me, bass 





—— 
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| I repulsed them all firmly and walked 
jin. I was directed to three men sitting 
;at a kitchen table and explained to 
| them in ringing tones that 1 'd come to 
| vote for No Rates and Discontinuation 
| Schools. That seemed to startle them 
| and they tried to gag me, so I whipped 
! 


out the birth-certitficate, marriage-} 
andl 


1e5 
passport with photograph com- 
plete and flourished them in their faces. 
Two of them, who had bald heads and 
no manners, refused to look, but the 
| third, who was much . 
to examine them, and agreed 


younger, con 
| sented 


. 


ne justice. 


‘Well, after they'd got 


name 
} 


my 
‘ 
looked me up and down as well. Then 
took it intoa little boxed in sort of place, 
to play noughts-and-crosses with it, as 
youtolime. I’m afraid I stayed there 
some time and kept several other peo- 
| ple waiting while I just peeped into my 
library book—Some Heroes, by a Valet. 
However at last I tore myself away, 








iri uly (ee prairies j dees tle arrivat) 


with me that the photograph didn't do! 


and address, the two old ones looked | 


me up in a register, and the other one 


they handed me my voting-paper and 1} 


_ 


\ CHENMIsST'’s, Mum; 


| drop) ed my contribution into the offer- 
and that 
brave old flag to victory.” 

After dinner that night I was idly 
skimming the pag 
when I found, tucked in at the end of 


tory -hox 


5 of Suzanne’s book 


particularly scurrilous chapter, a| 


neatly-folded scrap of paper. 
it, and this is what I read :— 


I opened 





j 





| 
| 


<x | 


| 
i 








SPATCHCOCK . ; | 





| 
7 
| 





| = 
| | passed it on to Suzanne without a 
iword. She looked at it with a puzzled 
expression, but after a moment or two 
her brow cleared. 

‘Then they ‘ve got my library list,” 
“Isn't it too provoking!’ 
I said, “it won't 


she said. 
«As it happens, 


} 
’s how we bore the] 


have made any appreciable difference | Thanks, but we know that brand. 





WERE TREMBLIN 


to the result, because you've given, o1 

attempted to give, one vote to each 

side.” | 
<claimed Suzanne; and, 


on the whole, I think that was the most 
appropriate comment she could 


made, 


| 

| ; 

| “My hat!” 
| 

} 


The Penalties of Matrimony. 


| 

| 

| The bride and bridegroom were showered 
- 

| 


vith rice Kitchen.—Grandfather’s clock, 30- 


have | 


i hour, in Duck 12 fawn and white Runner | 
|} Ducks, and confetti as they came down the | 
}path from the church through the pretty 
| churchvard.”"— Provincial Paper. 

SESE SE 

| “Dinghy (sole use of), with large Bed 


i Sitting Room; bath.”—Ji.vers 
' 


| A craft that should take some sculling. 


ide Pape r. 


At a farmers meeting .— 
‘The Pure Milk Bill was discussed im a 
anguinary manner.”—Local Paper. 


We fear this may have been so. 


From a tobaecconist’s circular :— 


in Imported Havanas that will 
ur eyes!” 


“ Bargains 


make you rub y« 























Rain ena: tl 


cork as Ne 





















| 
| when you can travel to them just a 
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THREE MEMBERS OF THE “ALI 
A CROWDED RESTAURANT 


WRITING ON THE WALLS. 
Tuk General Post Office having de 
cided to let the interior wall-spaces in 
post-offices for advertising purposes, it 
1s easy to imagine that those of us who 
always take our postage-stamp business 
to one of Mr. Ke.Laway's post-oflices 
rather than borrow from our friends, 
ire looking forward to spending joyous 
hours while waiting for a telephone 
number, Let us therefore take a glance 
ut the post-oflices of the future and 
scan for a moment, while the operator 
is picking a suitable wrong number, the 
advertisements and announcements of 
the days to come; 
THE SOUTH SLIMPTON AND OLD 
WAVERERS RAILWAY (S.L.0.W.R 
Why send a Letter to your Friends 


quickly by the Slimpton Line ? 


Trains Aumost Dairy. 


Every Train sto} s at all Stations ind 
Milk chur 


bo Yor 


n this route. 





WANT TO PURCHASE A 
POSTCARD? 


MacStein will Lend you the Monev | 


on simple Note of Hand, 





number on the’phone? In other words, | 


.| Nervous Wrecks. 
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AGUE” DOING THEIR WORST WHILE WAITING FOR 





ARE YOU A RATEPAYER? THE SHRIEKOPHON] 
Then why we va rried le yh 4 Plas ; Seven Tunes at o7 
Tees ce yg ‘, Complete in case with spanner. Keep 
Bey one or Branr’s Ticnr-Frrrinc inpiete in case With spanner, — ps 
BEARDS. your mind off everything. Nothing 
; ae ike it since the Coalition Government. 
Completely covers the Taxpayer's Glare. like it since the Coalition Gove o 
No Face too bad to Transform. Sign The Daily Boom Accident In- | 
arge stock of Al] weathel! Be ards, with surance ( oup m. All lelep! one Users 
Side-\ 


Vhisker Stepney Spares. should sign our Accident Coupe n. In- 
if} rite Joi Free Saniples and Patterns 


sures you against getting the 1 


number the first time, and all simila 





COMPLI 


| C1 | ‘nts 
[E WORKS OF SHAKSPEARE. | *CiGents. vithout 
1LHOU 


] * ‘ Don’t enter a Telephone Box 

enty Volumes in all, | signing. You may never come Laqain. 

Just the thing to read while waiting for Remember the Coupon must be found 
,;on the Body. 


my 


the elephone. 


- —— The Daily Boom pays vou Two Pounps 
ssistant said,| A Werk while waiting for a number on 


? Have you bad the right | the Telephone. 


Has the Post Office A 
* Thank you 


j 


S1gn Not — Then it 
ARE YOU A NERVOUS WRECK? 
W ith Spots before the lives ? Our Allusionists. 

cht of a St ump make vou! “ Fishermen, as a rule, are not h e-birds 


|and even in stormy days, when awaiting the 


} 


Does the si 


ciddy ° 
_ J subsidence of the tempest, they are invarial ly 
Then take BIFFERINE. the aveat » be found in the neighbourhood of the har- 


Nerve Tonic. bour—like Mark Topley—waiting for ‘some 


) 


, , mm | thing to turn up.’ "— Scottish / j 
As sed by all Income-Tax Assesso1 5 uf ‘ 
(n occupation, which would have al- 
| A boon to Post-office Users and othe forded Mr. Micowher an opportunity of 


being “jolly.” 


| 
} 
| 
| 
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A TEMPORARY RETIREMENT. 


» hills). “IT’S A RELIEF TO GET THIS 


Lioyvp GrHorGce (on lis native 


THING 


T AFTER A TIME [ EXPECT I SHOULD FEEL THE DRAUGHT.” 





OFF 


FOR A 





ta SS SS 
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FHIS IS NOT THE CULMINATING SCENE FROM THE SEVENTEEN-REEL FILM, “THE MODERN CLEOPATRA. i 
IT 1S MR. SMITH (OUR WINDOW-DRESSER) ARRANGING HIS LATEST CREATION. | 4 
Papa se . age NR : Sea ; 
| discriminate or improper boring. The | Supplementary Question, which the te 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. | in plied varning did not prevent Mr. ; Speaker disallowed as irrelevant. j 
| Monday, March 6th.—The Commons! L’Estrance Matone from putting a)“ Any other news about the peace in i 
ij were informed by Mr. CHAMBERLAIN | Ireland ?”’ asked Mr. Ronanp McNgii 
that the Primk MINISTER was nursing ya after the CoLontaL SECRETARY had an- | 
| a bad cold and would not be present nounced a sanguinary attack on the i 
Sir Winniam Davison was _ particu- police in Tipperary and the occupation tj 
larly distressed, for he had prepared a | of half of Limerick (including the lk cal ny 
series of searching inquiries regarding jlunatic asylum) by rebel Republicans. : 
“4 ot ae = Yh nee ait ete sietiede RE : 
| the activities of the Cabinet Press Bu- | History is apparently trying to repeat i 
reau, and found the LEADER OF THE! jitseif in Ihe City of the Broken i 
ote care ‘ | 1) Perey ; 
Housx blissfully unaware of its exist- | Treaty.” | 
/ence. “ What, no dope?” ejaculated, | No wonder Mr. Caurcaine thought H 
' | in effect, the astonished Sir Wintiaq. | | that Colonel Newman's anxiety for an 
| Towhich Mr. CHAMBERLAIN majestically | |improvement in the orthography ol 
replied, “We are our own Publicity | | Erse might wait a more conyenien! | 
Department. My hon. friend will find jseason, and did not even respond to H 
. “ae 1.2 . . ¢ ugges tis : 
j our policy and attitude defined in our Mr. Devin 8 suggestion of “an Irish } 
speeches.” class for Die-hards. a 
The Government oil-wells have not | Time was when it was the function 
turned out quite so gushing as the fore- lof Lord Hi Gu Crcin to moderate the 
ioe a) | 7 . a : 
casts. Mr. BripGrEMAN said that only | extravagances of his young friend Win- Mii 
one 1s now producing, and its product ston. Now the rdles are reversed, and ih 
in six months amounted to no more it is Lord Hugs who is corrected, more 
| than seventy-eight tons. In the cir- in sorrow than in anger, by his former 
R dD i 4 . ; oy a . 
cumstances the Government have de- pupil. But Lord Huan enjoyed one at 
| cided not to exercise their rights under little score. He had been rebuked for 
the Petroleum Production Act “further| “We are our own Publicity Department.” | suggesting that the only explanation 
than may be necessary to prevent in- Mr, CHAMBERLAIN, lof a certain article in the Agreement 
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was that it had been inserted “ to soothe | the word “ humiliation,” but that did 
the Irish delegates at two o'clock in| not make the taunt a true one. 





Thursday, March 9th.—It Mr. Mow. 
racu had scored the deciding goal in 


the morning at some date in December.” | Lord Wemyss gave the Peers a taste | the battle of the Spurs this afternoon 


But shortly afterwards it appeared that | of the humour with which he used to) he could hardly have evoked more en- 


the Conference had omitted to insert | delight the Commons over the Derby- 


the date in question, which thereupon | day adjournments in the ‘eighties. His| ment of his retirement from oflice. It | 


had to be added. So the Agreement, | theme wasthe wastefulness of slaughter- 
after all, was amended. ‘ing cattle afflicted or associated with 
Tuesday, March 7th.—Lord Newron | foot-and-mouth disease instead of giv- 


| 


complained that a British private at-| ing them a chance of recovery. It were|services in compelling the Coal tion | 


tached to the Military Control Com-|as reasonable, supposing he developed 
mission received as much in a month} influenza while Lord AncasTeR was 
as the Hungarian Prime Minister did | dining with him, to kill the noble lord 
in a year. His figures, mostly given/as well as himself. Lord ANCASTER 
in marks and kronen, sounded very im- | refrained from taking up this argument- 
pressive; but, in asserting that the | um ad hominem. 

Commissions were largely responsible; The possibility of a General Election 


for the chaos in the Continental ex-! still casts a gloom over the Commons. 


changes, he attempted to prove 
more than Lord Crawrorp 
would admit. 

I trust that the strain of 
responsibility for Irish affairs 
is not causing Mr. Cuurcui.. 
to lose his nerve. In reply to 
a demand that he should “take 
action ”’ against disturbers of —— 
the peace he replied, “ 1 might 
easily take action which would 
beunwise.” Is not this mode sty 
a little ominous ? 

Sir Coaries Oman protested 
that the surcharge on the Irish 
stainps was printed in such a 
way as to deface Hi 


Ma- 
jesty’s head, and, wor still, 


that the word supposed to mean 
provisional reall meant 

prep sterous, But Mr. Ken 
LAWAY declined to pit his know 
ledge of Erse against that. of 
the Postmaster-Generail of Dail 
Mireann. 

The House was surprised to 
learn from Mr. HarmMsworrn 


what a large number of foreign 





: VICK-Vi RSA 
refugees —- Russians, Arme- : 

3 . | pH Hi CeECIL AND My VINSs RCH 
nians and even Turks —this Db Mr. Winston Cucnen 
country was still harbouring. He! For the Coalition-Unionists. however 


looked forward to the time when these 


| has been s 
liabilities would be taken over bv the hei 


ghtly lifted by the victory 
of th late at Wolverhampton. 
League of Nations, a prospect for which | Captain Wepawoop Bewy, on hearing 
Lord Rosert Ceci, usually so anxious | that the Government had no intention 
to extend the functions of the League, | of introducing Proportional Representa- 
showed surprisingly little enthusiasm. | tion, rashly inquired how, then, Con- 
Wedunesdan, Mareh Sti. -When the! s ryatives were to show their feelings. 
Lorp CHancecror falls upon the com-|“ As at Wolverhan pton,” replied Mr. 
mon fate he will require no other monu- | CHAMBERLAIN: and Captain Benn for 
ment than the Law of Property Bill, | once had no rejoinder readv. 
which already attains the dimensions! Conside y the triteness of the sub- 
of a good-sized tomb-stone. Meanwhile | ject the speeches delivered on the final 
he exhibits no sign of failing power, | sta h 33 


Lave ¢( 


r candg 


ft} 
and indeed displayed a marked liveli- | wer 
ness in replying to a characteristic | have expected Captain Repmon ; 
diatribe by | ; ac ¥ . P ted. aptain REDMOND gave 

e by Lore ARSON, Who had ac-|it the blessing of the old Nationalist 
cused the Government of su rendering | remnant, t] 
to the LRA. and deserting the R.L.C. 
Seventeen times, declared Lord Birkey- 
HEAD, had his learned brother used 


»iresi 


the Government any particle of credit 


eventually carried by 295 to 52. 





ge ol the free State (Agreement) Bill | 


er tuan one could reasonably | 
iough he deliberate ly denied | of the many lovers of the late CLAt DE 


for passing it. The Third Reading was | 


thusiasm than greeted the announce- 


was a tribute toa forceful but not alto- 
gether popular personality, and also 
perhaps a grateful recognition of his 


Lilt 











CHILL’s subsequent statement on the } 
Near East. In future, it appears, the } 
defence of Iraq and Palestine dep nds 
upon armies literally, and not meta- 
phorically, “in the air,” with the pleas- | 
ing result to the tax-payer that as the 


aeroplanes go up tlie Estimates will | 





icome down. 





| 


Claude Sbepperson. 


Mr. Punch begs to call the attention 


| SHEPPERSON’S art to the Exhibition of 
| his work that has opened this week atthe | 

: ‘ . ‘ | 
| Leicester Galleries, Leicester Square. | 





Cabinet to rescue from the lumbe) -heap 
the once sacrosanct doctrine of “ eol- 
lective responsibility.” 

The Priwe Minister, when he learned | 
| that, without consulting the Cabinet. 
| the InpIAN SEcRETARY had authorised 
the Delhi authorities to publish their 
'views on the necessity wf drastically 

amending the Turkish Treaty 
acted with characteristic 
promptitude and vigi A 
bull in the other fellow’s ¢ 
shopmay be an amusing object 
but not when he threat: you 
own pl iceless Sévre 
Prince in Re Meo ANd d 
eems to have remark 
‘And, Montagu, com 
aiterncon 
lo know our further | 
in this case;” 
and this afternoon the « 
found himself “That b 
haughty Montagu.” 
Captain Guest's 
Was called to t! 
eighteen thousand } 
been spent on advert Oo tie 
attractions of the R a An 
Force, and that about si 
sand recruits had been secured 
whereas the corresponding fig- | 
ures in the case of the Army |} 
were four thousand pounds 
and forty thousand men. Why 
thonld one kind of man cost 
m thirty times as much as the 
Pam, other? Capt.Gui st explamed 
.{that a very high type of recruit was | 
j required for the R.A.F. The Financial | 
Secretary of the War Office, sitting | 
| beside him, smiled at this explanation, | 
| But it was fully justified by Mr. Cur. | 
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«“TINKER, TAILOR 


(41 Child’s Guide to the Professions.) 


Tue Kine’s REMEMBRANCER. 
Piry the King’s Remembrancer, 
The man has lost his wits; 
He keeps on buying Almanacks 
(nd tearing them to bits; 

He is trying to remember 
All the birthdays for the King ; 
\nd, of course, in such a Family 
It /s a dreadful thing. 
He is trying to remember 
The 7th of December, 


Ox else it is the 3rd of June— 

At any rate it’s very soon, 

And Som body must go and buy 
\ book for Princess Mary, 


the little Prince of Wales 
\ rabbit or canary. 


Ile tears his hair, but, bless y« 
It’s nothing to the scene 


ial Darr 


ks before that Sp C 


J mean the 26th of May, 
The Birthday of the Queen 
\t last, when he is nearly sure 


His Majesty ’s forgotten it, 
J « bn 


\t pays when all the Palace sleeps 

Up ) } ) Boys tl Room he cree} : 

\nd , tiptoe, like a thief, 

Remove > Royal Handkerchiet 

\nd ties a great big knot in it. 
A. P. i. 
RECITALS A LA MOD 
Wid i } vledginent to the Candia 
‘The Times.’) 

THERE is much to admire, but more 
to condemn, in Miss Gerda Blimp’s 
singing (Podolian Hall, Wednesday) 
Hei Intonation Is sadly ‘to seek,’ ‘as 
Porson might have said; or, to adap! 

| Drypen’s well-known couplet :— 
| “Some singer rant our Cars & transient 
But Gerda seldom deviates into tune 


ever sing in tune are not entitled to a 
public hearing ; it was denied them by 
our grandfathers, who simply ran away. 
But in 
study of it ve 
And e and inordinate pre- 
occupation with pitch often sterilized 


—from five to tifteen 


thelr @Xcessly 


irs 


their intelligence. They hit the note 
every time, but missed nearly every- 
thing else. They knew a good deal 
about Mrexprenssonn, but a about 
| Menpen.. They had heard of Guuck, 
| but they lived before Freup. Monte 


Carlo was beginning to swim into their 
| ken, but Montessori to them was still 
| a sealed book. 

Not that Miss Blimp never sings in 
tune. moments in 
which she is not more than a quarter | t 
ol a tone sharp or flat, and on rare 
occasions she |: he oiraaas in the middle 
of a note with an effect only compar- 


There are many 


NCH, 


People who in no circumstances can | 


those years singers made a real | 





OR 


We 


sonnel 
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WE MAY ENPECT IF THE PROHTBITION OF ANIMAI 
PERFORMANCES BILL IS PASSED 
able to that of the sudden appearance | cept in her English son we gather 
{ a green oasis in a sultry Sahara. | from the shape of the song that she has 
Nothing is so refreshing as the unex-| understood and weighed them. It used 
| pected, and these green spots in her | to be said of the great Mourke that he 
vocal spectrum are indeseribably wel-| could be silent in six languages; Miss 


this, if you can turn your 


| 





come and even touching. 
mind's ear 
away from tl! 


Miss Blimp can make a good deal of 


asong. She makes one different from 
another, and the beginning different 
from the end. Indeed in her treat 
ment of the dénodiment she is as fertile 


in surprises as O. Henry. Phough her 
voice lacks beauty it is rich in colour; 
not the iridescent hues 
tail, but the fierce clashing tints of a 
Marinettian kaleidoscope. 

Again, though wedonot: actually hear 
more than two consecutive 


ol 


words ( 


4 pe acoc k’ s 


(ex- | 


Apart from |B limp can be vocal in nine. 


e defects of her intonation, | 


On Wed- 
(ancient and 


English, 


| nesday she sang in Greek 


modern), Latin in, American, 


| Russian, Gaelic, Basque and Bantu. 
| As CraBBE says somewhere— 

| “Nine different t gues mie living and 
| some dead 

j Were all conta ned within one little head.” 


| 





In the face of such polyglot proficiency 
' criticism is disarmed if not silenced. 
It mav be all right, but it is rather fun 
at times to feel the force 
and to know that we have a Briton and 
not a cosmopolitan in front of us. 


That the nomenclature of our concert- 


of the words | 























halls is in need of drastic revision was | he seems to be acting on the orde: 
y ; . | ‘ ; 
ibundantly shown by the recital given | the lunatic skipper w! 


in Wigmore Hall last Tuesday by M. 
Boleslas Biffsky and Mile. Irma Gorm- 
Squintzschler. In view of the 
that M. Biffsky wears his hair closely 
cropped and that his partner’s cheve- 
lure is severely “ bobbed,” one cannot 
help feeling that “‘ Wigless’’ would be 
a name more in harmony with the 
spirit of the times than Wigmore. 


rely on capillary attraction. 


For the rest, this recital gave us an ex- 
cellent object-lesson in the vitaminizing 
effect of rhythinic control on tempera- 
ments in which the subconscious might 
otherwise submerge the rational self of 
the performer. It is true, as we were 
informed in the programme, that both 
artists are vegetarians, and this prompts 
a discussion of the thorny problem as 
to how far the adoption of a whole- 
meal diet affects the use of the whole- 
tone scale; but this m vy be deferred to 
& more convenient opportunity, 
M. Biffsky comes before us not as a 
creator but as an interpreter, and as 
such he inspires mingled emotions and 
mixed metaphors. He hits a powerful 
_ tee-shot but he does not always keep on 
| the pretty. There are moments when 
i 


UNCH, OR THE LONDON 


Unrecognisable Sportsman (emerging from very muddy ¢ 


facts | 


The | 
plain fact is that musicians no longer rather does he widen the gulf between | 
We still | 
have lions, but they discard their manes. | 


3AND TO CATCH YOUR HORSE 


g 
ho ordered h 
crew to take two reefs in the stove- 
pipe and cast the mainmast overboard. 
In other words his rubato is 


ig 
jand the lack of a sound architectonic 


cular cohesion. The function of music 


| is to restore our faith in an underlying 
? ~ ‘ #4 
justice of life. M. Biffsky fails to 
i d 


reconcile the antinomies of existence; 
them. We liked him best in the 
\lbanian Rhapsody dedicated to Prenk 
Bib Doda; and in Medtner’s “ Miasma.’ 


of a whaler. 

to the programme, if not exactly suited 
to a count ry congregat ion, at least pos- 
sessed the merit of vivacity. The group 
of satirical songs by Derek Sprott is 
vulgar without being funny, but it 
cannot justly be alleged that Mlle. 
Squintzschler emphasized their canazl- 
lerie. She is not a female Curysostom, 
nor does she recall the “ silvern sweet- 
ness’ of MeLna : indeed her voice sug- 


gests the product of 





| But his reading of a gigue by Arcangelo 
| Corelli was suggestive of The Sorrows | 
;of Satan, and in his hands Bacn’s 
Chromatic Fantasia sounded like an 


CHARIVARL 


re I cAN 
rook). ss] 


fuliginous, | 


basis robs his phrasing of red corpus- | 





(Marcu 





I 
. LpAnlZE ih 2. 


FIND HIM.” 
im YOUR HUSBAND.’ 


41 


than of Goleonda or 


ratne » rado, 
ifer intonation is faulty, her phrasing 
|spasmodic, and her breathing gusty 
| Negatively considered, however, she has 
one point to be recorded in | your, 
There are some singel s so bad one 
longs for them to pass at once into the 
eternal silence. Mile. Squint ler, on 
ithe other hand, makes us wish that she 
| would sing better; we've go idea 
that with long study she might possi- 
bly become endurable to the naked ea 

This is not much, but it is something 

and no honest critic can deny the 


| 
| 


Mile. Squintzschler’s contributions! At Inverleith and at Twickenha 





fright wing. 
resolute as his character, and he was | 


benefit of the possibility. 





SYZYGY. 
Tue fame of David Llewellyn Rees 


animated conversation in the fo’c’s'le} had been told in Stellenbosch and pub- 


lished in the streets of Auckland (N.Z.). 


of thousands of Scottish and Ex 


cheeks had been known to pale when 
“ Liew,” out there on the mght wing, 


took his pass. He could side-step like 
Fortune and hand-off like an Editor. 
He was perhaps the world’s greatest 


modest and not given to words. 
Yet until the other Saturday he had 


the Cassiterides! not found entire favour in the eyes of 


His short upper-lip was | 


n tens | 
lish | 


| 
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Miss Myf anwy Evans, qualified in-| 


structor under the Hornsey Couneil. 
Educationally she found him wanting. 
And who had a better right to be edu- 
eationally exigent than Myfanwy? Had 
she not recently become possessed of 
her “ parchment "’? And was not this 
the seal of a glorious career which in- 
cluded as a mere landmark the Oxford 
Senior ? 

Specifically it was Llew’s yvoeabu- 
lary that was defic ient. How could one 
cognizant of the mysteries of Method, 
Logic and Psychology as Applied to 
Teaching (when will it be?) be proud 
of a husband who stared at you blankly 
if you used a word not of the eom- 
monest ? 

Yet Liew still had hopes. On those 
Saturdays when he was not battling 
fer the Principality against Kingdoms, 
Dominions and Powers, he upheld the 
glory of the Land of His Fathers in the 
the Metropolitan Cambrians. 
And Myfanwy still loved to watch 

So Liew, havin 


ran} Ss of 
him. 
g¢ communed with his 





| own heart, he ight a reading-lamp and 
1a dictionary. I have mentioned the 
} resolution of his upper-lip. 

| “For 7 eleemosynary reasons 
pian might capitulate,” he put it to 
| hh r one haboiny iiemadies aiker a 


prolonged lucubration with the lexicon 


n the previous night. 

|} “Edueationally, as in all else, a hus- 
band should be his wife’s superior,” she 
| replied firmly, “and I’ve known 

word ey since I was confirmed. 

So LI lived more laborious nights. 
The Metropolitan Caledonians had | 

} 


yneen met 


and vanquished. Liew had 


| turned defeat into victory, and Myfanwy | 


} had quivered with admiration. A litth 
later, when they 
in a tea-shop, a new confidence sat on 
his lips. 

| “Oh, Liew, you 
| divine ! ( 


were wonderful 
she exclaimed. 
llright-wings are op portunists. But 
geniuses make their opportunities, and 
Llew was a genius. 
“Not to say he avenly,” he retorted, 
dashing for the line. 
: Heavenly 9 Llew.”’ 
‘Then syzygy cannot be deferred,” 
he replied promptly. 
le had not expected to wor! 
50 ‘- 1i¢ kly. 
‘What 
questioned, 
‘ Syzygy.” 
And what is tha 
‘DSYZYgy, 





it off 


cannot he deferred?” she 


Liew ? 
he wn ined airily, “is 
the conjunction of two heavenly hodies. 
We can be married at Easter.’ 

And next Saturday Myfanwy, having 
in the meantime verified his erudition 
in her own dictionary, said “ Yes.’ 


ee 
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V Mcunmy, MAY I HAVE AN ORANGE? I RATHER FRUIGI ~ 

| — — ———— —_ _ _ — — ma 
Ge po eet ; : = a Like oti Cc! el the Income-Ta 
IWHITEWASHING WHITEHALL. \V} rag 1) ‘ 
} ‘ cu alas eovected t the 
| ‘ ‘ ’ — , 
A Crvin Servant’s Protest. source, Si 
. 
j {n indignant correspondent complains in | And conseqti ) Abe . MO 
1a contemporary that the “average taxpayer onu 
| works for Whitehall third of histime in, Of paying j j 
l order, amongst other things, to pay for the; ~ 

disgraceful Civil Service bonus.” | 

e . i ——————— 
{ur wretched taxpayer, it would ap- 
j | ‘We have bua wir boats and we jutist saul 
| pear, - i onward.” de aq Jndia. 
‘Works foi iitehall a telling 


phrase (adinitted) 
One-third his 
the year, 
And seems to thi 
pitied. 
T work not only fo) but in Whitehall, 
Am I to get no sympathy at all? 


nk th: ut 


I work beneath the shadow of the} 
« Axe,’ 

And have to pay, as you're aware, | 
of course, Sir, 








time or four months in 


he is to be; 


‘It has long been 
GANDHI and 
| those other heroes whe “ went to sea 
‘in a sieve, the y did.’ 


‘ } 1 
suspectou that Mr. 
his assoeiates resembled 


i S.S. Caroma of 24.000 tons 
ion January 28, with 
at Alexandr 
| Febru: ary 22 where she will visit Nazareth and 
Tibe rias and then come 

| car.”—Egyptian Pape 


leit New York 


on to Jerusalem by 


350 persons ; she is due | 
1, February 21 and at Harfa on 


This remarkable vessel will in future be | 


| known as “ the ship of the desert. 
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WHEN TIME IS MONEY. 

“Tr isn’t often,” said Rennie, “ that 
as one gets older one wants inordinately 
to meet anybody new, but I must con- 
fess to finding Madame Bimilova, the 
Russian dancer, exceedingly magnetic. 
I don't mean that I lost my head over 
her; passion is extinct in this ageing 
frame; but her dancing fascinated me, 
and, when it was my privilege to meet 
her, her personality fascinated me even 
more: her beauty, ber charm, her witty 
broken English. And when, although 
there were half-a-dozen good-looking 
young blades in the room, she particu- 
larly singled me out with an invitation 
to come in again and consider myself 
as always welcome, I was considerably 
bucked, I can tell you. 

« As it happened, however, I was able 
only to go round once or twice again, 
because I was called away from Lon- 
don, and when I got back the season 
was over and no one could tell where 
dancers had gone. 
Monte Carlo, some said Madrid; 
one knew for certain. 

“To make my story clear, I must now 
interpolate a few remarks on the polite- 
ness of princes—in a word, punctuality. 
Because it was this Russian lady who 
cured me of it. Long ago I set myself 
a standard of punctuality which I must 
confess it was an infernal bore to keep 
up, but which I managed to stick to with 
some success and not a little detriment 
to my character; for the unpunctual 
assured me I was becoming in conse- 
quence more self-satislied and offensive 
every day. People who are always 
punctual are like people who are always 
in the right: unbearable. All the same, 
I stuck to it and was very well pleased 
with myself in consequence.” 

“Oh, well,” [ said, “ I don’t see why 


the Some said 


you should take any credit for it. It’s | was drawn up and in it was the adorable 


no more admirable for one man to be al- 


ways punctual than it is for another to 
It’s largely nature, or 
destiny, with both parties. I am always | 
late, not on principle, although I believe | opportune. The woman that I had so 


be always late. 


no} 


exhibiting signs of impatience. “* Where 
was I when you dragged your great-uncle 
in? Oh, yes, remember. Well, punc- 
tuality was my strong suit, and at that 
time I had a friend who was completely 
with me in the practice of this virtue. 
[t was our pride not only to be punctual, 
but to be exactly punctual. If 1 asked 
him to dine at the club at eight, he 
arrived just sufficiently before that hour 
to be able to take off his coat and hat 
and to be announced at the precise 
moment. It is no fun to be early; 
anyone can be early, although very few 
people are; but to be punetual—that 
was a real adventure! We carried our 
| keenness so far that there was an ar- 
rangement between us that the one 
who was late paid the other a pound a 
minute as a fine.” 

« Considering how full life is of acci- 
dent and the unexpected, that wasrather 
arisky step, wasn’t it?” I asked. 

“It was,” hereplied. ‘“ But we laid 
our plans accordingly. Knowing that 
of the London streets are now 
in the hands of workmen we should, 
were we still competing, naturally allow 
ourselves plenty of margin if we were 
driving to one of these critical appoint- 
ments. And that brings me to the 
point of this story. 

“One morning—I am talking of twoor 
three years ago—I was dueat my friend’s 
| house for lunch at 1.30. I took all the 
precautions and arrived in the neigh- 
bourhood at 1.20. He lives in Portman 
Square, and I walked quietly up and 
down a side street until it was 1.27. I 
then advanced upon his door and at 


most 





| 1.28 was just turning to mount his steps 


|}when I heard my name called—‘ Mr. 
Rennie! Mr. Rennie!’—in the prettiest 
foreign accent imaginable. 


“Glancing round, I saw that a taxi 


similova. 

“Tsay ‘adorable,’ but at that moment 
1I wished her in Siberia. No appear- 
ance could ever have been more in- 


| 
} 


“as ' 
“J will,” said Rennie, who bad been | 


it to be in most cases a wise move (if | longed to meet again was the last thing 
you re late for dinner, for example, you | on earth that I wanted at that moment. 
get it sooner than the people who ar-| She was an enemy to my pride; threat- 
rived on the tick, and 1 'd rather spend | ening my prestige ; playing into the 
the waiting time in a taxi with a cigar- hands of my rival. ie 

ette than formally in a drawing-room),| “I had, however, to go over and greet 
but because I am not allowed not to be | her. 

late. Fate has decreed it. It’s in the 

blood. My great-uncle was always late; | me.’ 
and when he came to be buried he was| “I explained why I had not been to 
twenty minutes behind time. The ruling | see her any more. 
passion strong in death! And now] “‘I missed you,’ she said. ‘Every 
even—yes, such is the persistence of | evening I looked in vain. I thought ] 
this characteristic—the daffodils on his | ¥ 


| must have said something to vex you.’ 
crave 5) . , ¢ ‘ ay “ “Tt : 
grave come up exactly a fortnight after | I assured her that this could never 


all the others in the cemetery have fin- be the case; but I was paying her only 
ished. But go on with your story.” | half attention, my most intent thoughts 


. You are fickle, she said. ‘ You left 
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being on the clock, on my broken repu- 
tation and on the financial aspect of 
the case. 


“* Just a moment,’ she said, opening 
the door of the taxi. ‘Do come in just 


| 

fora moment. I have something im- | 
portant to say tp | 
“*T'’m awfully sorry,’ I began, ‘ but 


I’m due here to lunch. They'll be | 
waiting.’ I was intensely mortified to 
catch a glimpse of my friend’s face at 
the window. 

“*Only just a moment,’ sh 
‘No one expects you to be absolutely 
punctual.” And I weakly gave way. © 

“She then began her story. The 
season had ended suddenly and left 


A * “/_ “e 

high and dry. No plans had been made | 
6b d 

for the future. The manager had not | 

paid her salary. Living in London was | 


very costly. In short, would I lend he: 
twenty pounds? I had seemed so kind, | 
she looked upon me as a friend. Could | 
she have been mistaken? No! | 
“Tt was a quarter to two when | 
entered my friend’s house, vowing to | 
|myself as I did so that 1 would never | 





} . ° ° 
take the slightest interest in punctu- 
j ality again. 


“*You’re fifteen minutes late,’ he | 
said. 

“IT know,’ I replied. ‘I regret it | 
deeply, but it wasn’t my fault. I'll 
send you a cheque. All my ready- 
money lias gone.’ ”’ EB. V. L 


HOW TO PRESERVE ROMANCE. 


A daily paper declares that “ married wo- | 





men should insist on their husbands taking | 
them to a dance at least once a week, to foster 
the romantic spirit, which is apt to die a sudden 


death when subjected to matrimon 
Now Mabel and I are united 
We will not consider as dead 
The pastimes in which we delighted 
In seasons before we were wed; 
Unstaled by the years in their cycle, 
Romance shall remain on its throne, 
While she does the fox-trot with 
Michael 
And I go a-jazzing with Jo 


In me she shall ever discovei 
A charm that is able to rouse 
The tenderness felt for a lover, 
But not (some allege) for a spouse; 
| No boredom will lay its embargo 
On a glamour that never can die 
As long as I one-step with Margot 
While she’s tickle-toeing with Guy. 


Shall our first happy rapture diminish? 
Not so, if this scheme we employ ; 
Though the rest of the week may be 

thinnish, 
One eve shall be given to joy; 
Our hearts will be tuned to a metre 
That goes with a gallant refrain, 
While she is apacheing with Peter 
And I'm sitting out with Elaine. 
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| OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
Tue greater part of Mr. E. F. Benson’s Peler (CAsseis) 
gave me just the same tingle of delight that I used to get 
out of that early masterpiece, The Babe, B.A. 
at once righteous and irresponsible, and I can only com- 
pare it to the pleasure of waking half-an-hour too soon 
and having a legitimate interval to turn over and stretel 


| Some such spell of virtuous relaxation I certainly got over 

Peter—over the inimitable Benson crowd, now divided (by 
| the War) into the old worldlings who “talked eagerly 
| about dull things like politics and prices,’ and the young 
worldlings who were “ flippant in the modern way about in- 
teresting things; over that colossal humbug, Peter's artist- 
father, the sentimental product of the first camp; and over 
Peter himself and Nellie, the cynical protagonists of the 
second. But when Sylvia, who belonged temperamentally 
to the old world and only chronologically to the new, 
married Peter and, finding him nothing but a pleasant 
animal, set to work to fit him with idealist improvements, 
—well, I felt that Mr. Benson was trying to let in the cold 
daylight in order to make me get up. And frankly—if he 
doesn’t mind my saying so—I regard such a proceeding 
on his part as ulira vires. 
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NO IDEA YOUR HUSBAND W 


wt BAL, 


ee i 


S SUCH A BRILLIANT AFPER-DINNER SPEAKER,’ 


BREAKFAST !” 


He keeps his fine house full of relatives, who are allowed 
the best food, drink, cigars and games, but nocash. These 
are The Prisoners of Hartling (CoLuins), as poor-spirited 


a lot of loafers as could well be got together, the one 


| hope sustaining them being, naturally, the thought that 


It is a zest | 


The old man is, however, 
A young doctor, a distant 


the old man can’t last very long. 
insufferably spry and healthy. 


‘relative of the Aenyons, practising in the wilds of Peckham, 


| 
Nobody can justly complain that Mr. J. D. Berrsrorp’s | category. Most of us tend 
faculty for the invention of queer types is deserting him. His 


latest is a Mr. Kenyon, a nonagenarian, rich and horrible, | and Margate, or Kensington and Cannes, nothing short of | 
with a morbid eraying for power over other people's lives. | Berkeley Square and the Sahara is good enough for Corona. 


| is lured into this odd group and finds himself slowly being 
myself before, by the sternest canons, it is time to get up. | 


overwhelmed by the luxurious living and the inevitable 
sense of great expectations. One clear-eyed member of 
the forlorn household, the youngest, old Aenyon’s grand- 
daughter, opens the doctor's eyes to the degradation of the 
business and incidentally to her own charms. 
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I'll not 


spoil your enjoyment by giving any hint of the ingenious | 
catastrophe contrived by Mr. Beresrorn, but will only say 
that, though I began with fairly serious doubts about the | 
| plausibility of the whole affair, these were removed by his | 
| skilful handling, especially of the unhappy ending which | 
/an extra paragraph or two might so easily have spoiled. 
| A very clever exercise in the art of suspense. 





| 


Corona Trent, the heroine of Mrs. Rostra Fornus’ novel, | 


| The Jewel in the Lotus (CassEL1), is one of those unfortunate 


mondaines who oscillate wildly between extreme sophistica- | 


tion and extreme savagery, without being able—like the 
duck-billed platypus—to make up her mind as to her final 
to these extremes nowadays ; 
but while the average woman is content with Mile End 


} 


| 


a ria ae nearer ns Ne tne STARE AON Ae ANITA 1 ATT TRAE CTI ANNIE A ST ECCT TALON 


i} 
a 
|| 

il 














From this you may , gather th: at, 
a very vital young personage indeed, she is essenti: ally one | 
of those half-animated pe ople who take « 
side friction to keep up any interior 
certainly the friction is not lacking, for Corona rubs up| 
against some very strange experiences in her search for | 
* force and health and vitality.’ 
an unfaithful husband in Edinburgh, trayels from Morocco | 
to Abyssinia, becomes the mistress (1) ¢ of an attaché in 
Vienna ; (2) ° a financier in London ; 
and finally owed him for the 
desert. Hor escapades have their paves as well as their | 
perversity, but I must say I prefer Mrs. F 
tures to those of Corona, and regret that she has abandoned 
the reticences of autobiography for so rococo a type of fiction. 


| late person in blue serge,” 
& 


“ George had not been the champion middle-weight of about the working of a country parish, She has 
This is the sort of thing that 


his regiment for nothing.” 


you would expect to find inj ; 
la book called His Grace | 
| Gives Notice (MrTaurn), | 


and I may as well admit 
| at once that most of the 
things that the title sug 


gests Lady Troupriner has | 
generously provided. What | 


is unexpected is that, in this 
| Story of George Ber wick, the 
Canadian soldier who, when 
he is demobilized, becomes 


Lord Rannock's footman | 


and afterwards turns out, 
to his own surprise and 
everyone else's consterna 
tion, to be the missing hei 
to the Dukedom of St 
Bevis, there should be, a 


there is, a touch of that true 


spirit of romance which 


can lift even a book bur 
dened with such a plot as 
this above the common 
level. Of course George is 
in love with Cynthia, his 
master’s daughter, and of 


course she is very proud a 
and very rude to the footman in the d: LYS Wher 
| an inkling that greatness will be 
| unbending to the Duke after the secret 


| gathered that her bad 


she had been, unwillingly 
servant. But however hy 


been occupied her conscious 
with aman of doubtful antecedents and 
whom her family justly disapproved 
taking the place of this fellow’s valet, 


time and brings her 


discriminating readers may 


1 
I do not often risk n 1y Money on such 


prepared to wager a modest half-erown that 
Soul's Comedy (LANB) is not 


Is 


suppose. In the first place, 


STEVENSON, and “ Geo 
days of GrorGe Exi01 
careful reader’s attention 


geo’ 


ence at the top of page 11, 


though she thin zt "eer? lastly we are ‘ae ling with a slevical sated no hand } 


a great t deal of out- 


She starts by divorcing | 


‘ORBES’ own adven 








manners and un lignitied behavior 
arose from her sub-conscious 


at last to her sense san vd hi is own fait 
arms. Of its kind thi bis quisean excellent bool] 


he would have us 


has been suspect 
In the second pla 
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uta | 
woman's could have “traced 80 lovingly the anwmie line. 


laments of Frank Bowood, Vicar of Fairthorn, whose career 
| and final conversion to Rome this book purports to deseribe, 
A man would have had no patience with the Rev. Frank, 
who is only saved from marrying his pretty housemaid by 
‘his aunt's common sense. The girl had fainted in his arms | 
and he had kissed her; after which there was nothing 
for it but to offer marriage, much as he would have pre- 
‘ferred celibacy. However, he allowed his aunt to bully 
him out of this and into another match; then he permitted 
the widow of a parishioner to show him the path to Rome. 
|The quoted reviews of former works by the same author | 


| display a singular unanimity in speaking of “ Mr. Steven. 
son” and of “his” really remarkable literary gifts 


| mis 
trust them. The author is a lady who knows some thing 


it genius 


for cireumlocution, but no great literary ability. She can 


. draw a clergyman’s wife and 
Beets daughters, or a baronet’s 

~ ' | widow. But her men, cleri 

| ‘| sal or not, ave lay figures, 


Volcano (METHUEN) 
proves—if proof is needed 
after Pengard Awakes | 
that Mr. Rauru Srravs is 
a novelist whose work is 
worth watching and wait- | 
ing for. In this new book 
which rather unnecessarily 





is called a “frolic,” he shows 
— his readers clearly e: iough 
what his views are, but he 
never insists upo them 


and Plike him for that. To 
the end he remains a re 
feree, with only a slight 
partiality for the | e side, | 
Miss Belt, the lh ne of 
this remarkable story, was 
over forty when her history 





| begins, and as prim a 

: | maiden-lady as ever dis- 
; = pensed charity and justice | 
ChE Sik PINT OR HALF-PINT . ' 
a NR os (as she conceived it) In a 

leepy inland spa.” ~ In those days it is hardly too much 

to say that she thought herself almost divine t indeed 
a ceoddess to be loved, but one to he feared by ome and re- 
spected by all. Then, in an amazing manner, she became 
human, developing frailties such as any one of us might con- 


pare possess, but still retaining a courage beyond most 

mortals, Presumably this transformationis what Mr. SrRavs | 

refers to when he calls his book a “ frolic; but it isa good | 

leal more than that, and I recommend it unreservedly for | 
! 


: ’ 51 
its humour and sense of character and because the author | 
says something that has a meaning and says it intelligibly. | 

———— } 

“Pair beautiful Black Pekinese Pups; white white | 
vaisteoats een London.” {dvt, an Dail Pay 
i We fee] bound to warn intending purel i \! late | 
dinner will probably be « xpected. 

‘The Bel Congo and its adjacent Lado | ved 
veritable diamond dump for hunters. ima much 3 tT ritories 
were overrun by what are generally known as ‘ rot elephants 
but which were really old males chased out of the variou rds.” 

Ca i per. 
Lhey sound much more like young females. 





od 
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CHARIVARIA, 

“JT am a great believer in the Goy-!at Eton. 

ernment,” said Lady Astor last week. 

It is denied that The Daily Mail has 

decided to have these words set to 
music. “re 


through the plate glass of a Ford depot 


On admission to Matlock Hospital a 
boy was found to have swallowed a 


Mr. G. K. CHesTerton is to be given | toy pig, a padlock and some halfpennies. 
a seat on the council of the Brighter 
London Society, and not two, as was 
originally thought. 


As he complained of a pain it is thought 
that his illness was caused by something 
he had been eating. 





There is some talk of a new 
daily paper, to be devoted 
exclusively to accident in 
surance matters, so shame- 
fully crowded out of ordinary 
newspapers. The title pro- 
posed for it is The Death's 
Head Gazette. 








An eminent veteran actor | 
has expressed the opinion 
that development of the vocal | 
organs is conducive to longe- | 
vity. How widely this belief | 
is shared is shown by the | 
‘large and increasing number | 
of people who consider it} 
more healthy to watch foot- | 
ball than to play it. 


| 
| 
| 


| 

A lady recently appeared | 
as “best man” at a London | 
wedding. Amongst those 
also present was the bride- | 
| groom 


A weekly paper tells us) 
| that CarpENTIER has taken to 
| writing poetry. His trainer | 


}is anxious to find out who! } 
| started this cruel rumour. 
* * 
* 


“The doctors of Jefferson 
Hospital, Philadelphia,’ we! - 
}are told, “have discovered | 
'that ether will stop hic 





| coughs.” In spite of Prohi “I'VE COME IN ANSWER TO THE ADVERTISEMENT 
an 4 ‘ D tLOURMAID.’ 
| bition, Americans also know 0 *e er I’ i I ) 
“THE MISTRESS IS HOt RUT LL BE PLEASED TC 
whe ill sti ’ ” 
vhat will start them. ANY QUESTIONS I'M TM NTLEMAN-BUTLER 


Mr. Cuartes Cocnran has decided 


An old lady of Glasgow aged one 
that he will not give free seats to repre- 


| hundred vears has declined an attractive 
sentatives of the Press in future. It is| offer to go on the stage. It is said that 
hot thought likely, however, that the |after careful consideration the dear old 
Press will be abolished. lady declined on the ground that it 
| + 


|} “A Ping-Pong Club has been formed 
at Oxford University,” savs The Daa 
News. No wonder people are asking 


fessiol al chor ludies. 
A man has been caught with a drug 
The sup- 


What the War made the world safe for. | concealed in a fountain pen . 
| position that he was connected with 
A Woman has written to The Daily | the Ly pe Pre that we have heard so 
| Express to say that she has had whoop-| much about 


| ing-cough twice. We understand, how- 
ever, that they are not giving the O.B.E 
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A Ford motor-car last week dashed | drawn when the weather turned colder. 





v - 4 +” -e , 
—— a a 
), se 


It is hoped that this precaution may 


This supports the contention | have been in time to save the atulf | 
that these cars can find their way home. | from frost “nip. 


— 
The Polish President has been pre- 


the “Bear-tearer.” MorStock Exchange 
| Bulls it sounds a handy thing to have 
jabout the House. 


| 
| 
| A priuist who has been giving recitals 
a “rin London is said to be a 
grandson of the inventor of 
the Morse code. It is only 


that the dash-dot method of 
| rendering Cuortn and others 


[has really caught on, 
* 


of an evening paper reports 
that many well-known people 
are seen every day. There 
would seem to be a tendeney 
lie break away from the 





Riviera custom of only going 
out after dark, heavily dis 
guised, 


| The Daily News has dis 
| covere La poetic charwoman, 
| We are not astonished; we 
lare aecustomed to being re 


| minded by a chorus of serub- 


j 


ibers that “the hounds of 


| spring are on winter's traces.’ 


| The Vikings of Norway, it 
weekly paper tells us, were 
the real discoverers of Amer 
ica So COLUMBUS Was In- 
| nocent after all, 


Brighter London 

“ Gentleman desires small Fur 
i} nished Cottage, modern Three 
minutes from Charing Cross Sta 
tion, near golf cours 
FOR A Daily Paper. 

“Three Senile Ladies by birthean 
he 
: House 
(This would have suited GILBERT’s 
i Kiderly Infant,” who “died an en 
feebled old dotard at five.” 


ANSWER 





teceived into a Lady's Country 
) idvt. in Daily Paper 


The Result of Prohibition ? 
Liverpool Customs B/ Entry 
“ Cedric @ New York.—9 cases dry noodles,” 


* JOURNAUX La dame a la langue’ ; sous 
ce titre, qui n'est autre que le surnom donné 

miss Nightingale la célébre infirmiére 
mglaise, va paraitre un bulletin mensuel,” 


Paris Paper. 


We fear our contemporary must have 
been reading Mr. Lyrron Srracwey's 


ial 





| for this sort of thing now. 


a 


‘count of “The Lady of the Lamp.” 


sented with a Latvian decoration called | 
nail, a florin, half a set of false teeth, a 


among amateurs, however, | 


The Cannes correspondent | 
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MOLLIE’S BANK. 

Dvurine our brief walk to the bank I 
explained to Mollie the simple rites to 
be observed when withdrawing five 
pounds from her account. You see, 
Mollie has only recently opened an 
account with the branch of the bank 
where I keep my small delicate-looking 
but intensely wiry overdraft, and she 
does not understand how to withdraw 
according to plan (as we used to say in 
the Great War). Now there’s no man 


| in England who knows more about 


with- or over-drawing than I do. So I 
was fully competent to explain. 

“You quite understand?” I asked 
her. She smiled indulgently. It was 
hard to believe that she had been listen- 
ing to me, yet she was utterly ignorant 


| of all things appertaining to finance. 


She was wearing a little Russian cap 
and was looking particularly smart and 
charming—like some ethereal mouj:k 
that never was on sleigh or droshky. 


| There was a bright colour in her cheeks ; 


| balamee bas a bracing effect. 


rs 








I suppose the consciousness of a credit 
I myself 
am always rather pallid. 

“T'll go in with you,” I reassured 
her when we reached the bank’s portals, 
just to give you confidence.” Banks 
often have an overawing effect on 
women. 

I walked straight up to the counter 
and said to the cashier, ‘‘ My wife wants 
to...” when I observed with some 
little annoyance that Mollie had gone 
to the other cashier. 1 twitched at her 
sleeve, but she shook her head and 
whispered, ‘ He’s got a red moustache,” 
and remained where she was. 1 
shrugged my shoulders. To me, one 
cashier is very like another—they all 
scrutinise my cheques with humiliating 
suspicion—but I suppose the personal 
element invariably enters into every 
feminine transaction. ; 

“Good morning,” said 
cashier who hadn't got 
other tinted) moustache. 

I started involuntarily. It was along 
time since Mollie had said “ Good morn- 
ing "’ to me like that. I mean, it was as 
though she was thinking of what she 
was saying. 

‘Good morning,” said the shaven 
cashier earnestly, with a reverent in- 
clination of the head. 

Mollie’s eyes swept the desks behind 
the counter. 


Mollie to the 


a red (or any 


“Good morning,” she 


said, and enraptured “ Good mornings " | 


came in response from half-a-dozen up- 
bobbed heads. Then Mollie leaned over 
the counter and enveloped the cashier 


in @ confidential regard. The cashiei 


inclined slightly forward and submitted 


himself luxuriously to the enveloping 
movement. I coughed drily. 
* 
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“T put some money in here a few 
days ago,” whispered Mollie. 

The cashier nodded gravely. ‘I re- 
member the circumstance perfectly,” 
he assured her. 

“ Well, is it all right ? 
still got it, 1 mean?” 
was positively wheedling. 
short hard laugh. 
an ice-cold glance. 

“It is quite all right,” he soothed 
| Mollie in a periect counter-side manner ; 
\*I have it here,” and, pulling forth his 
till, he plunged one hand into a bowl of 
pleasantly jingling coins and the other 
into a sheaf of alluringly crinkly notes. 
Mollie sighed her satisfaction. 

“Well,” she pleaded, “may I have 
five pounds of it?” 

‘Of course you can,” I burst in pet- 
tishly. ‘“ Write out a cheque for the 
sum in the way I told you.” 

“That will not be necessary,” said 
the cashier with a contemptuous flick 
of the eye at me. 
cheque for you.” 

“Oh, thank you,” breathed Mollie, 
and maddened me by duplicating the 
cashier's flick. ‘ You see you don’t 
know everything ’”’—that’s what the 
flick flicked. The cashier whisked out 
a cheque from the drawer and scribbled 
for a moment. 

“Just sign it at the foot, please,” he 
insinuated. “Just your name, that’s 
all.” There were four pens sticking 
out of the ink-pot. Mollie examined 
them all closely. None of them seemed 
to give her satisfaction. Agitated, the 
cashicr borrowed another from a ledger- 
clerk, but Mollie said it was too hard, 
and the cashier handed it back to the 
clerk with a reproachful look. Then 
the red-moustached cashier, obviously 
anxious to obliterate the crimson stain, 
humbly presented his own fountain-pen. 

“Oh, how kind of you!” breathed 
Mollie. And the man was transfigured. 
Mollie put out her tongue—not in rude- 
ness, but to help her to write. 

* Shall I sign ‘ Mollie’ or just “M.’?* 

The cashier struggled with an over- 
mastering emotion. ‘‘Mollie,’” he 
choked at last. ‘“ Yes,‘ Mollie.’ And on 
the back of the cheque, too. ‘ Mollie.’ 

I frowned heavily. The cheque was 
a bearer one. The fellow simply wanted 
| an excuse for repeating my W ife’s name 
i The next moment five pounds had 
;changed hands. Mollie looked at the 
money as though fascinated. 

* But,” she wondered, “ how do you 
| know this is my money? It may be 
| someone else’s. You’re sure “you 
| haven’t mixed up my money with my 
| husband’s?”’ ¢ 

From the back of the office there 
came the sound of a suppressed snigger. 
I am certain it came from my debit 


You—you ‘ve 
Mollie’s voice 

I emitted a 
The cashier gave me 




















“T7’|l write out the! 





— 


balance laughing on the wrong side of | 
its account. 

“Quite sure,” said the cashier with | 
a sort of enchanted sob; “ your money | 
is kept quite separate. It—it separates 
itself as if by—by” (Mollie looked at 
him wistfully)—‘ magic,” gasped the 
cashier. 

The manager emerged from his room 
just as we were leaving. 

‘“T’ve been drawing out some money,” 
smiled Mollie. ; 

“Splendid!” saidthe manager heartily, 
“That's what we're here for. Come 
as often as you like;”’ and he ushered 
us (I was with Mollie, so he couldn’t 
help ushering me too) out. 

To reassure myself I glanced at the 
name of the bank when we reached 
the street. Yes, it was Boyd’s—not 
Mollie’s—Bank, Limited. 


” 








THE THREE THINGS. 
WIsE men, since the making of Earth, 
In sermon and song have made boast 
With melody, fervour and mirth, 
Of things they have fancied the most ; 
Sut their rosiest rhapsodies (how can 
you doubt ?) 
Seem lit through a lass or a fox or a 
trout. 


Kina SoLtomon, wisest of all, 
A lass was his principal suit, 
His mention of foxes is small 
And on trout you will find he is 
mute; 
But 1 think you'll forgive, since he 
made us, you see, 
The Song of all Songs on the first of 
the three. 


You may open your books, O my sons, 
Your BEckForD, your SuRTEEs, your 
SMITH, 
And read of the fox as he runs 
And our joy in his prowess and pith ; 
“Ten thousand cock pheasants a-wing” 
have been put | 
At nothing at all to a fox when a-foot! 


Here are excellent tomes that I love 
Fulfilled of a fabric for dreams— 
Blue sky and a swallow above, 
Great trout and the lisping of streams; 
“What were April,” they say, “though 
the daffodils nod, 
If Fate don’t permit you to put up a 
rod?” 
When the leaf’s at its ultimate fall, 
When the scent has forsaken the rose, 
“What times were the best times o! 
all?” 
You'll ask, and I'll answer you, | 
“ Those | 
With a trout on the feed, with a fox | 
nothing loth, 
And a lass who would share them—and 
beat me at both.” 
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ANOTHER PRIVATE LETTER. 


| 

| 

| THe Tork (writing fo Mr. Moxracv). “DEAR FRIEND,—SINCE TAKING YOUR INDIAN TONIC I AM A NEW MAN. || 

|| I CANNOT THANK YOU ENOUGH FOR YOUR TACTFUL ASSISTANCE. IF EVER YOU NEED A CHANGE, YOU WILL || 

|| FIND STAMBOUL A HOME FROM HOME, TRUSTING THAT YOU WILL NOT REGARD THE TONE OF THIS LETTER | 

| AS TOO ‘HECTORING,’ BELIEVE ME, ETC., ETC.” | 
i 
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THE REV. SEPTIMUS JOLLIBOY, HAVING 





| INTRODUCE A LITTLE GAIETY INTO HIS PARISH-VISITING, 


READ OF EFFORTS FOR A 





FILM STUDIES. 
VI.—Tue Art or Sus-Tirxes. 
Many people who go to the cinema 
probably believe that their minds are 
only stirred by the pictures themselves. 
They do not realise the influence of the 
beautiful prose which they are obliged 
to read on the screen. Film producers, 
however, have no doubts on this point. 
They understand literature. They know 
that the “titles” give the key for the 
piece. If they want you to laugh they 
use one kind of title; if they want you 
to cry they use another. Suppose, for 
instance, we had to film the rather 
| well-known narrative poem :— 
“Jack and Jill went up the hill 
} To fetch a pail of water ; 
Jack fell down and broke his crown 
And Jill came tumbling after,” 
| we should, supposing it were desired 
, to treat the situation humorously, in- 
| tersperse the pictures with sentences 
| something like this :— 
Jack loved work about as much as a 
deacon loves sin. 
But he had to have that pail filled 
before he got any pie. 
“ Are you in this joint, Jill 2’ 


* Sure thing.” 

“ Us for the pump-trail, then.” 

But they had to throw the limewash 
out of that bucket first. 

And some of it stuck. 

Hitting the pump-trail. 


And we need not have any doubt 
that the pump-trail would be nearly as 
steep as the side of a house and so 
slippery that Jack and Jill would have 
to go up backwards; or that the pump 





would shoot out a horizontal jet of 
|water so strong that Jill would be 
knocked into the next picture, and the 
next, and several pictures beyond that, 
until she got the idea of running back 
to the pump as hard as she could along 
the top of the jet. Very likely some of 
her clothes would come off. And there 
we should write simply— 
Some pump ! 


And after that, when Jack and Jill 
tumbled down, they would tumble for 
miles and miles over boulders and 
crags, and into houses and out of 
them, and through restaurants where 
they would be covered with pudding, 
and coal-cellars where they would be coy- 
ered with coal-dust, and on to the tops 
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of motor-cars which would dash down 
still further slopes and get blown up by 
dynamite and land them down at last 
flop on to the tram lines, where they 
would be run over by two or three cars. 

But they kept that pail filled all the 
time. 

How very different would be the titles 
of the story if we wished to make it one 
of strong dramatic interest, arousing 
|pity and tears! It would be called 
then, I think, 

Burrercup Farm 
and go like this :— 

Parched by the pitiless sun of the 
Western Plains, Buttercup Farm 
suffers under the ever-dreaded visi- 
tation of drought. 

As evening fell, Jake, the cot 
had an anxious conference with his 
master, John Royce. 

Nat Bunce 
Watiy Burr 


man, 


Jake . 
John Royce . 


Sunset found them still sitting in 
earnest conclave on a pile of straw. 

“The old cow will die unless she has 
water soon.” 











“It would break my heart if the old 
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cow were to die. 
get water, Jake?" 
Nurtured from earliest boyhood on 
Buttercup Farm, there is little 


Where can we 





knowledge about the country that 
is not known to shrewd old Jake. 

“ Reckon there’s water in the Hobo 
Lake, Master John.” 

Lying far away on mountain sum- 
mits, separated by rocky canons 
and yawning gulches, the Hobo 
Lake was fed by ice-cold perennial 
springs. 

The Hobo Lake. 

A great resolution dawns in John 
Royce’s mind. 

“JT will go and get a pail of water 
from the Hobo Lake, Jake.” 

Well knowing how perilous the journey 
is, Jake tried to dissuade him, but 
in vain. 

And later, in the old homestead, when 
supper was through, John told the 
womenfolk of the farm that he must 
leave them 

Mrs. Royce (John’s Mother) Fax Danco 
Jill (his orphaned cousin) .. Zon Trove 

Star-ray of light inthe old home, calves, 
chickens, ducks and goats came to 
Jill's call and, poking their soft 
muzzles into her hand, fed from it 
without fear. 

“Tf you go up to the Hobo Lak 
I am coming too.” 

‘ No.” 

“ Ye “a 

Next morning, taking the old bucket 
from its rusting nail, they set forth. 

Meanwhile, far away in the ‘Hobo 
Hills, Pete Slack, the half-breed, 
turned off John Royce’s farm for 
ill-treating an ailing goat, plots 
revenge. 


Pete Slack 


e, John, 


Ep. Brown 


We have not time to go into the 


| whole story, but it is pretty obvious that 


Pete will hide somewhere in a gulch, 
probably near the part that yawns, and 


' either push Jack over a precipice or roll 
| him over one with a boulder. 





lortunately the old farm-bucket broke 
his fall, 

Gagged and bound and carried away 
by Pete on his mountain pony, Jill 
branded every detail of the swiftly- 
traversed route into her memory. 

And later, at Stark’s saloon— 

Abe Stark Hick Hank 


While Pete is taking a hand at euchre 


| and drinking raw rye whisky, Jill slips 


out, swings on to his pony and gallops 
back to the gulch. Then she rides 
straight over the face of the precipice 
till the pony stumbles, and they roll 
together to the very place where John 
Royce, with a wound in his head, wait- 
ing to be staunched by her handker- 







































































Voice from above. “* WHAT IS HAPPENING DOWN THERE?” 
The General, “ NOTHIN '’S 'APPENIN’—!T' 


8 'APPENED.” 








chief, lies. And now a terrific thunder- 

storm breaks over the caiion. Torrents 

gush from the hills. Gulches gurgle 
on every side. Smiling wanly, John 

Royce looks up into Jill's face. 

“There must be plenty of water in 
Buttercup Brook now. The old cow 
will not die after all.” 

“ And the bucket’s broken, Jack.” 

« All the same, Jill, I’m not sorry we 
came.” 

And, while cataracts still poured, 














Love, long latent in two hearts, now 
burgeoned into the full flower of a 
perfect day. 

And so on and so on, till they swim 
back together on Pete’s pony to Butter- 
cup Farm, and the grateful old cow | 
licks their hands. 

They tell me that film-producers sit 
together for hours composing titles of | 
this kind, polishing them and revising 
them carefully, balancing every word. | 
I hope it is true. Evoe. 
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AUTHORS AT BAY. 


| Tue series of educational lectures for booksellers and 
librarians, organised by the Society of Bookmen and an- 
nounced in The Times Literary Supplement of March 16th, 
is not the only effort being made to cope with the present 
_ depressed condition of the literary industry. The prospectus 
of the Amalgamated Institute of Professional Penmen, 
which has just reached us, shows that a simultaneous 
endeayour is being made to raise the drooping spirits of 
our authors and indicate on what lines their activities may 
be most profitably exercised. 
The first of their series of public lectures is fixed for 
| April Ist, and will be delivered by Mr. Gidney Dalling. The 


| subject is “ You have only Yourselves to Blame,” and the! 





BRIGHTER CONCERTS. 

At ballad concerts you have doubtless noticed the singer 
enter, with his chest out and the contours of his face dis- 
torted by smiles. Have you noticed also the dejected young 
man who follows him meekly, sits heavily on the stool and 
slaps a sheet of music up against the piano? He is almost 
entirely without chest; he never smiles; he is all droop. 
He sits there doing at least one of two things—wishing to 
goodness the singer would stop those antics so that he can 





| get on with his job, and glancing over the music to dis- 


eover what particular dish of tripe has been handed to 
him this time to assist in serving. 
If this fellow would only stir himself, he could relieve 


a good deal of the gloom of the performance. However 





magisterial authority of the lec- 
| turer is a sufficient guarantee that 
| his address will be at once simple, 
sensuous and passionate. 

The second meeting, on April 9th, 
will be a debate on “* What Consti- 
tutes a Best Seller,” and will be 
| opened by Mr. Lemmens Porter. 
Sir Osney Stolvin, Lord Dunblany, 
the Countess Bibulesco and Mr. 
| David Brand will take part in the 

discussion, and the Chair will be 
| occupied by Miss Edith Dingle, 
| whois expected to give some lumin- 
| ous statistics as to the circulation 
| of her novels. 

The third lecture, on April 25th, 
will be given by Sir English Weekley 
on “ Book-booming.” The Chair 
| will be taken by Mr. James Pang- 

loss, who has kindly promised to 
read extracts from some of his re- 
views in illustration of the art of 
| restrained or lachrymose eulogy. 
On Tuesday, May 9th, Mr. Charles 
| Henn Walker will lecture on “ How 
to Handle Critics.” This lecture 
will consist chiefly of moving _pic- 
, tures exemplifying the treatment, 
in which the running water cure 
fills a large part, recommended by 
_ the lecturer. Mr. Banville Carper 
_ will be in the Chair, and it is ex- 

pected that Mr. Busker Rasch, 
| Mr. Shannon Swasher, Mr. James a 


Sportsman. ‘* WoT 
"AVE A LOOK, BOY.” 


WON 








Newsvendor (knowing the language 
WALLOPER; SOME WERE VERY 
HOMING PIGEON HAD MANY 
INTO THE STRAIGHT IT WAS ANYONE’S RACE, 
REST WILL COST YOU ONE PENNY, SIR.” 


— iti) )) | Much the singer may be overcome 
by the pathos of his ditty about 
sad hands or pale flowers, or how- 
ever gay may be his reaction to 
songs about mischievous colleens 
or babies going to bed, the accom- 
panist, now waiting for him, now 
hastening to catch him up, main- 
tains a stolid indifference. Truly 
;music has varying effects upon 
| different people, but the man at the 
piano might strive a little to enter 
more into the spirit of the song 


>. 


more popular if the accompanist 
did what he could to brighten them. 
Instead of slinking in as if he had 
just been whipped, why does he not 


drape his face with smiles and 
enter into a sprightly rivalry with 
the singer for the applause? After 
all, he does half the work. 

When that still more dejected 
individual comes to turn over the 
music for him, I should lke the ae- 


= 
(3 
= 
— 
—H, 
7, 
— 
= 
- 


; hott 


driving his left funny-bone now and 
i then into the fellow’s ribs, or by 
THE BIG RACE? 
). “SOME FANCIED 
SWEET ON DOLITTLE; 
FRIENDS. AS THEY CAME 
THE 


the rebound after a heavy chord 
in the bass has been negotiated. 


I have wondered many times 








| Waggett and Mr. A. B. Hawkleigh will speak. 

The final lecture of the series will be delivered on May 31st 
by Mr. John Bullingham on “ How to make Poetry Pay.” 
A strong contingent of bards from Boar’s Hill will appear 
on the platform, and the Chair will be taken by Mr. Abraham 
Linkinwater, who, it is hoped, will cantillate some of his 
, choicest lyrics to an obbligato accompaniment by his blind 

blackbird, “Dick.” The bird has lost his voice from old 
age, but, in Mr. Linkinwater’s opinion, there is no equal 
to it in the whole world. Tickets for the entire course 
will be issued to members of the Amalgamated Institute 
of Professional Penmen at two-and-six, but a limited number 
of tickets will be available for the general public at a guinea 
each, including super-entertainment tax. . 


| 








Our Gloomy Reporters. 


“A very quiet, but interesting wedding was solemnised by license on 
Wednesday morning at —— Church. Rev, ——, curate of St. ——’s 











performed the obsequies.”— Local Paper. 


why one should always sit down 


to play a grand piano. Why not recline on one’s—well, as 


some would say, on one’s face—upon the piano-lid and, reach- | 


ing over, manipulate the keyboard from that position? I 
would like to see our accompanists win popularity by this 
means. It is entirely my own suggestion. It has never 
been done. Even on the music-halls it has never been done, 


Rubbing it in. 

“Following his week-end rest at Criccieth, Mr. Lloyd 

yesterday did some gardening. . . The Premier attended the Baptist 

Sunday School on Sunday afternoon. . . The text was the parable of 
the kicked husbandman.”—Provincial Paper. 


George 





“ School children in the United States are being recruited to assist 


Ballad concerts would be much | 


get there first, stick out his chest, | 





| companist to cause a diversion by | 


bringing the knuckles of his left | 
hand smartly against his face in | 





in fighting the cotton-weevil whose depredations threaten the whole of 
the southern cotton crop.”—Daily Paper. | 
Up and down the cotton-lands, 

Stamping out the evil, 
See the little warrior-bands— 
Pop goes the weevil! 
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TOUT PASSE. | 
TIME AND THE ESCALATOR WAIT FOR NO MAN. | 
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“TINKER, TAILOR . 
(A Child's Guide to the Professions). 
Tar Farmer. 

Tue Farmer will never be happy again ; 
He carries his heart in his boots; _ 
For either the rain is destroying his 

grain 
Or the drought is destroying his roots. 


You may speak, if you can, to this) 
, | 


querulous man, 
Though I should not attempt 
funny, 


And if you insist he will give you a list} 


Of the reasons he’s m: aking no money 


He will tell you the Spring was a 
scandalous thing, 
For the frost and the cold were that 
bad ; 


While what with the heat and the state | 


of the wheat 
The Summer was nearly as sad, 


The Autumn, of course, is a permanent 
source 

Of sorrows as black 

And as for the Winter, 
printer 

Who'd pass his opinion of that. 


And, 


sy hint: 
us your hat; 


since (to our shame) the seasons | 
L name 
Keep happening year after year, 
You can calculate out to a minute about | 
How much he enjoys his career. 


No wonder 
skies 


he eyes the most 


With a mute inexpressible loathing ; | 
No wonder he swears, and no wonder | 


he wears 
Such extremely peculiar clothing. 


Poor fellow ! his pig declines to grow big 
(You know what these animals are) ; 

His favourite heifer is very much deafer, 
The bull has a chronic catarrh. 


In fact, when you meet this unfortunate 
man, 
The conclusion is only too plain 
That Nature is just an elaborate plan 
To annoy him again and again. 


| Which makes it so difficult not to be} 


rude, 
As you'll find when you 
together ; 
| He is certain to brood if you speak of 
the food, 
And it's fatal to mention the weather. 


‘re lunching 


You must never, I beg, refer to an egg, ! ,, 


However deplorably done, 
And it 's cruel to say, 


day!” 


| When he's probably sick of the sun. | 


But under what head to address him 
instead 
I cannot pretend to be sure, 


«But they weren't too high then,” 
she broke in. 

“Ah!” I said. 

“Skirts are lower 
continued. 


Though no doubt there are many good 
things to be said 
Concerning the price of manure. 
thile i — this year,” she 
While if you are short of appropriate : 


1 themes hetawn ‘the Stabe of the “So are waists,” I mused; “ that is, | 
here is always the dtate o ’| according to the papers.” 
Nation, Celia sniffed. 





And Drama and Art, and the Meaning 


‘All you have to do,” I suggested 
of Dreams, 


helpfully, “is to lengthen the—er— 





to be | 


I don’t know a} 


roseate | 


| 
“It's a very fine | 


Dun +5 ‘ J onrece ati 
And Proportional Representation. braces, 80 to speak, tack on a foot or 


two of flounced annexe (‘see our Rem- 
nant Bargains! ’), and the things will 
adjust themselves to the fashionable 
we specification.” 

| ’ ‘ 

For either the rain is destroying his) Celia sighed. It was a (ff) @X- | 


ear | pressive of sublime resignation t 
grain 


ou cannot go wrong if you stick 
o this song 
j} And assume that his heart’s in his 


| But v 
| ; 
L 





sigh 


» the 


| Or the drought is destroying his | stupidity of the uninstructed — 
roote A°p.y. | ‘But they are cur differently,” she | 
| jp | said with an air of finality 
[ “The whole thing is a conspiracy,” 
THE OLD, OLD STORY. [announced with pardonable bitterness. | 


skirt 
time, 


miscreant who run: 5 
factory in Paris is having a 


so he decides that the world he 


“Do you realise,’ murmured Celia}“S 
} at the magic after-dinner moment when | 
a husband is most complacent, “ that I 


me fl 
} 
ucK 


3 seen 


ishall have to buy some new clothes |as much of the feminine leg as is good 
} soon ? : \for it. Forthwith he decrees that no 
| The blow had fallei |woman will be ‘dressed’ un! her 
“So that is it,” 7 said, lighting | skirt hides her ankles, and so he pro- 


ceeds to rake in fat orders for his new 


cigarette by way of moral support. 


} 


“That is what?” demanded Celia. | scheme—or rather for his rey fan 

“ What you have been hatching,” I jold one. Next year the fellow will want 
| told her. “ lor some days you have | to see your knees again,” 
| worn the determined air of a Bolshe- * Why be coarse?” said Celia primly. 
| vixen about to devour her young.” “Coarse!” I echoed. “ My dear girl 
| «Well, I must wear clothes,’ she I mean to say, can you see me throw- | 
pointed out unanswerably. ing away a pair of perfectly good trousers 
| “True,” I admitted, “custom and|simply because some w« man —in 
the law of the land appear to be ada- Wigan, say, fancies them at‘ half-mast'? 


mant on that point; but you already | You can’ t. “exc sae ag minal 


| have some clothes.” jin Paris finds himself with less n oney 
| ‘My dear fool,” explained Celia with | than he can spend, hundreds of thou- | 
jadmirable restraint, “can’t you dis- | Si inds of hard- working and i impecunious 
| tinguish yet between clothes and rags? | husbands are driven to the verge of 
Rags,” she repeated in small caps. [financial disaster. And you do this, 
1 waved an expostulatory hand. |mark you, at the behest of a man you 
| They seem to be more or less whole,” | have, none of you, set eyes on. When 
[ said, “except where you climb into} your husband suggests that your skirt 


|them, or where you leave open spaces | might have been designed less s! 

| on purpose.” }as regards material, he is told to mind | 
‘I suppose I must go into details as | his own business.” I laughed harshly, 

usual,” complained Celia, raising pro- | just as they do on the stage. | 


eu hily 


skirts.’ 
“Skirts!” I repeated incredulously ; 
‘the wardrobe is bulging with skirts.” 
“ But they're all too high,’ “she wailed. 
“E xactly what I said when you got 
them,” I pointed out. “I distinctly 
jremember saying that I thought the 
general publie ought to take your knees 
| for granted. They were much too high 
—the skirts, I mean——” 


| testing eyes to Heaven. “ But you see, darling,” purred Celia, 
“Owing to the intense depression |‘ it isn’t your business, and it 7s his. 

| from which the pound sterling is suffer-| Besides, Molly Ramsden was _ show- 

| ing at the moment,” I suggested, “ per-|ing me her new skirt this afternoon 

| haps it might——’ and——” 

* Well, to begin with,” interrupted| I threw up the sponge and turned 

‘ i: 

| Celia, “1 simply must have some new | out my pockets in sign of unconditional 

| 

| 


surrender. Theree merged 54d.in copper 
and a ‘bus ticket. I he ive no hope, of 
course, that this revelation will ail 
Celia to temper justice to herself with 
mercy for me; but possibly it will be 
some consolation to know that we go 
down to financial wreck with our skirt 
flying—a feat which would have been 
practically impossible, and anyhow ex- | 
tremely unfashionable, last year. 
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Annoyed Passenger. “ EXCusE ME, 





THAT GENTLEMAN'S, DO You ?” 


THE DUMFOONART AT CULLODEN. 


“Donald,” said the Englishman to 
his Inverness-shire ghillie, “it is foolish 
to introduce arguments about Culloden 
into discussions on present-day affairs. 


| Culloden is only of interest nowadays 
; aS a matter of history.” 


“Yess, yess, Sir,’ Donald replied, 
“that may be in your country, but I 
can assure you it iss still a burning 


| question wi’ us.” 


My two friends, red-haired Alpine 
Macalpine and Alister Macalister of 


| the ponderous frame, were of Donald's 





i five. 


opinion. In their breasts tne embers 
of Culloden still smouldered. 

One day I chanced upon these two 
gentlemen in the parlour of the little 
inn, With them sat the Aberdonian 
railway porter, Hasty Dumfoonart, a 
weedy thoughtless youth of about forty 
A debate was in progress. I es- 
tablished myself as the audience. 

“ Yess, yess,” said Alpine to Alister, 
“TI quite believe you that the Macal- 
isters wass all real chentlemen, but your 
words aboot Shamus Macalpine iss full 
of errors, It wass Shamus Macalpine 
of Sleegarachan that convoyed Prince 


| Cheriiz from the battlefield, and it 
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Sir, BUT YOU'RE STANDING ON MY FEEY.” 
The Culprit (indicating hefty individual with the appearance of a pugilist), “ WELL, 


wass from Shamus that the Primce bor- 
rowed the half-croon; and it wass that 
same Shamus that neffer asked for it 
back.” 

“T haf no doubt but that it might be 
possible,” said Alister; “ but it iss not 
the case. There wass no Shamus Mac- 
alpine at Culloden; and you haf no his- 
torical authority for your half-croon.” 

‘Shamus slew hiss tens of thoosands 
at Culloden,” said Alpine dourly, “ and 
hiss sporran wass full of half-croons.” 

“That ’s true aboot the hauf-croons,” 
spoke up Hasty Dumfoonart, with a 
side glance at the audience, “but 1 
don’t think ony o’ ye kens onything 
aboot Culloden.” 

Alpineand Alisterimmediately damped 
down their differences and formed a 
coalition. 

“What are you saying ? 
pine sternly. 

“In ma hoose in Aiberdeen,” said 
Hasty, “ we have documentary evidence 
allaboot Culloden. Yin o’ ma ancestors 
was there.”’ 

“There wass not one man of the name 
of Dumfoonart on the whole battlefield,” 
said Alpine emphatically. 

“Wass it on your mother’s side ? 
asked Alister. 


” asked Al- 


” 








YOU DON’T THINK I'M GOING TO STAND ON 


“Ma ancestor, Caleb Dumfoonart,”’ 
said Hasty quietly, ‘was present at 
Culloden. I’m givin’ ye nothin’ but 
solid fac’s.” 

“Hasty, my poor lad,” said Alister, 
shaking his head sadly, “ you should 
not state facts which iss not true.” 

‘Maybe he wass there in-cog-neesho,” 
said Alpine scornfully. 

Alister’s voice trembled as he asked 
in an awful whisper, “ Hasty, wass your 
forefather fechting for the English?” 

Hasty rose and walked to the door, 
whence he flung his final contribution. 
‘Caleb Dumfoonart,” he cried, “ was 
just an honest polisman on duty at 
Culloden. And it was him that catched 
yer brave Shamus Macalpine tryin’ tae 
slip awa wi’ the gate money!” 

“Did you effer hear such foolish- 
ness?” said Alpine, turning to the 
audience; “ there wass no such things 
ass gates or polismen at Culloden.” 








“SUPREME COURT, 
List or Cases FoR HEARING, 
Before a Common Judy of Four.” 
New Zealand Paper. 
In this country woman has barely ar- 
rived at the Bar; at the Antipodes she 
seems to be already on the Bench. 
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LE we z “ L 
Gorerness {to Mabel, just returned from a week-end visit), “AND DID YOU HAVE A NICE TIME WITH YOUR GRANDMOTHER ’ 
Mabel. “Wr, AS A MATTER OF FACT I WAS RATHER BORED, BETWEEN You AND ME, Miss PRINGLE, GRANNY IS A BIT BAnLY 
Vicroriovus.” 
An oozy peer to give you greeting, or 
ABOUT THE PLESIOSAURUS. The chaste embrace of some colossal shi. 
Recently reported from Patagonia. ‘ 
( 9 As, : : y It may be that you felt a growing need 
Ovt of the night that long has covered him, ¥- gx ee eq: 1” eoul 
a) 5 : Of change in diet; haply on your sou 
In that far land across the sweltering main m™.... i +; 4 Ree 
: 5 here came a weariness of marsh and reed 
Where swamps are unexplored and forests dim : va s oll 
| Ses Tamees? op é‘ And a great yearning for a quict stroll. 
What ho! the Plesiosaurus comes again. ‘ 
“O ” for tl t, ignot quit { One cannot wonder at it. None the less, 
*‘Uomes, or the moment, not quite exact. , } ‘ | 
ee My venturous friend, I feel prepared to be | 
It seems he did but wander once afield ae ; ‘Sat 
Shar aw . If you don’t change—and quickly—your address, 
But, in his homeward journeying, was tracked } ; . sae ; 2” a1y° : 
Bs As BrownIna nearly said, “* We ‘ll have you ye 
By some stout soul, well-nerved and triply steeled. | . ; : | 
. . } 
Let us go forth, my readers. Let us take 
Vot you, that was a man < ‘der ind: ae ae Ses. f 
\ = you, ye at oe man of = red need | Our modern armoury, shell and gas and tanks 
e saw 1@ great prize mu a z ‘ H r: y’ 
Be SOS GAS prize PACEMng 60 and iro, (With creature comforts), to that lonely lake 
And—possibly he'd left his gun behind ; , » ban! 
; i af | And make our hungry menace on the banks, 
Whate’er the cause, ferbore to have a go. } 
And 01 ‘ i tof ; And stand there mute and steady till we spot 
, i 2A ‘er » « jWoONe ’ ° « 
. a aged te hover om ne _ unique, That long neck soaring upward to the skies, 
le relic nT nie a ee : : hee 
| ms, : € er Sony! pre “ose he And then, with all our science, give him what 
odger of 2 t yt , * fe , raak ’ . en 
bet ull that found your fellows’ weak For, till he crumples up and slowly dies ; 
Points, such as colds and premature decay ; 
j a ’ ; E mT: } ] + 
3 And have him stuffed and mounted. ‘Tis thie least 
| "ar . . ») Phas a , ° 
W 9 were you up to, the n? W hat power, O fool, We owe him, yet the most that we can give 
: 1 coos you to venture? After having stuck For, though he seems a harmless sort of beast, 
For these long wons to your ghastly pool As he’s alive, we must not let him live. 
You should have stayed there still and backed Dum-Dveo. 
your luck, 
ier : Promotion for ‘le vice-roi.” 
Perhaps you sickened—sickened to the core “g ind 
Wit! bs litude—and tl } : s : Selon une dépéche de Londres aux journaux, on estime gen rale- 
1 solitude—and thought there still might be ment que lord Reading, fils du roi des Indes , . .”"—Swiss Paper. | 
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SMUTS OF THE FIRM HAND. 


Rann Gunman. “I DON’T LIKE THESE GOVERNMENTS THAT GOVERN!” 
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not the time to proclaim a new gospel,| CuHanceLLor, entering hurriedly, took 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. especially as it might not be raha his seat upon the Wooleack, ps 
Tuesday, March 14th.—Visitors to|his three-cornered hat on his wig, 
and then catching sight of one of 
the officials of the House carrying 


| 
Monday, March 13th.—Mr. Batpwis 
| underwent the usual “ hebdomad- 
ary inquisition” on the price of 
beer, but declined to say anything 
more about his departmental in- 
quiry into the subject than that 
no officials had been specially 
detailed for the work. Lieut.- 
Commander Kenwortuy, need- 
less to say, at once assumed that 
this reticence concealed something 
' “secret or disgraceful’’—drunken 
orgies, perhaps, conducted in 
Whitehall Gardens on Govern- 
| ment ale. 
| Itseemsapity thatthe Speaker ; 
‘could not see his way to adopt 
Sir J. D. Rees’s suggestion that a 
certain Question should be de- 
clared out of order on the ground / 
that it was “ argumentative and 
question- begging, as well as asser- 
tive and aggressive.” Such a 
ruling would eliminate about half 
the Questions that now appear 
on the Order Paper, including not 
a few of the hon. baronet’s own. 
Mr. MontaGu’s native modesty , 
did not allow him to appear in : 
the House this afternoon tolearn —, 


concentrated ferocity, “ Mr.Blank, 


with a satisfactory explanation, 
would be at once condemned to 
death. They were relieved when 
Mr. Blank walked briskly up to 
the Table and read out the title 


moved should be read a first time. 
There was no lack of vigour 
in the castigation which Lord 







letter, and then misrepresenting 
its character and contents. The 


more -in- sorrow - than-in-anger 
manner adopted by all the best 


ats : a 
tor’s claim to be “ astonished by 





how his late colleagues appreci- 
| ated the flowers of rhetoric that 
‘he flung at them at Cambridge 
last Saturday ; otherwise he 
would, no doubt, have had some- 


ree sigh U1 Hit 
" CV oftis Draper 





of his peers. Even Lord Crewr 
ULYSSES AND THE SIREN. could find no justification for the 


(After the painting by Herpert J. Draver at Hull), ; as . 
; . AEN } ing” employed by Mr. Monracu 


what have you there?”’ The spec- | 
tators held their breath, fearing | 
that the official, if not provided | 





& paper remarked in a tone of ! 


of an Irish divorce-bill, which the | 
CHANCELLOR, dropping both his | 
hat and his ferocity, thereupon | 


CurzON administered to Mr. | 
Monraau for the double crime of | 
referring in public to a private | 


rod was wielded, however, in the | 


head-masters ; and its manipula- | 


my own moderation” was en- | 
dorsed by the discreet applause 


epithets“ plaintive ” and “ hector- | 


thing to say by way of explanation BP tay aa declined to listen to the siren notes regarding the famous letter, which | 
or apology on Mr. CHAMBERLAIN’S piel tie: seemed, on the contrary, to err, if 
repudiation of the charge that he had de- | the House of Lords who had come to| anything, on the side of over-formality. 
liberately invited the hostiledemonstra-| hear what Lord Curzon had to say Lord Curzon, who was also under the 


tion that followed the announcement | about Mr. Monraau were first treated | limelight in the other House, will no 
of the Inpran SECRETARY'S resignation. | to a curious little interlude. The Lorp | doubt be distressed to learn that Captain 
“ Nobody would gather from that state- Wepawoop Benn has formed an un- 
ment,” said the Leaper or THE Hovsz, favourable estimate of his intellectual 
“that before making the answer I had | capacity, owing to his condemnation of 
submitted the terms in which I had| ZAGHLUL ; and may or may not be com- 
drawn the answer to my right hon. |} forted by Lord WINTERTON’s depre- 
friend, and he had made no objection to | {cation of the practice of treating the 
them.’ : ForEIGN MINISTER as a kind of “ Aunt 

Sally, at whom everyone throws bricks.” 
As for ZAGHLUL, while Mr. Luny, of the 
Labour Party, considered him “a tower- 


A debate on the Housing Question 
produced much genuine sympathy with 
the homeless, but not much practical 
suggestion for their relief. Sir ALFRED 
Monp declined to listen to the siren 
notes of Lady Astor, who urged him 
to resume the Housing-programme, 
and not to be led astray by ‘* Noah’s- 
Ark men ;"’ but paid more attention to 
the reminder of Sir FreDERICK Ban- 
BURY—an antediluvian if ever there 
was one—that ‘the Empire had been 
built up by private enterprise.” Point- 
ing proudly to the indubitable fact that 
before the War there were four hundred 
thousand uninhabited houses, and now 


Minister, Colonel AusprEy Herspert 
described him as “a weak agitator, of a 
type often found in the Labour Party.” 

Wednesday, March 15th.—Owing to 
indisposition the Lorp CHANCELLOR 
was absent, but this did not seriously 
impair the cheerfulness of Lord Prex 


the Irish Free State Bill. He was no 
less vehement than Mr. CaurcHr1 in 
insisting on the good faith of the Pro- 
visional Government, and outdid him 





there was none,the Min1isTEROF HEALTH in minimising the fears of the Ulster- 
stated (whatever the recluse of Criccieth A NOAH’S ARK MAN, men and others as to the final outcome 








| might have said in 1918) that “ this was Sir F. Bansury. of the measure. But the most remark- 


ing personality” very like the Prime 


when moving the Second Reading of | 
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Bored Maiden (disappointed in a Musewm as a place of entertainment). 
PaLay DE Dance?” 


AWAY WOULDN'T IT MAKE A LOVELY 





. = . . . ‘ 7 . ; 
able of his exercises in optimism—in 


which few Englishmen and, I am sure, 
no Irishmen will follow him—was his 
statement that the importance of the 
Irish Question had been exagyerated. 

In asking for a Vote on Account for 
the Army'Sir L. Worrnineton- Evans 
described the “cuts” that had been 
made—sixteen and a-half millions in 
money and forty-eight thousand in men. 
These were nearly, though not quite, up 
to the Geppes’ standard, and to secure 
them they had to run some military 
risks. Sir Henry WILson, in a maiden 
speech of soldierly brevity and direct- 
ness, reviewed the state of Europe, in 
which, despite the disappearance of 
| the military Empires, there were more 

armed men than in 1913, and feared 

that the reductions would leave us with 
| an Army too small to prevent a war or 
win a war, but just big enough to go 
in and lose. 

Mr. Montacu took up most of the 
evening with a réchau/fé—somewhat 
less highly-spiced—of his Cambridge 
apologia. It would not, I think, be 
unfair to say that the epithets which he 
| applied to Lord Curzon’s epistolary 
| style might have been reserved for his 

own performance, for the opening was 











“On, BERT, IF ONLY THEY CLEARED THESE FIGURES 


-| Thursday, March 16th.—If Lord Car 
toring.” But there was a genuine ring | so by his speech on the lrish Agree 
about his excuse for not resigning} ment Bill desired to make everybody 
earlier—“I loved my work ’’—that} who listened to him profoundly miser- 
partly atoned for his earlier lapses, able he had his way. 
it deserved the epithet “ irrelevant” 
applied to it by the Archbishop of York 
“The Realities of Irish Life”—to 
quote the title of a book that made me 
creep in my boyhood do not 
the assistance of the advocate to 
out their poignancy. 

On the motion to “ get the Speaker 
out of the Chair” on the Navy Esti- 
mates complaints were made that the 
Estimates were not ready. Sir F. Ban- 
BuRY refused to accept Mr. CHamBer- 
LAIN’s excuse that this was due to the 
necessity of incorporating the GrppEs' 
“cuts,” and asked the Speaker what 
could be done to prevent its happening 
again. The remedy, Mr. WHITLEY sup- 
posed, would be to refuse to allow him 
to leave the Chair—a curious example 
of vicarious punishment. 

Mr. Amery was quite unrepentant 
for hisstrictures onthe GeppEs’ Report, 
and implied that its influence on the 
size of the Estimates had been little or 
none. Out of eighteen millions of sav- 
ings, three were decided on before the 


“ plaintive” and the middle was “ hee 


require 


bring 





“A KIND OF 
Lorp Curzon, 


AUNT SALLY.” 








Otherwi el fear | 
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axe was sharpened, and fifteen more the 
direct result of the Washington Con- 
ference. 

It was nice of Lady Astor to say that 
| she entirely approved of that historic 
| gathering; and brave of her, as Member 
for Plymouth, to declare that there was 
“something bigger than the Navy.” 
I hope the dockyard “ mateys” will 














forgive her on learning that the ‘‘some- | 
thing” is “the peace of the world.” 
| 


My attention had often been called 
to persistent rumours regarding Ger- 
|many’s secret army. Whispers had 
| reached me from quite reliable sources 
| of over a million Teuton soldiers, well- 
| officered and disciplined; of frequent 
| 
! 


| 
| A SECRET GERMAN ARMY. 
| 


discoveries of hidden stores and arms; 
| of sinister preparations for Der Tag— 
| not, this time, an Wrsatz affair, but the 
| real thing; and, recalling the unheeded 
| warnings that presaged the late War, I 
had tried, during my stay in Berlin, to | 
ascertain the truth. Day succeeded | 
day, but I saw nothing evidential. 
| Then, last week, on the very eve of our 
| return, it came upon me with sickening | 
suddenness. 
I have seen, not millions, I admit, | 
but numerous specimens of Prussian 
|infantry, of fierce-visaged Uhlans, 
| trench-mortars, howitzers, Minnenwer 
| fer, anti-aircraft guns, searchlights and | 
shells of varying calibre, all meticw- | 
| lously concealed from the prying eyes | 
of the British! 
My journey home was a nightmare. | 
The gravity of the situation obsessed | 
me. Even my wife, who is not easily per- | 
turbed, showed ever-increasing symp | 
toms of uneasiness. John, my son, alone 
| appeared calm. Would that I could 
have shared his happy nonchalance! | 
| Yet at his age (tive years) perhaps 
[ too might have embraced the oppor- 
tunity to collect cheap German soldiers 
Even so I cannot fancy that my mother 
would have stooped to defraud the | 
Customs of her country as, according | 
to pre arranged plan, his did, and suc- |= a eemmemammersemems: emai apnea ai Hat 


| cessfully, by burying them at the bottom | LINES WRITTEN ON THE EVE OF EXILE. Where the buxom contaadina, 


of MY surt-case. Whether Ghibelline or Guelph, 
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ean “i 





“FINE VIEW ONE GETS FROM THIS BALCONY, Mrs, VANSITTART.” 


“Why, YES, INDEED; I JusT DOTE ON ALL THIS--ER--UNDULATING COUNTRY. 

















By AMERICANUS SITIENS. On the gasping concertina 

a (After reading in “The Times” how, Still ace mpanies herself 

|_| age wife, am attractive woman of about |” from the Villa Medici away across] As she warbles forth Di Tanti” 

t | 5 spas Paner. ; the ba ad valley are seen the rolling W hile her sposo drinks and dines; 

| Well, if two heads are better than one nite nafllir meg raat ' Where the peasants, tutts quanta, 
| why not hee take? : SaTED with the sad potation Work amid the trellised vines ; 

ase wks Of eternal ginger-ale, Where no irritating anti- 

| eh eg ee ee a on Never more in jubilation alcoholic cranks are found, 
| picted the conduct of affairs to Mr. Chamber Can I bid olumbia Hail! ‘ But good wines, still or spumants, 
| lain, and the Leader of the House of Commons Though averse from wholesa'e tip- Openly are handed round 
finds himself in a very difficult position.” pling, There I'll build a modest shanty, 
Provincial Paper. Though no selfish sot am I, And at eve, when daylight dies, | 
| The PREMIER must have used very Laws so barbarously crippling Watch the rolling hills of Chianti 
| lurid colours, Force me from my home to fiy. Melt into the Southern skies. 
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“THE RACE WAS NOT DEVOID OF IN¢ 


MINISTERS OF THE DOUBLE-CROWN. 


In connection with the movement 
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spondent, 


and distant ages to which Sir AuBert | Here it is permitted to earn nothing, 


Gray and Mr. Jofin Barney belonged— 
(Cheers)—when few people could read, 


(o utilize more public spaces for adver- | there was no point in covering walls | 


tising purposes, a meeting of publicity 


with posters. But now that every one 


organisers was held at Caxton Hall | could read, the more opportunities there 


under the presidency of Sir William 
Poster. 


Lord Barleycorn, Lord Boom, Sir Jesse | pillar-box, every taxi 
Boost, Sir Philip Hoarding, Sir Carver | advertisements, why not taxis? 


} 


| were of reading the better. 


Among those present were|lamp-post convey its 


Let every 
every 
for if buses had 
Let 


t message, 


Vandle and General Sir Abel Add, V.T.| their ambition be that not a square 


Sir William Poster in his opening 


remarks said that they had met for} 


two purposes. One was to confer as to 
the best way of utilising all available 
public space for advertising purposes 
and to bring recalcitrant owners of 
such space to their senses; and the 
other was to protest against the atti- 
tude to the spread of street advertising 
which had been taken up by corre- 
spondents of The Times, chief among 


whom he would mention Sir ALBert | 


Grayand Mr.Joun Bartey. (Groans.) 
Would it be believed that neither of 
those fossilised gentlemen favoured 
advertising on lamp-posts? (Renewed 
groans and ironical laughter.) What 
century did they think we were living 
in? 
These were times of hustle and push, 
the megaphone and the stentorgraph, 
when self-praise had become the first 
| of our recommendations. In the dim 


The tenth ? (Renewed laughter.) | 


| foot of London that could carry a few 
| words in praise of some patent com- 
| modity—whether pills or soap, whisky, 
baby food or pickles, jam or plays or 
films—be unoccupied by printed incite- 
ments to buy, buy, buy. (Prolonged 
j applause.) In that hall, dedicated to 
the honour of Caxton, the pioneer of 
printing, he urged the ideal upon them. 
(Frantic applause.) He would take up 
no more of the time of the meeting, but 
would ask various publicity experts to 
| put forth their views. 

Lord Boom, like his old friend, Sir 
William Poster, whom he personally 
always thought of as “ Bill,” was for 
the maximum of urban publicity, It 
would be absurd to stop at lamp-posts. 
There were spaces in London which 
were now criminally allowed to go to 
waste. Take, for example, the dome of 
St. Paul’s. In any ideal State an area 
such as that would be made productive. 








There were thousands of advei 


Lisers 


who would be glad to rent a little space 
Dean 


the revenue of the 
and Chapter would immensely | 
We heard so much of the poverty 
clergy, and there was this gold 
always at hand. Think, again, 
numbers of persons who were now in 
a poor state of health for want of the 
guidance as to patent medicaments 
that the dome might proffer ! (Profound 
sensation.) But if he had his will he 
would, being a confirmed believer in 


there, and 





appropriateness, confine the dome to | 
incitements to the people of London | 


to use soap, more soap and still more 
soap : not because they were so conspic 
uously in need of it, but because cl 
liness was next to godliness. (Lot 
cheers, in which the speaker joined. 
Sir Carver Vandle, representing the 
Society for the Amalgamation of Nature 
and Trade, said that allrailway travellers 
were familiar with his society's activi- 
ties. Wherever there was a field beside 
the line they had endeavoured to add to 
its charms by a work of art calculated 
to stimulate purchase and increase com 
merce. (Cheers.) Their motto was 
“The paste-pot is mightier than the 
sward.” (Frantic cheers.) But now 
they hoped to go farther. 
written to the Forestry Board, asking 


ean- 


| 





They had 























——— 








| He would draw the attention of the 
| meeting to the significant words “ white 
| flannels.” 


| were of value on the chimneys on the 


| as advertisers undoubtedly were, there 
| were still many novel media to be de- 
| veloped. On a recent visit to the 


| by the number of bald heads in the 
| stalls, each of which offered space to 


| what kind of article he would propose 





| eatch-phrase. 


—,. 
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for permission to have suitable lettering 
cut in the bark of all the trees growing 
at the sides of roads. This would apply, 
he hoped, also to the trees in the Avenue 
in Bushey Park and thus make Chestnut 
Sunday not only a day of pleasure but 
of profit. (Hear, hear.) | 
General Sir Abel Add said that the 
cricket season was approaching and for 
four months all the county grounds 
would be crowded with spectators in- 
tently watching men in white flannels. 
Moneyed spectators too. (Loudcheers.) 


A great deal could be done 
with bold black lettering on white 
flannels. (Renewed applause.) It was 
true that he who runs may read, but 
not less true that he who makes runs 
may provide reading material—yes, and 
very profitable reading material too. 
(Sensation.) 

Lord Barleycorn said that he and 
various other new peers pledged them- 
selves to do everything in their power 
to see that the merits of whisky were 
not overlooked. He personally was 
aghast at the array of wasted adver- 
tising space that daily came under his 
eyes. Look, for instance, at the Clock 
Tower and the Victoria Tower of the 
Houses of Parliament. If advertising 





south side of the river, why should not 
these lofty structures be utilized? “The | 
Spirit of Legislation ” would be a good | 
(Loud applause.) | 

Sir Henry Papworthy said that he} 
agreed with the last speaker on princi- | 


| ple, but he did not see why the wall | 
| space of the Houses of Parliament 
| should be restricted to the celebration 


of whisky. There were other articles 
that also could not be sufficiently re- 
commended. He personally would be} 
more interested if a nutritive food were 
advertised there. The catch-phrase 
might be “ Builds Canny Statesmen.” 

Sir Jesse Boost said that, enterprising 


theatre, where he sat at the front of 
the upper circle, he had been struck 


the publicity artist. Asked by a voice 
to advertise in this way, the speaker 
replied, “ Anything but a hair restorer.” 

Sir Philip Hoarding said that he had 
made a very flattering offer to the 
London County Council for the right 
of advertising on Cleopatra’s Needle. 
At present the surface of this obelisk 
Was covered with cryptic characters 
that no one could read. He had guaran- 
teed that anything that he wrote there 





\ 


| 





———— 
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Customer. “I'LL HAVE THAT ECLAIR,” 
Waiter. “Tuar, Mapam, 1s MY THUMB.” 








instead should be legible enough; but, 
would it be believed ? the offer was re- 
jected. (Cries of “Shame!”) He un- 
derstood that the objection came from 
some absurd organisation called the 
Society for the Preservation of Ancient 
Monuments, the same obscurantist folk 
who had once before crossed his path 
when he wished to add to the attrac- 
tions of Stonehenge by painting the 
monoliths green-and-red with suitable 
lettering in praise of Druids’ Tea. 
(Renewed cries of “ Shame!) 

The Chairman, on rising to bring the 
proceedings to a close, said that perhaps 
he ought to state that he had received 
communications of protest from a 
number of so-called artistic and poetical 








bodies, including the Royal Academy, 
the Ruskin Society, and the Wordsworth 
Society, but as the time of the meeting 
was both short and very valuable, he 
had thought that the best course was to 
take them as read. (Renewed cheering.) 
And now to business ! EB. V. L. 








Commercial Candour. 
‘“ FLAGRANT Topacco.” 
Advt, in Theatre Programme. 
“The Trades Union Congress had more than 
its share of anxiety and uncertainty while the 
Triple Alliance was in existence, and it is in no 
mind now to raise another tete noire in the 
movement.”—Provincial Paper, 


We thought its objection was not so 
much to black heads as blacklegs. 


























| of being the man wanted for a 
heavy theft, he accomplishes the 


} at various stages of this thrilling 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Rounp in 50” (Hiproprome). 

I pon’t know what the record for 
the World’s Course is, but in JuLEes 
Verne’s time it was, of course, eighty 
days. At the Hippodrome the original 
Phileas Fogg makes a reappearance in 
the dancing grill-room of the Gridiron 
Club, London, the haunt of his nephew 
and other fly-by-nights. To Phil Fogg, 
junior, he offers to leave the whole of 
his fortune (estimated at £700,000) if 
he will beat his uncle’s feat by thirty 
days. Starting at afew minutes’ notice, 
accompanied by (1) Harold, the Club 
chef (a son of Jutes VeRne’s Passe- 
partout), (2) the Club telephone 
operatrix, (3) a female representa- 
tive of The Daily Wire, (4) and'(4) 
two detectives, who suspect him 


round with half a second in hand. 
Brief interludes are permitted 


journey: at Boulogne, at Brindisi, 
at Hong Kong (a big jump this, but 
Port Said was too near Cairo, Mr. 
Ascne’s pitch), at 'Frisco, in an 
orange grove of California (a grat- 
uitous but delightful delay), at New 
York, at Portsmouth, at Westmin- 
ster Bridge (in sight of Big Ben, 
fortunately put back an hour just 
then for the closeof Summer-time). 
The opening picture of the Gridiron 
Club, which challenged the criti- 
cism of experience, had only to be 
seen to be disbelieved; but the 
exotic character of most of the 
other localities, though presented 
with sufficient regard to probabil- 
ity, offered a wider and more legiti- 
mate scope to the authors’ fancy. 

Excellent fun alternated with 
lovely or fantastic colour-schemes and 
scenic designs. Of these the best was 
the black-and-white scene, described as 


| “The Romance of the Tea Leaves,’’a 


show for which we were totally unpre- 
pared by the exterior of the building 
in which it was given, a dime-exhibition 
shanty in a squalid Frisco street. Nor 
would one have suspected that the re- 
sources of Brindisi could have furnished 
those brilliant costumes in the scene 
of the animated Liqueurs, which in- 
cluded my old friend “ Avocat” (from 
Holland) and others, such as “Créme 
de Ciel,” which I have never sampled, 
and “ Medoc,” which I only know in a 
less concentrated form. On the other 
hand, the beauty of the orange grove in 
California seemed credible enough till 
night fell and the fruit gave off illu- 
mination from its inside. 
Extraordinarily good effects were pro- 
duced by the cinema's aid. It showed 














Reet). “ 





us a moving sea and a moving high-road, 
negotiated with the greatest plausibility 
by the actors themselves in stationary 
conveyances. 

As for the fun, which was fast with- 
out being furious, perhaps the best of 
it occurred in the course of a very 
original scene representing a concert 
given at the Sing-Sing Prison, with 
ribald interjections from the audience. 
In Harold's cell, again, the recitation 
given by Mr. Grorcr Rosey in the 
manner of the late Entra WHEELER 
Witcox was a pleasant surprise for 
those who are not in the habit of look- 
ing for a very high literary quality in 
the humour of this kind of play. 


ROBEY DEROBE, 
Harold (Mr. Grorcr Rorry) to Penelope (Miss Rex ts 


But perhaps the greatest virtue of a | the cruel quadruped bent on indulging 


really good entertainment was the 
lightning rapidity of its changes, 
notably the conversion (on the adyent 
of the police) of a gambling cabaret 
into a temperance lecture-room. In- 
deed, the whole performance on the 
first night ran as smoothly and swiftly 
as if the machinery had enjoyed whole 
weeks of lubrication. 

Mr. Grorce Rosey, keeping well 
within himself, was in great form. 
His Harold maintained his good spirits 
under the most trying conditions, even 
when harassed, as he constantly was, 
by the heart-breaking reflection that he 
had inadvertently left a taxi-cab ticking 
for him at home. Of the two Messrs. 
Lupino (who played the sleuths), Barry 
had the more frivolous part, and was 
much funnier than Watuace. If 
there was a weak point in the authors’ 
humour, it was to be found in its topical 











I COULD NOT ACCEPT A LOAN FROM A WOMAN 
—ESPECIALLY A LADY.”’ 





allusions—generally a not very strong 
featurein so-called revue. Mr. Montracu 
was let off rather lightly. 

Miss Rente Reet, as Penelope the 
telephone girl, was most versatile, being 
everything in turn and nothing long. 
Indeed, there never began to be a 
longueur all the evening, and this was 
largely due to a commendable absence 
of sentiment. 

Miss Rurn Frencu danced very grace 
fully, and the little Hippodrome Eight | 
were as smart and well together as the | 
best of Varsity crews. | 

The standard of medal play at the | 
Hippodrome is always pretty high, but | 
this Iouwnd in 50 must be a good bit | 

under Bogey. O. 5. | 
| 
} 





A NATURE NOTE. 
(Like those of our contemporarie 
but more candid.) 

Oxce more the Spring is here, 
for once more the Winter has fled, 
and once more the Summer has 
not yet come. 

The crocus down by the sundial 
is in full bloom, a golden glory in | 
its fresh green setting. On 
lilac-trees the green leaf-bu 
unfolding ; and onthe line next-door 


Lhe | 
ls are 
the garments swaying in the breeze 
are of a thinner texture than th 
of a week ago. 
I love to watch the starli: 


oS in 


my tiny orchard. Their plumagehas 
taken on a glossier sheen. And in 
the orchard also is my neighbour's 


cat, displaying a gleam of eye and 
a quiet determination of movement | 
not seen at other times. What a | 
contrast these creatures present: | 
the innocent little birds, hopping 
hither and thither after the insects | 
which are their natural food, and 


its base nature, watching for the oppor- 
tunity of pouncing upon and de i 
one of my little feathered friends. 

All nature conspires to awake 
to the fact that Spring is here—to 
awaken us, indeed, at an earlier hour | 
than is strictly necessary. While it is 
yet dawn I leap from my warm bed, 
open wide the window, and feel the 
cool, clean air upon my brow. I seize 
a hair-brush and throw it vigorously. 
I believe I can claim to be the first 
nature-lover to admit in print that he 
has hurled a missile at a thrush in full 
song. The song of this same bird will 
wake me again to-morrow morning 
about half-past five, for Idid not hit him. 


youring 








The New Grammar. 

“* Chicanery,’ ‘dishonesty,’ ‘ humbug ‘and 
‘fraud’ were all familiar adjectives.” 

Provincial Paper. 
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| its terseness, its clarity, its sense of proportion, its good- is a really excellent anecdote about SwINBuRNE and Victor 
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DINER DANSANT. 


He. “My pance, I THINK?” She. “I’M FEARFULLY FAGGED. Do you MIND IF WE EAT IT ovT?” 


= Mrs. Watts-Dunton’s account of The Home Life of 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, Swinburne (PHILPOT) is compiled on what I call the cherry- 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) stone principle. You may have forgotten the old CaLvERLEY 

Tue pictorial record of the Prime Minister's career | satire on the Prince, the cherry-tart and the lady in search 
which Messrs. CaAssELL publish under the title, Llovd George, |of august souvenirs, but I have no doubt it will all come 


| by Mr. Punch, takes us from his first appearance in these} back to you before you have dipped very deep in Mrs. 


pages (1900) down to the close of last year. Designed long| Warrs-Dunton’s reminiscences. ‘Can anything,” she 
before there was any serious talk of his resignation, so far|asks, “that concerns the home-life of a poet like Swin- 
from pretending to be a definitive biography, it does not so|burne . . . be dismissed as trivial? I hope not.” That 
much as hint at a possible conclusion of his public activities | she is by no means the first exponent of this theory with 
in the near future. Perhaps the chief interest of this record | regard to genius in general and Swinburne in particular | 
is that it recalls to us vividly the earlier phases of his politi-| may be gathered from the contradictions and corrobora- 
cal life which have been eclipsed by those greater achieve-|tions she lavishes on previous Press allusions to “ The 
ments that contribut@éd so largely to the winning of the] Pines” and its occupants. ‘“ The charming dining-room,” 
War and the establishment of Peace. During the War itself| she tells us, ‘contrary to a publish d account, is not con- 
Mr. Punch was in the main preoccupied with the country’s nected by folding-doors with the adjoining room,” and she 
enemies and had little time and less inclination to ecriticize|confirms Mr. Counson Kernanan’s “clever narrative of 
her champions at home. The general impression left by|the way in which Walter lured Swinburne from brandy 
this volume will be that he has all along exhibited a not| to beer.” Her own revelations are apt to be more intimate 
unsympathetic attitude towards Mr. Lnoyp Groras, even|than illuminating, and show a perhaps sympathetically 
in the days which may be conveniently described as his | anarchic inclination to renounce all allegiance to the titles 
Limehouse period. The same broadmindedness is to be|of their respective chapters. The poet’s passion for elean 
found in Mr. AnGERNon Lockkrr’s admirable introduction. | shirts and his avoidance of shell-fish, for instance, both | 
Among its many good qualities I must applaud in particular | appear under “The Bard as a Man of Business.” There 





| humour. To pass compliments upon the cartoons and other | Huco which makes a nondescript début under the heading 


i 


| out parallel in the history of our P: r‘iament. 


pictures here excellently reproduced would be for Mr. Punch 
to praise himself, and this course is forbidden by his notorious 
modesty. But he ventures, with such confidence as may Whenever in future I see a new book by Miss Curistine 

be permitted, to commend alike to the Premier's friends | Orr I intend to get possession of it at once, by fair or other | 
and oppanents these unprejudiced annals of a career with-| means, for Kate Curlew (Hopper AND STOUGHTON) is a | 
treasure. Sir WALTER ScorT comes into it just for a mo- 


“ Miscellanea.” 
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ment, which will give you a clue to its period and perhaps— 
if we throw in a dash of R.L.S. in his “ Weir of Hermiston ” 
mood—to its inspiration. Kate is the elder daughter of the | 
mad minister of Flotterstane, and she comes back from a 
gay life in Bath and a difficult one in Brussels to find her 
sister, Jsa, just engaged to the kindly, manly, stolid young 
Laird of Turnhouselee. Isa, a wreck from nervous terrors, 
has roused the Laird’s pity, but Kate’s beauty and brains 
and courage, her curlew flights of spirit, now high, now 
low, win his heart. Their story is the gallant one of the 
struggles of a man and woman who love one another to 
protect a younger weaker life which by a cruel mistake | 
| has been thrust between them and their happiness. The | 
tragic history of the minister’s madness and death, of the 
search for his murderer, of Isa’s suffering and Kate's despair | 
| and the Laird’s dauntless devotion is played out against 
a background of hillside and heather, stormy nights and 
summer days, and an evening or two in Edinburgh society, 








Ever since Aegle, fairest of the Naiads, bound drunken 
Silenus in his own garlands and painted his face with 
mulberry-juice, the ancients were found able to depict a 
pretty young girl and a self-indulgent old man in close 
juxtaposition without transgressing decorum. The moderns 
have not always been so fortunate; and Mr. 
Wuarton has no luck at all. 
Joan of Overbarrow (Duckwortn) and her elderly fiancé, 
James Torrisigton, senior partner in “ Torrington’s Ales,” 
suffer more from his tasteless and obtrusive comments than 
from their own intrinsic impropriety. This cannot be said 
of the behaviour of Cecil Torrington, junior partner in the 
brewery, whose furtive overtures to his uncle's bride-elect 
defy comment of any description. There is an excellent 
Army doctor and a happy ending in store for Joan after 
she has got rid of the Torringtons; and her rearing and 
education in a Wiltshire farmhouse and a Bristol boarding 
school are not without their amenities. The description of 


ANTHONY 












































as fresh and keen and 
invigorating to read . 


, 


het | 4h 


about as are the windy Nim | k 
Northern days which Fe - \\} 

Miss Orr has so good i 

a gift for describing. mt 


There is a happy end- | | i 
ing, but nothing im- 
probable, only just such 
happiness as may be 
kept safe by the right ‘ 
two people in spite of ij 
all that life can do to J 
them. Perhaps this is | : ae 
an old-fashioned book ; | Lt lh 
[ certainly had not ex- | oe 
pected to meet with n | 
| modern novel quite of | 
its peculiar quality,and| /~ g4rgsn 
now I shall hope for | 7 ¢ 
more. 


} 





oe 


et fh 
a! 





In a preface to Wood- 
Your 
men (Heat Cranton) 
Mr. H. Mortimer Bar- 
rEN tells his readers to 
bear in mind that his Hing Sy 
work is “compiled solely from my own observations and | 
experiences and therein lies its incompleteness.” 


lore {or 1 Spe ris- 


Ny-betrolied 


funt (visiting new 
MATRIMONY ON EIGHT THOUSAND A 
NOTHING ELSE MATTERS.” 


niece) 





As he} 
has given us information about the haunts and habits of | 
our wild animals, game birds, freshwater fish and vermin, | 
and has supplemented it with chapters on woodlore and 
outdoor crafts, I think his warning is unnecessary. Such | 

ia book as his must in a sense be incomplete ; but all | 
lovers of natural history will admit that he is both skilled | 
in observation and rich in experience, and that here he | 
gives bountifully from his store of knowledge. More- 
over, his attitude towards sport is so perfectly correct | 

| that I can unreservedly recommend him as an instructor | 
| of youth. “ Every true sportsman knows that in the na- 
| tural history of the birds and beasts he pursues lies the | 
| chief pleasure of the craft 


| . Sometimes his blank days 


are his happiest and most memorable.” Possibly some of | 
us who call ourselves true sportsmen may fail to reach | 
| this rather exalted standard, but we can take refuge under | 
his “sometimes.” There is a human note in this volume | 
that makes it as agreeable as it is instructive to read, and | 
in proof I should like to quote a little story about an ancient | 
setter of snares, but I haven't the space, It is on pa res | 

208 and 209. 


' TSN yee ‘eat 
Ye eae eae: (Poe eS Miyy 
a Wy 






' sina cut 


YEAR: 


| Is anyone busting to keep him ? 


i“ Father's Room,” for 


jinstance, that den of 
| 


tM i 
p } Bh\¥ 


} i M 


+] i? ‘ 
sm TS a 


paint-pots, into which 
| Joan’s parent retires at 


4 

- ' 
HOO? )}} C2 ;wholly unfathomable 
i \) rS ‘|| ne | 
ee we ‘‘ business,’ shows con- 
Hy ° > 
\ siderable hum But 


} 


such passages, although 
| they hold out substan- 
| tial hope for Mr. Waar 
1'TON'’S next book, do 
| little to justify this 
jill-knit and unp: 


sessing novel 









field held D 


opinions on such sub- 


| Hanging the Karsmr, 





Trades Unior Wo- 

“y rer man’s place inthe home 
! Bur, 7 mete aeggens com ON} ecm and the proper | ngth 
for trimming mans 

eiecaiiaaaemenahanea SE AR. EE TS wife, 
was a mild but tenacious highbrow. Henry, | take it, read 
The Morning Post; Agatha most probably The Athenation. 
Henry's favourite recreation was to put his foot down; 


{gatha’s towriggle from underit. Mr.and Mrs. Huan Sprn- 


the trouble of arranging The Awakening (GRANT RicHarps), 
which comes about tragically enough through Henry's blind 
ness and, more immediately, through his overhearing 


ful person shouting in the shrubs at a lawn-tennis party what 


an appalling egotist he was. He, Henry, an egotist ! Well, 
well! the thought had simply never occurred to him. Now 


he came to think of it, though, of course he was gotist 
and tyrant. He would be neither of these things 
future, but live happily ever after with his Agat 


n the 


who 


| should be free to read and think what she liked and corre- 
spond with Socialists whose hair was much too long. The 


best part of a sincerely written book is the description of 
igatha’s stay in Cologne at the house of a very furious and 
pathetic old German Professor. It rings true as an account 


of the relations between the natives and the occupiers. 








“KAISER BUSTS TO GO."—Daily Paper. 


[Marcu 22, 1922, 


In fact the relations between | 





! 

i | 
, | Old newspapers, tools, | 
| cartridges and disused | 


| capricious intervals on | 


Major Henry Mans- | 


jects as India, Ir land, 


| pER, having arbitrarily mated this ill-assorted pair, are put to | 


i tact- | 
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CHARIVARIA. 


| 
i 
| 


ifor thes 
| 


A Frenen ship carrying samples of | 


wines, brandies and liqueurs is 


the 


choice 
’ 

to toul world. 

the Bi tis! 

tanker has been caught napping 
* 


the opinion 1s that 


‘ 
In Trade circles | 


heer- 
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some people do not become criminals 
t} ake of the joy-ride, 


| 
; 
j 
| 


241 


like this that so endea 
new spapel 


a man to his 
when he is saving up for 


aun agecident 


} . - * 


Two motor-cars have collided on the | 
bonnie, bonnie banks of Loch Lomond. 
is ascribed to a misunder- | 
as to which should take the 


: 
id whieh the low road 


Oh 


I'wenty-four hours alter his marriage 
at Bregenz a Captain in the Hungarian 


Cruards filed an action for divorce. The 


fact that he was not an American film 


- actor probably accounted for the delay. 
Dr. G. H. Mines Assistant Directo 
of the National Institute of Industrial “Many London jazz bands,” says a 
Psychol gy, is reported as aving that | contempo uy, “ have some very finished 
some people cannot pat their head with | players. Our only trouble is that 
one hand while they make a circular | more of them are not finished 
}movement v ith the other. Sueh people 
never make orators Nhe Ukulele and Hawaiian guitar,” 
| Skys The Daily Bapr have failed 
The. students of Syracuse Uni- | nd dran But iti 


Under a new Soviet order, bomb- | 
throwers in Russia may now be pun 
ished by flogging. This is far better | 
than just boxing their ears, 

; oa 

It is reported that, upon reading that | 
) > } 
Professor Oneiut, of Buenos Ayres, 
Was arranging an expedition to go in| 
| search of the plesiosaurus, Mr. Li.oyp | 
. me 
Grorce intimated that he could let! 


Has how 


} 
| 
| 


him have the address of 
Sir GEORGE YOUNGER, 


, | 
It is said that the | 
re 1 established by 


the Scarborough man 
who went without food | 
for twenty-eight days 
bee n broken 
by a Scotsman who has 


+; , . ) 
acting as valet to 


a Prohibitionist. 


In Scotland an April 


Fool is known as a | 
‘Gowk.” “April Fool,” | 
 ¢ urse,counts as two | 
words in a telegram | 


“Citoranges, the new 
hybrid American fruit, 
heing grown in Ire 


says The Daily | 
Ma \ native hybrid, 
Patorange, has re- | The Waite 
ed all attempts at oi tal Sin? 
cultivation, poe ae 


; | LIKI 

\ patoting of “ Ham 5s 

mersmith Bridge on Boat Race Day 
is just been placed in the Tate Gal 





necessary to be topical. 


professional bricklayer would handk 
his materials m so hastv a manner. 


The Wailer 


In the course of a recent by-election a 
speaker had his nose broken by a brick. 
It is only fair to say that this was ob- | 





PARAFFIN,” 


viously the work of an amateur, as no 


Attention is drawn to discrepancies 


in the charges for small cauliflowers. 


We are informed that the price depends 
on whether they ave required for the 


table or the button-hole. 
* 


A contemporary remai ks upon the 
superior comfort of the modern prison- 
van. It is a question, indeed, whether 


yor. CLXU 


* 
$ r ne Dib Y HA\ 
‘Heavex KNows! Ir TA D MORE Lik} 
“An, THAT WOULD BE TOMATO, STR, lur 


versity, U.S.A., have formed an Anti- 
Effeminacy Club. Their first step will 


ry. The authorities realise that, to! be to give up cigarette-smoking. 
compete with the pictorial Press, it is 


In Vienna, we read, actors 
learry revolvers for self-defence while 
on the stage It is not necessary in 
this country because of the old-world 


supe rstition that it is untnueky 


many 


to shoot 


\ & writes to ask 
whether he can learn to play the piano 
in his spare time,” says Mr. H. Trevor 


Our impression is 


respondent 
{ 


in a contemporary. 
that there is nothing to stop him, but 
it at his own risk. 


* 


he must do 


Dealing with its accident insurance 
scheme The Daily News has a para 
graph with the heading, ‘‘ How Limbs 
fare Broken.” 





It is helpful little hints 


itooust the banjo 


\ foothall team com 
posed entirely of pawn- 
brokers has been started 


It is said 


1@ first mateh 


1in Glasvow 
that at tl 


one of the players nh 


sisted on using three 


My 
halls instead of one. 
* 
Vi Vv te \} Opie re 
ognise the value i tt 
l state b weil 
} puysiel We 
Cone th fo} oul 
elvi ye Wear then 
l }} dressed man 
ears | clothe un 
| 
Lhe Government 
sAuVs contemporary 
uiinits having wasted 
nillion pounds of the 


{ iNprrye rs 


noney on 


ithe buildine of loco 
FA-SOT \ 
PRAm rn tive 1] i nobody 
wants lt even sug 


gested that the Government 1s having 
;some difliculty in ge 


| of old butfei 


\n \me Mouki 
Shor History of file lnternational 
Language M ment The report that 
a Short History of the International 
Bad Language Movement is promised 
from the pen of a gifted Prime Minister 


wWwrillen a 


1 


has not yet Hee) CoO firmed 

it, unearthed during 
Woreester, was writ- 
ten: “ Diz Eninz 2 pizz 4 iz Gezzin 4 
27. sissez 6 mmizs This formula, we 
understand, is still used by doetors to- 


On a parehme 


excavations new 





day as a prescription for a mustard- 
plaster. —= 
The Cruelties of Sport. 
“C, N. Lowe on the wing was literally 
starved, Sunday Papei 
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TO AN EARLY LAMB. } 

O wELcome to thee, woolly innocent, 

That with the jonquil takest the winds of March 

| Before the youngest snowdrop’s hour is spent 

And rosy tuftlets plume the latest larch ; | 

|  $Searce has the blackbird tuned his earliest pipe, 
The brooding fly abandoned his reserve 

And I am still in sao nza’s gripe, 


And Coalitis wrings my pocket’s nerve 
When, lo! thou ’rt here, all legs and antic tail, 
Scorning belated frosts, contemptuous of the gale. 


A week and all the weald will be afrisk; 
The hills will echo with a thousand baas 

A thousand tails in ecstasy will whisk 
Beside a thousand nutrient mammas; 

But now the rime lies white beside the brooks 
In the cold dawn (when I am still in bed), 

And only in the most sequestered nooks 
Half-opened wind- flowers droop each pret 

Yet here thou le: pest, glad to be alive, 

And bleating with delight each time I top my drive. 


ty head: 


Yea, for I too disport upon the sward, 
Though in these veins the Spring sedatelie: 
Though I’ve a hacking cough and untoward 
Rheumatic twinges, still I cried, ‘*‘ Here goes! 
This blithe March day shall see me drive afield 
On the high lawns, though every shot 's a dud 
And every ¢! Jub that I att empt to wield 
Ploughs deeper furrows in the orhaned mud, 
Driving the smitten divots far and nea 
As ste nly toward the green I push the unwi 


flows 


+ 
St 


g sphere. 


But now I weary of this game of skill 


And fain would rest me here beside the course: 


The se Mareh winds stir the blood in one, but still 
I don’t believe in working like a horse; 
Vherefore, sweet lambkin, will I watch thee skip, 


Seated at ease upon this sunny wall, 
Consult the aaah flask upon my hip 
And wolf a brace of sandwiches wit! hal, 
\nd sing the pleasures of the awakening yea 
In simple strophes, trusting that I have your ea 
For all the world is breaking 
The Lenten lly nods upon th 
A thousand flowers—correct me if 1’m wrong— 
Paint purple patches on the alder-tree 8; 
The farmer whistles as he guides the ploug] 
The dawn (they tell me) wears a aioe tint; 
The busy tomtit flies from bough to bough 
And “ Mint, Mint, Mint!” he cries, and “ Mint 
Mint!” 
sut do not press me, lambkin, to explain 
Just what he means by that; 
pain. 


into song 


e leas ; 


, Mint 


I would not cai 


] » +h , 
ise Uber 


For Spring hath guerdons still bey: 

Whose menu knows but one nutrit 
Stirring the jaded appetites of men 
With seasonable dainties ric] 
It brings the new potato, butter-sweet, 

The early peas that anxious gourmets prize, 
And firstling onions. But her crowning treat 

Men hold mint-sauce—and all that it implies. 
Enough! Thy mother calls thee; hence and play 
Nor with foreknow ledge mar the sunshine of ’ 


nd thy k 


us ‘fare 


it 


1 and rare: 
sytt | 


ace 


os 


-day 


ALGOL. ( 


i 





services. 


m 
were at Cambridge! ’—a 
i several eyes to my self-conscious legs. 


YN ‘DON CH. AR IV AR 4 [Marcu 29, 1929, 
OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE. 

Barbara is Cambridge; so Timothy, who is four years 
younger, has to be “ro na 

At one time I cherished the belief that my daughter's 
choice was founded on family tradition. “ That's the right 
spirit,” I said when it was first announced. “ Father was 
at Cambridge, you know.” (Some day, pochape, [I shall 
wean myself of that ridiculous habit, when addressing my 


progeny, of referring to myself in the third person). 
‘And did you win the Boat Race?” 
My thoughts went back to a 


asked Barba L. 
“ getting- on 


On. 
boat 


Briefly. I explained to Barbara that the Cambrid 
of those days found itself able to dispense with n 


“VV hy 2” she demanded. 

“Oh, well, you know, there’s only room for eight rowers 
in the boat, and I expect they didn’t think Father good | 
enough.” ; j 

I felt myself quite unable to meet the openly incredulous 


stare that greeted this avowal; a small child’s simple faith 
in its parent’s prowess will sometimes bring a blush ey 
to the most parental cheek. 


“ But couldn’t you go as a passenger?”’ persisted ; 
and that again brought back poignant memories of a certai 
coach who used to exercise a mordant wit at my expens« 
[ switched the conversation into another channel by a o 
Barbara why she favoured Cambridge. 

‘‘ Because Patricia irmy ntrude looks simply delicious in 

| light blue,” was the prompt popy. Patricia Ermyntrude 
it is pe srhaps unnecessary to explain, has a china face. 

The Boat Race as it ig rowed in the nursery differs in 


material points from the contest with which the 
general public is familiar. The eraft in which the crews 
, and which bear a strong resemblance to milliners’ boxes, 
are propelled pressure of the hands upon t 
veccompanied by a ge peer forward jerk of the whole 


some 


sit 


body. At the word of command one boat starts from 
Putney and the other ol Mortlake, and the finishing-post 
s somewhere in the neighbourhood of Chiswick. Ox! | 
requently capsizes, but—to its credit be it said—never cries 
nor is it put out of humour by the fact that Cambridge 
always wins. 

After watching, by invitation, several successive races of 


this kind, 


I made the well-meant suggestion that Oxford 
should receive a start, o1 l 


that at least Cambridge shoul 
carry weight for age in the form of a cargo of bricks. Th 
idea met with emphatic opposition on the part of the only 
crew that was capable of arguing it. 

“ Certainly not,’ said Barbara firmly. 
ight win.” ; 


‘Why, Oxford 


mi 


” boat which 
| ever sO many years ago, with my assistance, failed to get 


ai Vy 


yen 


g 
it was with the notion of inducing in Barbara a more 

sportsmanlike attitude towards the greatest sporting event 

of the year that I took her down to Putney to watch the 


practice. After but a short delay I got her past a Punel 


and Judy show on the tow path, and, having be ught speci- 
mens of six different kinds of light-blue favours (all of 


we arrived at the boat- 
take the water. | 


which she insisted on my wearing), 
houses just in time to see 


Cambridge 


was prepared for observations on the generous display ol 
| heroic limbs afforded as the boat was carried down the slope 
but all Barbara said at this stage was, “ How fun you 


‘ 
US 
’ 


remark that drew the gaze ol 


5 


[ explained with great clearness the functions of the 
ach’s launch, ar a then my heart gave a jump as with 


t have looked in those little knickerbockers when you | 
; 
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i , Y Ty » vr } 
FULL \\ ARRAN i: | 
| Joux Butt. “ABOUT THIS BORDER TROUBLE. I SEE ULSTER KEEPING HER PEOPLE 
LOYALLY UNDER CONTROL. WHY CAN’T YOU DO THE SAME ON YOUR SIDE?” 
Mr. Micuarn Conus. “I1’°VE HAD NO REAL AUTHORITY.” } 
Joun Burn. “WELL, HERE IT IS. NOW USE IT.” | 
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Nie Mt Ail 
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Postman, “Writ, WILLIAM, WHO BE A-GOIN’ TO WLN BOAT-RACE?” 
Barber, “ Ler’s SEE; WHO BE IT BETWEEN THIS YE an?” 


exquisite rhythm eight sky-blue blades flashed in and « out of | pelled by Timothy, while Barbara from an overtur: 


} 


the water, After a minute’s row, in which I counted 10— | shouted opprobrious remarks to him through an imp: 


19—36, they easied, while the coach held forth through a| megaphone :— 


megaphone, | ‘ Bow, you're late! When will you learn to be « 


“Well, Cambridge won, didn’t they?” said Barbara | you stupid boy? Use those /eys ! Oh, Timmy, cd 
‘Won what?” }won't keep your eyes in the boat I’m afraid you ‘ll | 
‘Won the race. The motor-hoat never caught then up be Oxford again.’ + 
it all,” 
So once more I explained what the launch was for and! Well 
meanwhile the boat moved on again. 
* What’s the man with the trumpet playing now 
he next question I had to answer. 
‘He’s saying, ‘ Bow, you're late,” I hazarded out of} but a flimsy foundation on which to rear a party {a1! 
he store of my memory. “‘ Bow’ is the man in the front | =e eS oe 
part of the boat.” Ms ee oe 


, it looks like being a close race on Saturday 
the worst happens, Timothy will at least be aveng 
was |that event I’m quite prepared to see Barbara and | 


‘Then he can't help getting there first; so how could | “TINKER, TAILOR . 
he e - Dea ‘he » y ? 
he be late ? (1 Child's Guide to the Professions.) 
‘I don’t suppose he really was, but they will say that,” | 
a! Pye : “ee Tar Banker. 
| replied with just a shade of bitterness. “‘ When Father 
was up at Cambridge bow was always told he was late, | I KNow you sometimes hanker for a great big cage « 
the oug gh all the time ths if ass Rogers at thre ‘ea i } Y ou ‘d like to be it banker, hoy, and watch the p Pp 
‘What ’s he suying now?” interrupted Barbara. : know it looks attractive, but it’s not the hfe for y« 
I drew still furt we. on my own experiences until Oxford | Just think of all the Algebra the man must have t 
ume out and proces ded towards Hamme: ith at a strong Ah! life is very trving in that multitude of chea 


but leisurely paddle. Barbara watched ve with a critical | 


and verano A | Such a lot of multiplying, such a lot of truck wit 

( 0 Lc i}? ious eve . ,* ai , ri 

“« Well ss “ rs as hall ' | What with adding ; ce dividing and the lunacies ot 
i Or hn see Lire cah t row ha us 1 

: + are, : ne : zr | He will die of teo m Alg rebr: i—oh, what a way t 

Cambridge,” she observed. ‘“ Now, let’s go back and se ve 


he Punch-and-Judy.” | But Finance is less exacting in the literary line ; 


\ little quick subtracting is the most I do for mil 
Next day I found that the nursery operations had bee en | And, if nothing else commends it as a likely life 
reorg: wwised. There was now only one milliner’s box, plenti- i Just think how little Algebra your father has to d 








fully decorated with Light Blue favours, which was ro: A. ?. 


| krmyntrude both change colour, for esthetic prejudic: 
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A CHILDREN’S INDIGNATION MEETING. 

Some agitation was going forward in 
Kensington Gardens. The children were 
intensely on the qui vive, though the 
nurses and governesses appeared un- 
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moved and chatted together or went on 
with their crochet in unsympathetic 
stolidity. 

The children were grouped round one 
small boy who seemed to be a leader 
among them. 


the garden seats, his legs dangling con- 
siderably above the ground, and with 
frowning intentness surveyed the little 
before him. Then, scrambling | 
to his feet on this bigher level, he 
pressively struck the back of t 
with p-stick and called for order. 

“Fellow boys and: girls,” he began 


crowd 
lin- | 
he seat 


his ho 


sternly, ‘‘ we have come here this morn- 


ing to ti 


uk about someting very im- 


portant. Are we or are we not to have 
clothes? Are we to be dressed in nice 
‘three-piece garments,’ or are we to be 


like monkeys on a stick, as a gemple- 


Cs 


| 


| 

j 

He sat alone on one | 
| 





man called me yesterday ? 


C1 of 
‘Sha! ie! 


Is it fair for mothers andj} 
fathers to espose their children to such | 


re! rarks ? Isa jersey hort i l | 
I I i I , Si ts and Socks 
right clothes for a boy as old as me? 


‘No!’ 
The Chairman concluded and a little 
irl excite lly broke out, * What the boy 
on the seat says {‘Chairman,’ corrected 
this authority angrily} comes home to 
us all, 


in the summer. 


Look at me. And I was worse 
My frock simply won't 
cover my knees, and makes me blush 
when nasty old ladies say,‘ What an 
indecent little girl!’ ”’ ; 


Che speaker here choked down a sob | 
and continued, “It’s Mummy’s fault, 
not mine. I wouldn't dress my doll 
like Mummy does me for anything. | 
Belinda wouldn't stand it. Belinda has | 
long frocks and frilly petticoats and 
never shows her knees. And old Mrs. 





Jones looks at me like she didn’t want }- 


to see me, and says, ‘ Cover your knees, 
my dear,’ and my silly old frock won't 


do it.” 


A small boy in the briefest of shorts | 
and socks and the tightest of jerseys 
thereupon gave a loud sniff and spoke. 

“Betty and Bob are quite right,” he 
said; “my legs are freezing and I’ve got 
a hidjus cold. I’ve always got one. 
Why can’t I have a Norfolk jacket 
with pockets, and thick stockings with 
patterns ? Ora sailor suit complete with 
Whistle? Just look at those kids,” 
pointing to some of the smaller ones. 
“ Freezing little guys, worse’n me!” 

The kids alluded to at once set up a 
howl, and it took some time to appease 
them. When quiet was restored, a larger 


| boy stood forward and addressed the 


' 





| Se S fost 


Extremely pale young 
I PRECED} 


curate. PARDON ME, MY LORD, IF—ON 


YOUR LORDSHIP.” (Bolts for the bulwarks.) 


THIS OCCASION ONLY—- 











ineetin 


ad 
Ke 


he said impres-|a reefer coat, and a shirt with collar 





‘Girls and boy s,"” 
sively. 


“We've stood it a long time. 
Our clot 


hes have been getting less and | looked tidy and pretty and kept warm.” 


) and tie, and long stockings; and they | 


less every day. Isit to be just bathing-| A violent sneeze put a period to her | 
y cay a l 


remarks, 
fathers and mothers must be ‘talked 
sense’ to, as Nurse says. Once they 
were boys and girls like ourselves. 
What did they wear ? Jerseys? Shorts? 
Cries of ‘No! Not they.’] Not much, 
they didn’t. They wore coats and 
wescots, and knickerbockers and yarn 
stockings and collars and hats. They 
didn’t go about in rompers.”’ 

A tall little girl in very skimpy skirts) «pho dramatic entertainment promises to 
and socks vielently interposed: “ Nor | be very s ful. § 
they didn’t wear a beastly jumper and | Stoops to Conquer ’ will be performed.” 

a frock that’s only a frill, and bare legs | Local Paper. 
and arms and neck. They wore a jolly | The Editor of our contemporary seems 
kilted skirt well below their knees, and! to have been caught bending too. 


| 
drawers next? [*No! No!'] Then| 





broke up. 





Our Generous Railways. 
“Faster EXCURSIONS. 
sin 


Many gle excursions will be at about half 


the ordinary return fare.”—Daily Paper, 





icce 


scended on the group in the summary | 
manner of their kind, and the meeting | 


The maids with the prams then de- | 


hakespeare’s play, ‘ She 
‘ } 








| 
| 
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THE UNDERWORLD. 

“ BUTTERFLIES . . . gay-winged but- 
terflies . . . flitting their brief hour 
from tawdry bloom to bloom. Es- 
corts of pallid-faced men . . . feverish 
gaiety subsiding into listless despair . . . 
Insidious poison of the secret drug...” 

Lying back in my armchair I seemed 
to conjure up the whole hideous scene. 
It appeared to me, indeed, that I had 
been reading about nothing else for 
days and days in the livelier organs of 
the Press. Nothing but Cocaine with 
a capital C. That and the Constitu- 
tional Crisis with two eapital C's. I 
wondered sometimes whether the Cabi- 








and said something in a low voice; | 
could not hear what he said. 

I wondered how soon glasses would 
be passed round, glasses of vile potent 
spirit masquerading as ginger-beer. l 
wondered, however, 1n vain. 
passed round. 
the Press had evidently terrorised those 
who were responsible into forgoing the 
usual iniquitous trade. I was disap- 
pointed about this. 


a picture which was hanging on the 
wall. There was no actual impropriety 
in its subject. True, it represented 
the life of a butterfly, dealing with the 
creature from its earliest stage as an 





CHAR 


None was | 
The recent exposures In | 


Mechanically I got up and examined | 








seconded one of the others. 
voted. 
know.” 
| “Do you mean to say that I voted 
| seven times, then ?”’ I faltered. 

‘Asa matter of fact you voted eight, 
he said; “the eighth time was in you: 
jsleep. So the election is really invalid. 
But nobody noticed.” 

I looked up at the old oak. It still 
stood gaunt and sinister against the 
stars. The little knot of men and 
women round the gate of the element- 
lary school was dispersing rapidly. 
| I said good-night and went back to 
|my house again. I intend io take a 
‘close interest in the sordid business of 


| | Then we 
We all had seven votes, yx 


ul 


| 


net too were not infected with this secret | egg, and subsequently as a caterpillar | politics now that I have helped Wil- 


thing. I seemed to see Lord Curzon 
flitting from hectic bloom to bloom 
and Mr. AuUsTEN CHAMBERLAIN perching 
ever and anon upon some poisonous 
flower. 

There was a ring at the front-door 
bell. 

“ Mr. Wilkinson,” said Ann. 

He entered with an enigmatic smile. 

‘Come along,” he said mysteriously. 

“Where? Why?” I asked, with an 
agitation that I strove in vain to con- 
ceal. 

“ They ‘ve begun already.” 

“I’ve no boots on,” I pleaded. 

“ Put them on.” 

I did so. One of the laees broke. 
With a brutal laugh I inserted another. 


But the treatment, 
realistic, crude if you will, was in no 
way unpleasant. Evidently a blind. | 


! ; 
'and a chrysalis. 
| sat down on my bench again. 


A folded paper was passe dtome. | 


shook it furtively. No white myster- 
ous powder dropped out of the fold. 
Evidently another blind. I opened it. 

“ Write your name there,’ Whispered 


middle of the pape 
I did so 
paper, and I wrote ny name again. 





| 


| 


* Your address too,” he said. 

“Shall I write a false address?" J} 
asked. 

‘*No.” 


Wilkinson took the papers and walked 


; | ‘ a 
We went across the road. The stars|up to the stage with them. Silence 


were already out and the gaunt boughs | brooded again, and a tense atinosphere | 


of the old oak-tree on the green stood 
out sinister and cruel against the back- 
ground of the night. 

We opened a wicket and went down 
several steps to a little secret door. 

Wilkinson turned the handle. He 
turned it the wrong way, and the door 
would not open. He turned it the 
right way and pulled. Still the door 
would not open. 

“ Push it,” I said. 

He pushed it. It opened. 

«* Will they let usin?” I asked doubt- 
fully. 

“ Yes. 


They know me.” 


* . J 
Inside I saw a long low room in 


which were a number of benches and at 
one end a stage. 
of two oil lamps I perceived that the 
place was already full. Men and wo- 
men sat about in various attitudes of 
expectancy. All were obviously the 
| victims of a strange unnatural excite- 
ment. Every now and then I heard a 
| low laugh, a whisper or a spasmodic 
| burst of conversation. Smoke ascended 
| in blue vicious -looking coils from 
cigarettes—possibly, I reflected, scented 
cig wrettes. I could not see whether 
any of the women were smoking, yet 


—— 


By the dim light! 


of unreality seemed to me to hover ovei 


ithe dim lamp-lit scene. Then a man 
| rose on the platform and spoke. He de- 
scended and circled rhythmically round 
|the room. As if moved by an uncon- 
trollable impulse we stretched out ow 
hands. Again it happened. Agaip 
| Then silence once more, followed by 
| whispers and a murmured consultation 
jon the stage. Names were being called 
|out now and meaning glances passed 
|from one to another of us. Waves and 
|ripples of emotion flickered over the 
| jaded faces. Hands touched shoulders. 
| There were low outbursts of applause. 
} ] must have passed for some time 
| into unconsciousness, for I was aroused 
suddenly by a nudge from Wilkinson. 

“It’s all over,” he said. 
| Shuddering I rose and followed him 
| through the little secret door, up the 
| stone steps and out at the wicket-gate. 
| We stood under the stars again. 

“ What has happened?” I said, 

‘I’m in,” he replied. 
| “In! ze ] repeated, 
“The Parish Council,’ 
al 


| 
| 


“Tn what? 


> 
| “ Not alone, I hope?” I said in sudden 
alarm. 


“No, there are seven of us. Right 


even that was possible. A man got up| were proposed. You proposed me. You | 


Wilkinson hoarsely, pointing to the} 


He passed me another} 


| kinson into office. It lures. Evo 


GETTING-RICH-QUICK. 
(An extravagant dream induced by 
| of the free In surance Schemes of 
OUS newspapers.) 
| 
' 


| 
| 
| 


Tuat day good fortune haunted 1. 
| My early morning cup of tea 

| Fell, scalding hot, upon my knee 
“Aha 


\‘* A happy chance! 


!” LT eried, when I could speak 

The Daily Shvrie} 

Will pay me fifty pounds a week. 

| Shaving, I felt my razor slip 

, And cut me sharply on the lip. 

“More cash!" I 
Morning Pip.” 


| ; 
breathed. «7 


And when I skidded on the mat 

| Knocking my nasal organ flat, 

1 The Wail,” T said, “ will pay for that.’ 

| A fish-bone, lodged inside my neck, 

{Soon made of me a further wreck, 

i But meant a Sunday Coinet cheque. 

i] | 

‘This is indeed The Day!” I said 

| And, though I should have gone to bed, 
I struggled off to work instead 

| A motor swooped, I stumbled, fell ; 

And as it ecrashed— The Lr 

rat, 
L murmured, * pays extremely well. 


I reached the station, breathless, late, 

And crushed my elbow in the gate. 

= The Lure ! as J quavered This 3s 
great.” 


A rending noise, a warning six 











The roof collapsed . . . They dug me out, 
Babbling “Insured! The Daily Spout. 
Softly they hore me home, and there, 
Egwerniz but joyful, free from care, 

| | lay in hed a millionaire. 
“Man (Young) wanted; chipp ip and 
able to do a little stinging.” 
Advt. in Daily l’aper. 


iIf Sir Entec had not gone on holiday 


this might have suited him. 
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STROLLING PLAYERS. 


WHY NOT EXTEND THE PROMENADE HABIT SO AS TO INCLUDE THE WHOL ORCHESTRA? UP TILL 
NOW THE PIANIST HAS NEVER HAD A CHANCE, 








AS SS 





oneness 
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| Rosciusky, who has just concluded a short season in Liberia 
BABBLE OF BABYLON. with George St. Bernard’s Toothache Villa, and Ook, the 
(By our Fleet Street Flaneur.) Esquimaux droll, are among many others who are hurry. 
THose who are old enough to remember the days when | ing Londonwards from all quarters of the globe for the 
the safety-bicycle was a new toy, and our uncles and aunts, | great occasion, and it only needs commensurate support 
in their funny unsuitable clothes, used to go pedalling off | from the public to ensure to the beneficiaries the prolonged 
to Battersea Park of a morning, will not be unprepared for | holiday they so sorely need. 
the corresponding Pogo boom which is almost upon us. | ee 
The exceptional difficulty of attaining proficiency in =e A novel departure in one-man shows- or, to be more 
use of the jumping-stick prevented it from springing at once | accurate, one-woman show $— is the Lady Catherine Wheeler 
into general favour last year, but a small and influential | Exhibition, at the Apennine Gallery, which opens to the 
coterie of enthusiasts has devoted the necessary time and | public to-morrow. As a rule when one name is associated 
patience to assiduous practice, with the result that there | with a collection of pictures it is merely that of the painter; 
are some accomplished performers among the members of|in the present case it denotes the original of over a hundred 
the newly-formed Pogoers Club, of which I am enabled oil portraits, to say nothing of a large number of drawings 
to give some particulars. Negotiations for commodious | and sketches. And, when it is remembered that, since Sir 
premises adjacent to the Park are proceeding, and it is | Ernest Pinkie's almost photographic likeness of her at the 
hoped to persuade the authorities to lay down a Pogoway | age of five created a sensation at the Royal Academy, Lady 


alongside the Row ; but Tepe sium 
at present the members So —'\ li ul 
take it in turn to give Steed Nt Hi) 


a Pogo Breakfast alter| “ of 
] 


arf 





te, 


si 
p 


Wil 





an hour’s exercise round 
one or other of the] 
quieter squares. 

Among those I saw 
Pogoing up an appe- 
tite before turning into 
Lady St. Vitus’s man- 
sion yesterday morning 
were Eupepsia, March- 
oness of Malmsey; 
Lady Lowp of Glen- 
tussock ; the Hon. Mrs. 
Hopkyn-Hopkin ; Jer- 
boa Pasha, of the Pan- 
Levantine Mission ; | 
Rear-Admiral Sir Cap- | 
ricorn Kidd, and Major 
Pulecks, the energetic 
secretary, who nego- 
tiated a complete cir- 
cuit of the square with- 
out once dismounting. Suburban Gent. (to newsagent). “1 
With so distinguished} ReGULAR PaPER, AND I Leavis IT ENTI 
i lead it is confidently ere ae SORNIEG 
anticipated that the | — 

















ALWHTOR 


FAGFREC 


THE PAPER YOU THINK WILL DO MOST FOR ME DURING 





Ar modern times, has been 
painted or drawn by | 
every artist of ny note, | 
it will be realised that | 
she constitutes a valu. | 
able connecting link in | 
the development of | 


(Catherine, the most 
t , “abay industrious sitter of 


portraiture during the | 
last two or three | 
decades. | 

Many of the portraits | 
of Lady Catherine that | 
have helped to make | 


artistic history will be } 
recognised here, not- | 
ably Slithery’s tender 

study in purple and sage | 
and Turpin’s austere | 
“Souvenir of  Lippo | 
Lippi;” and these were 
being discussed at the | 
Private View to-day by | 














a 





= a distinguished gather- 
WANT YOI ro STOP DELIVERY OF MY ing, which included the | 
SELY TO YOUR JUDGMENT IN FUTURE TO | Duke and Duchess of | 
Pytchley; Lady Lime, | 
the celebrated actress; 








movement will advance by leaps and bounds. 
x * * 

From what I hear, Charlie Chockram, with his char- 
acteristic thoroughness, seems to have thrown himself body 
and soul into the self-iinposed task of organising the super- 
matinée in aid of the Critics’ Benevolent and Fresh Air 
Fund. This being so it goes without saying that, with the 
cream of the world’s theatrical talent placed freely at his | 
disposal in so good a cause, his chief difficulty is to avoid 
offending professional susceptibilities in making a selection 
that can be crammed into one afternoon’s programme. 

Of the turns so far settled I may mention that home 
industries will be more than represented by our polar-star 
comedian, the one and only George Gravey, who, in ad- 
dition to sing-singing a special version of his immortal song, 
“ Chuck it!” will deliver some of the verbal hits with which 


Lord Possumtree; Arne Old, the brilliant author, and | 
Aurelius James, the illustrious painter, whose signature 
appears on more than one of the exhibits. 

A charming feature of the show is that Lady Catherine 
will be in attendance at the Gallery daily, so that the 
public will have the privilege of comparing her with the 
works upon the walls. 

PHYLLIS ENDORSES A CHECK. 
Man's one sartorial means of welcoming the Spring—shepherd’s | 
plaid and white spats—has been stolen this year by women. 
B.C. 22. 
“Phyllis, the Spring is here!” the rapturous turtle on 
[ts quivering bough informed the rustic maid, 
While at her feet (she had her best new kirtle on) 





he scores so many points in Twenty Rounds; that Mal- 
lardi, “ The Quack Vocalist,” will reproduce the perform- | 
ance that has been the making of Soho and Sahara, and 
that arrangements have been made by wireless for Chim- | 
panza, * The Ugliest Woman in the World,” to return from | 


, the Riviera to make some of her inimitable grimaces. 


Shepherds played. 

A.D. 1922. 

But look at Phyllis now, when Spring comes surging in! 

Her ankles trim in snow-white spats are clad ; 

One more warm day and she will be emerging in 
Shepherd's plaid. 

















' isa black one. 


| Surrey provides the cinema-producer 


iine ) 
ing too. 


| went to hed about eleven, determined | 
i not to think. 
| body says so. 
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A FLOCK OF SHEEP. 

I,m not a good sleeper. But I have 
many kind friends; and they have 
spared no pains to explain to me the 
best way of going to sleep. 

I have just had a terrible night. 1 
To think is fatal—every- 
So 1 counted sheep going through 
an infallible method. 


* 


a gate 


One—two—three ... Look, there 

Why is a black sheep | 
an object of derision ? Surely it is the 
black sheep of Astrakhan which provides 
the actor-manager with his astrakhan | 
collar? No doubt the black sheep of | 





with his imitation astrakhan collar. 
Probably in Astrakhan a white sheep 
is regarded as a low fellow. A rere 


thought. Four—five ... No, that’ 
it sheep-dog. Five—six—seven . . 


W hy are the $e | 
shee »p going through thisgate? Pe rhaps | 
they are going to market. Yes, that is | 
it. ‘There is the farmer; he is count- | 
Not only that, he is caleulat- 
ing what they all weigh. I cannot | 
follow him there. How odd that farmers | 
are so often represented as stupid! A| 
man who can calculate the weight of a 
sheep at a glance is surely not ithout | 
intellectual attainments. 
Beside him stands his daughter Nell; 
a jolly girl. I like her. EKight—nine 
ten... No,thosetwoarelambs. Lam | 
afraid Nell is rather sentimental. She | 
is sad to see the sweet little lambs | 


The que stion arises 


going to market. Very well, they | 
shan’'t go. Eight... Oh, dear, that | 


sheep-dog has chivviedthem back again! | 
Nine—ten The farmer, I fear, is 
not at all sentimental. He doesn’t 
care a lamb. What an extraordinary 
hat he has! I ean see him better 
now. He has side-whiskers and velvet 
breeches. He looks cheerful, but he is 
m t. _He has been farming | at a dead 
| loss ‘ the last forty years. That's 
because 5 i refused to join a Co- —_ a- 
tive Society. And because of the Go- 
vernment, of course. Eleven—twelve 
—thirteen ... Do thirteen sheep count 
as a dozen, like novels? Why do 
thirteen novels count as a dozen? If 
|® man sells thirteen motor-cars, he 
doesn’t count them as a dozen; why 
should the wretched novelist ? Thirteen 
visits to the dentist don’t count as a 
dozen. That reminds me, I must write 
to Mr. Payne. I believe that tooth is 
aching now. Fourteen—fifteen—six- 
teen—seventcen — eighteen — nineteen 
twenty—twenty-one... I wish I was 
twenty-one. What a jolly day it is! 








Innocent Youth, “Warn you pur MON 
you put rT?” 


Father, “IN THAT GENTLEMAN’S BAG, MY 


Look at the sun shining on Nell, shin- | 

ing on the sheep. Sussex sheep. 1} 

wish I had a house in Sussex. Twenty- 
two—twenty-three--twenty-four 

That tooth is aching. Twelve o'clock. 
Damn. 


One hundred and ninety-four—one 
hundred and ninety-five—one hundred 
and ninety-six This is no end 
of a big flock. The farmer is looking! 
more prosperous. Little Nell has gone | 
indoors. Somehow all the charm has 
gone out of these sheep. 

Two hundred and forty-seven . . 
Hoorah! that’s the last of them! 

Oh, my head! Someone told me that, | 
if you think of your feet, that sends the 
blood to your feet, and you go right off 
to sleep. Must try that. 

Feet .. . feet ... my feet 
fee—ee—eet . This is excellent. 
Feel all drowsy already. The blood 








Spring, I expect, because of the lambs 


—_—_—_ - os _ tn cnntntnibignenness 


has gone to my feet. The blood has 


EY ON A HORSE, Dap, WHEREABOUTS DO 


BOY 


That reminds me 
What a Winter this has 


gone to my lSeet. 
of chilblains 
been ! 
ing. Must buy 
garden. Must mend the 
Must varnish the boat. 
thinking . . . Feet, feet 
wards, feet Fancy Wales beating 
France like that. The Boat Race next 
week Feet, feet Two hundred 
and forty-eight feet 


hammock, 
Now then, no 
feet, for- 


At half-past one I abandoned the 
feet method and tried Cox's plan. Cox 
says that all you have todo is to place a 
pillow under your knees, relax all your 
muscles and say to yourself, “I am 
going to sleep; [ am going to sleep.” 
Ove r and over again. 

I placed the pillow under my knees, 
I relaxed my muscles and said, “I am 
going to sleep . lL am going to 
sleep... I am going to sleep... 

No, I’m not. I can’t possibly go to 


Never mind, the Spring is com- | 
some seeds for the | 























| ing for a reasoned reply. 


9AO 





| " 
1OUS PO tion, 


(); 
I do go to sleep with my head as low a 
this 1 shall certainly wake up again im 
mediately. What does Cox put under 
his head when he puts his pillow under 
? | going to sleep. J 
am going to sleep.” 

I never felt less like sleep in my life 

At two o'clock | ke up my wile 
and explained Cox's plan to her. She 
did not think much of it. I said,“ Do 
you mind if I have your pillow to put 


sleep in-this ridicu i 


his knees am 


W 


under my head? I| have put mine 
under my knees.” 
She said “ What’s the time?" and 


vent to sleep again without even wait 


I then got 


| out of bed and tried Potter's plan. 


| 


i 
| 
| 
} 
| 


| 


First 
of all you do five minutes’ good hard 
physical exercises out, 
on hips, knees bending and stretch 


Potter's plan is very simple. 


chest 


| ing, breathing freely through the nose, 


Then you sponge the face with a cold 


wet sponge, rub the body all over with | « 
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| and the arin 


les from the bi «ly 

before | had fini hed this simple 
oe had turned on the 
light and was reading a book When 
L had d ne, half the hou ld seemed 


me, Ll was 


right ang 
lL, nip 


routine 


my wil d 


’ 
eno 


ready 


or a live run. not lor sleep. 
Ll tried William spla William says 
hat if he cannot go to leep he takes 


» dullest books he knows and 
Before he has read one page 
ast a leep. 


I went down and fetched the 


i BC 


| Railway Guide. I read as far as 
“Oswestry (Salop), Another Route,” 
Then I flung the book aside 


hands | 


Beside the bed is a book-case. In 
two of my own 
Hirst (and Last) Editions. One 


of them at least is the dullest book in 


the hook case were 
works 


the language Or so | have always 
said. So have others more competent 
than [ to judge. “This,” I thought, 


a hard towel, lean out of the window | 


and take six deep breaths 
nose and out at the ears. Then you 


put a piece of paper under the upper- 


in at the! 
| Gad, how I lau; 


lip and lie down on the bed with the | 


will do the trick.” 


| began to read 
| was enthralled. 


I was amazed by 
the power of the writing I laughed. 
hed! I laughed aloud. 
[ woke up my wife (who had gone to 


’ 
s 


; ° ' . , 
sleep again) and read her a few passages. 


ae 


; extended at She 








Was deeply moved, | 
through. 

It was four o'clock. But t! 
ss of that book had inspire 
fetched 
paper and I wrote the lamenta 
tory of this night. I wrote thi 


1 am still awake. 


new creation, I 


But it is nice to think that one 








may send you and William to 
Progressive Golf. 
* NewQuay (CORNWALL) 
Golf on the beautiful 386-hok 
joining the town and overlooking the 


of the 
wason of the year, 


Ocean 1s one 
this 
the best condition.” 


wid the 


. , 
Provincial 1 


Golfers, anxious to go to Corn 


pe rie 


principal attract 


Pr 
dissatisfied with a mere $6 holes, are 
advised to try Lelant (72 ) ot 
Mullion (144 holes). 

\ beautiful landscape oil paintu th a 
imber of deer by the renowned 1 artist 
Georgius Pinx’ with the artist’ ture, 
Do, with a magnificent stag by Ge rgias 

Pinx with artist’s signature. What offers? 
{dvt. in Indian Paper. 
Not many, we fear; old “ Pinx” was 


| too prolific. 
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THE UNSINKABLE, 


Prime Minister (in a moment of expansion). “WITH LUCK Lise tocol ang ASHORE; 
ANYHOW IT OUGHT TO KEBP ME AFLOAT TILL SOMETHING TURNS : 











j solution és 


| LAIN napping. 


| pressing him for an answer, 


There would seem, at any rate, to be | 


| Lamrson as to whether the resolutions | 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


V 


ulay, March 20th.—In view of the 
prospective meeting with the Soviet 
representatives the Govern 
showed a 
about the alleged misdoings of the Bol 

authorities. Mr. CHAMBERLAIN | 
had no official information regarding | 
the number of “executions” they had 
carried outin Russia, or the reported pa 


at Genoa 


ment discreet ignorance} 


she Vist 


hieipation of their emissaries in the re 
on the Rand. 
An artless inquiry by Mr. G. Lockrr- 


cent disturbances 


| 
for the reform of the House of Lords | 
would be introduced ‘before the By ; 
did not cateh Mr. CHAMBER 
He requested the hon. 
Member to give him precise information 
as to the date of that event before 
The Government obligingly moved 
the adjournment in order that the pa 
ties to the Engineering dispute might 
thrash out their differences in public. 
It was not a particularly edifying per- 
formance. Mr. Ciynus considered that 
the employers had committed “an 
astounding act of aggression.” Mr.| 
GOULD was equally clear that the trade- | 
union authorities were the culprits. | 





some truth in his assertion that the} 
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any nud 


thy 


Was il 
since Mr. R. Youna 


dered that 


present system of balloting 


travesty ol yu tice,” 


it Labour Member, consi fi 


| vote of twenty-one per cent, was quite 


satisfactory. 


Mr. Hopkinson, as usual, said, “A 
plague on both your houses.”” For his 
part he d to h works 


decline ive his 





Bumbles now.” 


» all 


Lonp ULLSWATER. 


CHARIVARL. 
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lmanaged for him either by a Trade 


i Union or an Kimployers’ Federation. 
At this point the debate should have 
| come to an end, for the Deputy SpeBak- 
j kk put the moti 

| and it Was c ied nem, ¢ But, on 


" ” 
78) 


ul 


n 
On, 


| protest being made, said that per 
which he had 
not heard, and put the Question again 
Among the a perfect 
Speaker is the power to be on occasion 


j blind and deaf. Apparently he should 


} haps there 


Was it 


qualiications ol 


LY } 


n for the adjournment, | 


il 0 be abie, When neces ary, to hear 
HEAL Nary Voces, 

| ‘T'nesday, March 21st.—Lord Bucx 

| MASTER complained that the gigantic | 


| Law of Property Bill, on whieh the | 


worked for two 
| Sessions, should again have been intro- 


iduced in the Upper Llous¢ urely if 


| Lords had already 


}was time that the Commons dealt with 


The Lorp CHanceLLor had a soft 
the 


it. 


answer ready; it was because of 


mention it in the King’s Speech, there 
being a notion that the ignorant multi- 


campaign'’——a pretty thing to say of 


his chief's opus magnum, 





general superiority of the Peers in deal- | 
ing with weighty measures of this kind, | 
He added that only with the greatest | 
| difficulty had he induced the Cabinet to | 


tude would take it as a revival of the | 
Prime Minister's “long-forgotten land | 


On the Irish Free State (Agreement) | 














| must choose the Bill, he offered strenu- 


| into law. 


| with which he so often (as Mr. 


| acted 


' al 
BI RY, while Cars ta aon the movers | as soon as ‘might be. The ses re- 


of Amendments had no desire to wreck ceived the news with loud cheers; but 
| the Bill, begged the Governme nt to help | if, as I gather, 


the system concerns a 
pe to make it a better measure. | kind of inden tured “tweeny,’ there will, 
Lord Prrr (now Secretary of State for iI fear, be gnashing of teeth among 
tt — promised careful consideration | Celestial housewives. 

f Amendments, provided that they did Like Ceci Ruopes after the JAMESON 
not touch the Treaty. But, encouraged | Raid, the Prime Minister has decided 
perhaps by Lord Lanspownxe’s admis- | to “let resignation wait” 
sion that if it eame to a choice between 
their Amendments and the Bill they 
in the form of a vote of confidence. 
will be in his place on Monday 
3rd, in order to receive it. 


ous opposition to Lord SumMNEr’s pro- 
posal to make the Ulster “month” run | 
the date of its passage 
The Amendment was 
eventually defeated by 96 to 87 

Lord ULiswater treated the 
Lords to a little of the humour 


f.. 
irom 


LowTHER) delighted the Com- 
nons, in urging the desirability 
of abolishing the now antiquated 
loctrine of “duress.” He quoted 
the ruling of Mr. Bumble, who, 
on being informed that the law 
presumed that Mrs. Bumbi 
under his direction, re- 
marked that ‘‘the law is a ass, 
a idiot. If that’s the eye of the 
law, the law’s a bachelor.” 

The Law Lords apparently 
did not approve of Lord Unts- 
WATER’s dictum, “We are all 
Bumbles now ;” for Lord Buck- 
MASTER Offered uncompromis- 
ing opposition to his proposals ; 
and the Lonp CHANCELLOR, while 
not bold enough to claim that 
he himself employed marital eo- 
ercion, was of opinion that such 
control was still exercised by 
husbands of humbler rank. Sup- 
port came, however, from Lord 
\BERDEEN, who told how, 
than two centuries ago, a Seotch 
Lord Chaneellor resigned sooner 
than enforce an Act which made 
husbands responsible forthe non-attend 
ance of their wives in church. 

This, the first day of Spring accord- | 
ing to the Calendar, 
day of Winrerton—on the Treasury | 
Jench—and a very much more genial | « de ling with the Boundary Commission 
début he made. The House has always | should be referred to the Judicial Com- 
had a soft place in its collective heart | mittee of the P rivy Couneil. On this 
for one who was for some years its | peg other Peers managed to hang a 

“baby,” and who still looks like a boy ; | long ¢ discussion as to the propriety of 
and many were the congratulations \! aw Lords taking part in political de- 
tendered to him. The new Unper-|bate. With more harmony than they 
SECRETARY FOR INDIA acquitted hale 

| 


more 


THE 


NEW MAHARAJAH 


Lorp Pre. 


AND 


AND Lorp WINTERTON. 


| Wednesday, Mareh 22nd When t] 
| Committee stage of the Irish Bill was 
Lord Mipieron moved an 
| Amendment providing that any dispute 
as to the interpretation of the Article 


| resumed 
was also the first | 


comenuiiedienh ryin theirlegal: lecisions 
self very well, but I think he was not|the Law Lords themselves expressed 


sdbceuther sorry when the Speaker} the opinion that there was no reason 
ruled that Captain ELLiot's inquiry as| why they should not. Only Lord 
to “the present value of a lakh of| HaLpANE was hostile: but, when he 
rupees ” required notice. expatiated 





on the undesirability of 
The CoLontan Secrerary announced | attempting to be at once Judge and 


that the system of mui fsai,now flourish-| Politician, Lord Satassury disabled his 
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Commons will give him a safe-conduct| tempted to agree, but as a patriot | 
He | thought it would be a misfortune if the 


, April} | 





HIS MAHOUT., 


ie} that Generals DentkKIn and Wra 


| 
and to go} 


|to Genoa, provided that the House of | as his deputy ” Mr. 
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judgment by bluntly ejaculating, “ You 
do it.’ 

The Commons are still speculating as 
to whether, in the coming Genoa Resolu 
tion, the stress is to be laid on “confer. 
ence”’ or “confidence.” Sir W. Joyxson- 
Hicks thought, or, atany rate, said, that 
“our valuable PremiER” might be more 
usefully employed at home. As « t} 
unfortunate individual who has to act 
CHAMBERLAIN was 


country were deprived of the intluence 
which the Prime Minister wields in 
these Councils. 

In the debate on the Army | 
Estimates Sir L. Wortiixcros- | 
Evans outlined an ingenious | 
plan for preserving the tra ns | 
and esprit de corps of cavalry | 
regiments, by reducing the num 
ber of their squadro 
of disbanding them altogether, | 
But why does he not ext it. | 
to infantry batta ions ? 

Thursday, March 23rd.-— 
monumental serenity of thi 
Lords was shaken this 
by an incident unique in my ex 
perience. Lord PEL was labori 
ously resisting an Amendment 
designed to associate the 8 
ern Senate with the elected 
Chamber in the provisiot 7 
liament of Ireland. Lord Can. | 
son ventured an interjection. | 
* Order, order!”’ 
orary 





said the ten p 
Leader of the House. 


“Order, you!” retorted Lord | 
Carson, for all the world as if | 
he were Mr. STANTON, and Lord 
Crawrorp Mr. Jack Jones. | 
Shocked, I suppose, by this 


painful episode the Peers were 
unequal to the task of taking 
the Third Reading of the Lrish 
sill to-night. 

Reports in the Italian Press 
NGEL 
were planning a new rising in Russia | 
came to the receptive ears of Lieut.- | 
Commander KenwortHy, who forth- 
with framed a Question. Mr. Harms- 
WORTH'S statement, that the Foreign 
Office had no information bearing out 
these rumours, and that General Dent- 
KIN was living in Brussels, did not, I 
fear, allay the gallant Member's 


hensions. 


appre- 


+ suspi 


the 


Brussels ?”? he murmured 
ciously. se Why, that 
sprouts come from.” 
Mr. SHorrr announced that the «is- 
bandment of the women police Is to 
begin at the end of this month in order 
that the required savings may be 
effected. It 1s odd, by the way, that 
the Gepprs Committee should have 


=] wher 








en nme 
nemee 


ee 
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“THAT 


} Horn handed One. 


allowed the police 
retrenchment. 


matrons to escape | 
There are no fewer than | 


os ; 
eighteen of these ladies permanently | , 


| atlached to police-stations, each draw- 
ing a whole guinea a week, while some | 
ten van-matrons receive from ten to 
eighteen shillings weekly, in addition | 

| to being accorded frequent joy-rides to | 

Holloway in “ Black Maria.” 

Sir Ropert Horne refused to exempt | 
meinbers of ericket-clubs from paying | 
entertainment-tax, on the ground that 
it is impossible to discriminate between 
one kind of entertainment and another. 
But is cricket an entertainment at all ? 
Watching two stone-wallers on a grey 
day, with an east wind blowing, I have 
myself thought it more in the nature | 
of a religious exercise. 


| 
| 
| 





From ah bookseller’s catalogue : — 


“Tans ry, Robert, 
| Personal narrative.” 


Peace negotiations ; 


And now we should like to hear the 
views of Mr. GkorGcE LAnsInG, the well- 





known editor of The Daily Herald. 
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’'s THE SORT O’ JOB AS’D SOOT ME, 


MRS. MILES’S SELF-HELP. 


In 
The Daily Chronicle, Mrs. Eustace 
blames the morning meal for matutinal 
peevishness ‘The lighter the breakfast the 
clearer the brain,’’ she observed to the inter- 
It since 1 have 
best breakfast is no 


is vears seen a 


rhe 


viewer. 
breakfast-table. 
breakfast.’ 
: 
g 
the brain 
cheerfully 
refrain! 
But a notable dictum she further lets 
fall: ; 
“The best of all breakfasts is nothing 
at all.” 
Then why stop at 
logical Punch 
Would also impose an embargo on 
lunch, 
And boycott the habit of five-o clock tea, 
A gluttonous extra, as all must agree. 
Like the Snark, in the poet’s delectable 
lay, 
We should all of us “dine on the follow- 


ing day,” 


runs Mrs. Mubxgs’s 


How 


breakfast ? 





lanaa: 9 
| And aim at d 


an interview with a correspondent of | 


MILES | 


i 
| 


| 


The 


CHARIVARL 055 | 


L____* | 


MATE—FITTIN' ON LIpIES’ ‘ats! ” 


the cruppe} 
a rigid and total abstention from 
supper. 


By 


This blesséd arrangement, if elosely one 


looks, 


slodging Black Care from | 


Dispenses with kitchens and ranges | 


and cool 


«Pus lighter the breakfast the clearer | It simplifies life and encourages thrift, 


(nd, seeing the race is to-day to the 
swift, 

It follows 
master 

Who starts by commanding the speed 
of the faster. 


that he will be ruler and 


ne a . ‘ 
“The bridesmaids wore fro rlue 
georgette trumined 


pale pink rost V\ 


ks of powde) 
with girdles, and sprays of 
th hair to match.” 

Local Paper. 


We do not care for pale pink hair. 
] | 


Underneath a picture :— 
“Mr. —— digging for worms on the 
immediately prior to breaking his fast.” 


L cal Daper. 


satids 





| Does nobody love him ? 


| 
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NUANCES OF FICTION. 


ir was my privilege the other even- 


ing to be consulted by a novelist of | 
eminence as to what he should call | 
certain characters in his new story, and | 
anyone listening to our discussion could | 


never again adopt Juliet's lighthearted 
attitude with regard to the significance 
ofnames. “ What's in a name?’ isa 
question that may be scoffingly asked 
on a balcony on a warm night in Verona; 
but in my friend's study in chilly March 
n London the problem becomes acute. 
Then, there is everything in a name. 

This is the kind of thing that hap- 
pe n¢ dad. 

“I've got a girl,” he said, “about 
twenty-two, modern, pretty, mischiev- 
sus, with red hair. ‘Tall and slender. 
What shall I call her?” 

“ Many modern girls are called Peggy 


or Betty,” I said, after long and careful | 


thought. 
She’s not so frivolous as that.’ 
“ Well, then, Nancy?’ 
“No, she's not Nancy ; 
OO well,” 
* Olive?” I queried. 
of Olives now.” 
«“ Didn't I mention that her hair is 
red ?”’ 
Very well, then, Anne.’ 
“No, Anne's impossible. L know 
an Anne.” 
«“ What about Eleanor?” 
“ Didn’t I say she was mischievous ‘ 
Kleanors are never mischievous.” 
‘ Sheilaiscoming into fashion,” Isaid 
“Sheila’s impossible in this case 


she dresses 


‘There are | 


) 


The girl’s a Nonconformist minister's 


daughter.” 

“You never told me that,’ I replied 
testily. "” Really I must have the com- 
plete dosster if 1’m to be of any use.’ 

“Very well, then,” he 
hasn't got a dimple.’ 

. Why do you tell me that ?’’ I asked. 

“To help you,” he said. “It would 
make a difference. If she has a dimple 
you can’t call her Matilda, for example, 
or Martha. And if her hairis bobbed you 
can't call her Godiva. 
is illustrated, the name must paint a por 
trait too. Her hair is not bobbed.” 


said, ‘‘she 


“What do you say to Winnie?” 1 | 


asked, 
‘Impossible. She’s too tall.’ 
| 'Phen Clarice”? 
“No, not with red hair.” 
| “What about Posy?” 

* Posy is for a smaller woman al- 
together. Something to pet. This girl 
is rather frightening.” 

* Oh, frightening, is she? 
then, Pauline.”’ 

‘No, not so impressive as that.” 

“Thora, then?” 

“IT ask you,” 


Very well 


he said scornfully, 
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| would a Thora be pretty ? She might 
| be statuesque or beautiful, but not 
pretty.” 

I suggested Elspeth. 

“No, that’s Scotch. She's very}. ; 
English.” “t THE Candidates were Jones and Brown 
“Ver y well then, Nesta.” Who sought to represent our town, 

[ can’t use Nesta. I know a Nesta.” 
‘Violet? Itcould be shortened to Vi,”’ | <* 
No, I know a Violet.’ Next morning all the papers noted 

‘ But does that matter?” I asked. In bold black figures how we voted, 
“It matters very much. This isn’t! \nd, since from them is nothing hid. 
my first novel, remember. One has to| bey showed exactly why we did 
be very careful.” 


| 

| 

OUR BY-ELECTION. 

“ The voice of theelectors of has inded 
| the death-knell of the Government. 

| Any Anti-Coalition Organ 


Jones (Coalition) was rejected 
And Brown triumphantly elected 





| Severely resolute, we went 


| 
| 
‘ hat <« out araoot ? — 4 . } 
oe at al ou wrench lo vote against the Government 
‘ utely impossible fetading : 
| solutely impo ible. ,| Vowing that it must be displaced 
“IT can’t think of any more names, | Recause we were so sick of Vi 
} 4 } ” — ’ ‘CA Ol 
| =r : ge ea ae | Because we feared the crud cks 
; KNOW a orot Vy. n ss | Of the preposterous G1 DDES Axe 
| ‘You know too many women,” I said. | Because we'd heard the Prewier say 
| | ” he ad itt l <ee ; ‘ ‘ I ] R Say 
a, " ot ae ee The thriving Germans needn't pav: 
| : ni abo Jocel t { red. i 4 : a 
; chen eh tere © ey Because we'd seen the Premier try — | 
ither like that,” he said. “ Yes, j 
. ri _ 2 oe niet ne ws . : . l'o squeeze the stricken Germat s dry; | 
| Jocelyn isn’t bad. Yes, we'll fix it at Because each c Sage See ; 
Jocel You've been very useful to vecause each Costly freak and fad 
Jocelyn, Ou e Ce! ec iselu ( . . ’ } 
: : Of Mr, Fisher made u ud 
ne; do you mind helping me with a eye mad Aeron 
opted eagle =e ge sping ™ vt “) Because we dreaded lest the nation 
man now? I've got a man—the hero, | gy ould be deprived of Education 
" _ . : . , ’ eS Ou s0uca ~ 
in fact. Good-looking, dark, Serious, | Rocause we hated wild extremes | 
{ tigdione ”’ j : . . ul ] 
se Tol We vr | And crazy Socialistie sche 
“John, Si at once. > f 
N, : a oh : chs hed u! Because for us was no attraction 
aah not quite John. John Is { ° : 
ee ne mi ‘tl ‘ * In dull and negative reactio: 
right up to a point, but alter that he) Because we wished a “ Dry nsive ; 
breaks away into son ething less solid, 


: ; hs | Because our beer was too expensive ; 
less honourable, less normal. | 
“Henry?” I suggested. 


No, not Henry. 


Henry, but not much 


| Because well, there were quite a score 


‘ , ee Of admirable reasons more. 
Some of him is} 


He is rather too 


(nd yet, in point of fact, the crown 


modern.’ | Was placed upon the head of Brown 
‘What about Eustace? | Because (we felt it in our bones) 
‘No, he’s better than that. More} Brown was a better man than Jones, 


numan. 
‘ Leonard ‘ 
‘Isn't Leonard a little affected ? ”’ 


* Per haps so,” 








Another Impending Apology. 

: “Lord Haldane addressing a eting ad 
I said; “but not so} mitted the charge of having obtained £4 10s, 
jfrom the Ministry of Labour and £14 from 
“Then why drag Marmaduke in?” } Parish Council on false pret r 


( MY I 
: ocot or. 
he asked sharply. 4 


inuch so as Marmaduke.” 


“This is a serious 


matter, you know.” 


“Congfiratulations to Mr. Guy — on 
passing the Higher Law Exami: 
south Afri Paper. 


“How do 
[ inquired, s f 
“1 know a Maurice.” We gather that the printer had himself 
4 been called to the bar. 


[ expressed contrition. 
you like Maurice?” 


Or Edgar ? 
No, not suitable at all.” — 
* Gerard ?”’ ** RuaGER’ Joy Day 
| * T know a Gerard.’ Forty thousand enthusiasts for the carrying 


oY . — code gave the King a wonderful reception when 
You might dodge the difficulty by | he arrived and walked on to the pitch where the 


| giving him a surname as a Christian | twenty-two players lined up in two rows. 
name,” I suggested; “such as, for in- Sunday Payer. 
stance, Grantley. His friends could| The remaining eight, presumably, were 
call him Grant.” practising at the nets. 

“That’s not a bad idea,” 
“Yes, I think I'll adopt that.’’ 

So if you come across a new novel 
in the autumn with the hero named 
Grantley and a girl named Jocelyn 
in it, you will know whom to thank. 

But I assure you I was glad to get 
the matter settled. What's in a name, 


indeed ? E. V. L. 


ne ssid. “TUBBED. 
By a Rowrna May. 

‘What about doing a bit of work, 
Number Two?’ ‘That’s right, Number Two; 
don't mind stroke. Jab him in the back if he 
gets in your way... .’ "—Daily Paper. 

It would appear from Coach's language 
that “ Rowing Man's” experience has 
been confined to three-oared races. 
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THE TWO 

; | 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

(D; Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) | 

Tue older I get the more I am convinced that critical | 
wit must depend on critical equity if it is to be permanently | 


i} } } = . | 
as well as immediately exhilarating. In this, of course, it 
resembles judicial wit, whose circumstances academic | 
criticism, at any rate, so largely reproduces. Hence I feel 


quite safe in pro 


yphesying 
Epmunp Gossn’'s 


Aspects and Tinpressions (CAasseuu) not 
only the pres sent yvorue which the ‘U vivacity dese rves, but 
the futul re indispensability which their justice ¢ mmands ; 
and I should be eq ially sorry for the coming student who 
should overlook “A Note on Congreve” or “The Foundation 
of the French Academ Ly, and for the contemporary book- 
lover who should miss * Two French Critics’ or ‘“ A Visit 
tothe Friends of Ibsen.” For the rest, the most inveterate 
romantic might well hang his head and then confess the 
Orpheus-charm of Mr. Gosse’s Saecaiaen? ; ‘Ma lherbe and | 
the Classical Reaction,” “The Hotel de Rambouillet,” even | 
“The Writings of M. Clemenceau.’ But it is over an 
English genius, and a ag yi one, that the critic excels 
himself, 


for the fifteen essays of Mr. 


His essay on “George Eliot” is a masterpiece; | 
and n ever more so than when it ene with that 


sybil’s” sober and sobering philosophy 
railway-station,”’ says Mr. Gossr, 


‘thickset | 
‘Death, the final | 
Tcintacel nd; she 
her map, and gathers her p! operty eit her | 
to be re ady When the train shall stop. 


sees 1f on 


The Hi Of Lfre d Ri udd (C OLLINS) as tol l by Mr. IS. 
V. Opt is a pha Bis. one. He failed as a bank-clerk and = 
and succeeded as a music-hall comedian, | 
though we leave him at the beginning of his career and | 


’ } 
j have to believe in his great suecess on what is perhaps | 
| rather insu | 


flicient evidence. But it is not our Alfred (who, ! 









| (Seckxer), a latter-day variant of 
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QUEUES. 


a hm 


teache 


s a pleasant enough ass), but his Hmma (a school 
r, a B.Se., and a dear) who is the outstanding 
it of this promising first novel—Amma with her 
half-educated but entirely genuine ‘ scientific” 


g outlook on 
life, her wisdom, 


- 4 +} oN 
fidelity and motherliness: a most attractive 
piece of woi 


| She is, indeed, such an improbably nice 
person that l fe 


1 } J 
el sure her original exists somewhere, and 
} m on J - 9 » 1 4 _— sé ‘? ~— 
L wish her luck. Mr. Opie can make a scene “go” and 


handles with no little skill his hero’s unfortunate entangle- 
ment with Jane, the bad lot, without altogether at stroying 
our sympathy with that very odd young woman, victim of 
tempt ‘rament Some queer spe llings and strange sentences 
(readers for the press are not all quite what they were, | 
think!) might well be revised, and perhaps Mr. Opte’ 

minor characters, Beamish the traveller, Sankey the super, 
and the pseudo-romantie little cad of a hairdresser, Simon 
Stubbs, run too much to a vague freakishness. but there 


/is much good stuff in this novel. 


I have always understood that what Sr. Paun calls 
‘visions and revelations of the Lord” were sent to forward 
heir recipients’ progress in virtue; and that if glimpses of 
he supernatural resulted in Schwdrmere?, or sin, they were 
he work of the Devil. On this hypothesis there is no 
doubt whatever concerning the origin of The Secret Glory 
the Holy Grail revealed 
in a Welsh farm-house to the boy Ambrose Meyrick and his 
father; although its exposition is accompanied (if I may 
credit Mr. ARTHUR Macuen) by a vision of * The Mystery 

{ Mysteries.” Ambrose, still harping on his mystic experi- 

nees, is sent to an exquisitely odious public school, where 
he becomes first a cowed and isolated dreamer and last a 
furtive and malicious rebel. Both reverie and rebellion 
are natural enough, the school being what it is, but they are 
not particularly creditable to a devotee of ‘* The Mystery of 


+ 
( 
‘ 
l 
? 
u 























| unconvincing martyrdom at the hands of “ miscreants” 
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| Mysteries.” Nor is a liaison with a sympathetic parlour- 
| maid, though this is set down as part and parcel of the | 
Nor is Ambrose’s subsequent career, which | 


“ wonders.” 


i 


continues a marvel of irresponsibility until his extremely | 


in 


| Asia. And, talking of irresponsibility, I cannot help wish- 


| 


ing that Mr. Macnen himself, who shows considerable 


| savage humour in his guerilla campaign against the Public 


School system, would oceasionally come to closer grips with 
one or other of the problems his extravaganza has evoked 


The Official History of Australia in the War of 1914-18 


(Anaus AND Ropertsoy) is liberally designed to be, as far | 


as any book may, a record worthy of its subject. The first 


| of the six volumes that Mr. C. E. W. Bean is writing takes 


the story no further than May, 1915, the end of the first 





not to the liking of everybody, but to assert that an! 
intelligent body of men regarded him as very stupid seems | 
to me supremely ridiculous. To quote again from the pre- | 
face: “In many ways faulty and distorted, this book has 
been written remembering that Eton is beyond laudatioy | 
or dispraise.” Has any school ever reached such sublime 
heights that it is beyond praise or blame? I like Mr. | 
Lestir's loyalty, but disapprove of his way of exhibiting it, 
If Eton, in the years of which he writes, was what his hero, 


Peter Darley, found it, [ do not think that any level-minded 


man or woman would assert that it was beyond criticism, | 
Mr. Lest has many gifts, but they are more usefully | 


employed in recording facts than in attempting to em- | 
| broider them with fiction. | 





Lady Agatha (LoNGMANs) was an elderly lady \ 


o lived 














phase of the Gallipoli campaign, [_—___ pen . : : at Tintagel in a castle (neither 
| and its character is indicated | ==—=—=— = FIX —= —~ iS Kine Arruur’s nor tel, as | 
when one mentions that it in- LZ SEO we > 7 = = SS | you might have supposed) and 
cludes a glossary of some two Liss” — > eae wrote, according to Miss Bra- 
hundred technical terms, and | 772 ROWS | prick Cxasx, a touching hist ry | 
about an equal number not only | 7 Min ARTME | of how she cheated her nephew 
of maps and illustrations, but | 7 Arthur and his cousin Alys into | 
also of acknowledgments of in- each thinking the other some. | 
debtedness to friends of the one else, with the happy result | 
‘author. The total of pages is that they fellin love with each 
nearly seven hundred, and about | other and married. {rthur is 
| half of them are devoted to the | the Harl of Trewithen, with an 
single great day of the landing | | estate and no money, and Alys, | 
on the peninsula, So thorough | newly arrived from Australia, 
a treatment necessarily involves an heiress whose father, as 
a great mass of detail, and it | | fathers constantly books; 
has rested entirely with the | | has left his money merely | 
author whether it should be | deserving objects unless the} 
detail to kill or detail to make | cousins marry. N ro or | 
alive. Congratulations, then, } heroine could of c in sueh } 
that in describing, with a min- cireumstances dream of falling | 
uteness one has nowhere else | in with the arrar nt, so | 
seen quite equalled, a fight of | Alys is passed off on -trthuras | 
the most bafilingly intricate na- Lady Agatha’s com , and 
ture, he has not smothered his | Arthur is introduced to Alys as 
subject in mere enumerations, | “Tieutenant Trev he 
but has succeeded in building | happens to be in Navy 
it up to a living whole. With- | and the plot works most satis: | 
out ever becoming melodramatic | factorily. Then follow wed- 
he has managed to take us be- - ding bells and Lady Avgatha’s 
yond the point where other War “Do See SRK BOSR PEAR EOGee «28 SAFE? MY | de ith, told by Art] 1a style | 
| js : FRIEND IS GOING TO POGO : ?.% 
| histories have too often broken ! z so exactly like his 1 lative’s | 








off, and that is where, in the heat of battle, the human 
element came to show through the disciplined machine. 
~ a : 

To be sure he had magnificent material of men and achieve- 
ments to work on. His second volume, which presumably 
will deal with the second great Anzac attempt and the 
evacuation, will be awaited with increased interest. 


In The Oppidan (CuHarto anv Wipes) I think that Mr. 
SHaxkE Lestir has fallen between two stools with a re- 
sounding thump. He would have been better advised to 


| have given us a history of Eton during the last year of the 
| nineteenth century and the opening years of this, but he 


has elected to write a novel. He admits his difficulties in 
his preface: “It only remains to say that, in dealing with 
| a past period now historical, the names of such as Warre 
Hornby and Miss Evans have proved too great to pseudo- 
nise.” I find satisfaction in the word “ great,” for WaRRE 
is not dealt with over-tenderly in this volume. Is it, for 
instanee, fair to say of him that “he was regarded by his 
| admiring and loyal staff as the soundest but stupidest man 
_theyknew”? What Warre stood for at Eton was admittedly 





that I was driven to conclude that, like 
other things, it was a family peculiarity among 
Trewithens. Miss Cuase calls her book “A R 
Tintagel,” yet the most romantic part of it is not 
but a preface, in letter form, and the hero is the Editor of | 
The Daily Graphic. I quite agreed with Mr. Punch when 
he said, many years ago, that, as a class, editors are “ the | 
nicest mannered men,” but this Editor’s telegram to Miss | 


ih many 
he noble | 
mance Ot 


, } 
the story 


4 


Cuask, when her story began to appear in his newspaper— 
‘Congratulations on the coming out of Lady Ayatha. She 


carries herself well’—soars to heights of kindness and 
sympathy such as I had never hoped to see attained. 








in 1893, 
a! Paper. 


“He [Lord Pre) was called to the bar of the Inner Templ 
and preached for five years in the Midland Cireuit.”—) 


} 
We trust he practised what he preached. | 





, | 
“The woman curator’s axolotl, however, has made an experiment 








on its own account. Ina moment of wild adventure it swallowed three 
peebles,”— Daily Paper. 
On the principle of “ Gie me Peebles for pleesuve! ' 


———— 
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ler 
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of } 
en 
he 


he 
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| the letters of 


| Sir Percy Scotv. 


ing in consultation with 


9 ~_¢ 
} Macistrates. 


; been found abandoned at 


coercion, 


iQ ~ as al 
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| the advertiser has never been asked 

parvieunrinar= ; | point-blank for his ineome-tax round 

« Genoa, where the Conference is to| about Quarter-day. 
e ° . , | p 
be held, is a place of sunshine, health- | 
and 
scenery, dec lares a morning paper. 
other paper would describe it, 
it is “the Italian Thanet.”’ 
% 


giving sea - breezes picturesque ‘It is estimated,” announces a weekly 
journal, “that sixty thousand elephants 


are killed every year in order to supply 
the world with ivory.’ This, of course, 
is easily beaten by the number of pigs 
slaus l eacl keep the 


acn 
crocodile-purse trade from dying out. 






tis now denied that the plesiosaurus 
has red hair. In Die-Havrd circles this 
dément?, coming on the eve of the 
Genoa Conference, 1s with 


suspici n. * 


year to 





Soviet delegation to Genoa, 
| says The Morning Post, have been pro- 

| vided with evening As the con- 
The Boatswain's Mute, by Dame | ference is not astate affair daggers will 
Eruen Suytu, is described as a musieal! not be worn 


regarded The 


, dress. 


‘DON CHARIVARI. 
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It was prophesied that March would 
go out like a lamb this year. We think 
it must have been one of those in cold 
storage. * 

TheChairman of the Southend Enter- 
tainments Committee announces that 
trees and lamps are sliding down the 


cliffs. No other seaside resort seems 


to have thought of this form of Easter 
attraction. 


According to a weekly paper hothouse 
strawberries are now often hired for 
parties, for show purposes only, and it 
is considered unmannerly to eat them 
at their present price. All the same, 





version ot a sea story | 
by Mr. W. W. JAC OBS. 
It iS hoped that late 
on she will try 
she can do with one o 


Admiral 


l 
} 
ya t 
What 
| 


A rumour is current 
thatthis year the Hang- 
ing Committee of the 
Royal Academy is act- 


the Brighter London 





rested for being drunk 
lamip- 
er 
ninth appear 
re tne London j 
Surely it} 
} to ha “cy. | 
n up Sie pro 
ioters of the Brighter | 


don scheme to ar- 


climbing 
posts, recently 
his forts 

ance bef 


+ 





, , _ 
l0CAL SCANHAL-1IC 


M isfer (Ve nding the 


oLp Mr. MacNaB A DEEPLY RELIGIOUS MAN, 


range a little jubilee for 
ext appearance. = | ” 
6 | YoU TO ACCUSE HIM O!} FAITH. 
| ry} ci ; “ wrt LTP tar 
mask to ker po | Lhe Gossip. AH, WEI L, Stir, I M AY! 
, } ° \boo His FAITH AN THEN WEARS BRACES 
aust nas deen invented __..___ 
for housewives during spring-cleaning. 
\n antiseptic sieve throug! 


LACK OF 
SUSPEECIOUS 0’ A 
AN’ A 


BLLT 





| secause a neighbour called her a 
) which | “ enck o” a Los Angeles woman has 

few well-! been awarded sixty pounds damages by 
chosen remarks during these operations | the Courts. Nothing is said about any- 


a watching brief for the 





os - _ . 
husbands might address a 


body nNaving 
bird. 


iS vet to be produced, | 
; ] | 
The Ford car used by thieves wv ho| 
broke into a Clapham Road house has! “It is the 
| ch. | drives the worker into the cities,” 
Jit! Mv. Henry Hatsame in The Daily 
yp a plea of | Ne We thought 1 be 
pict long before ludo, whist-drives and an 
oceasional meeting of the Rural Dis- 
Saw-lish, we are toid, oiten exec ‘ec | trict Council would begin to pall on 
feet In len ith, The se W yuld | the c¢ untry side. 


: ae 
lack of excitement 
Shoreuit Says 


an accomplice 


C harged with being 


is said that the car put would not 


twenty 


make excellent live-bait for some of] 
the anglers we have heard catching “ An effective leather dressing, BAYS 
fish in the club smoke-room. fa household hint in a contemporary, 


can easily be prepared at home.’ 


‘Whi strap and await the 


és Deenl ea 
y stammer?” asks a weekly | You just 


vertisement. It is evident that | bov’s return. 


1 { 
SeLe¢ a 





that | 





nger), “I HAVE ALWAYS FOUND 
AND ] THINK IT IS VERY | 


MAN 
AT THE SAME TIME.” 


} 
| 





= in these free-and-easy 
days, it is just as well 
to engage a detective 
ito wateh the stuff. 
| Bull-fights have been 
prohibited at Cannes. 
- |The promoters of the 


jhave also been advised 
not to think of taking 


on tour when its run 
in its present 


is ended. 


theatre 


Colonel Witu1am E. 
Woop, of the New York 
Police Reserve, is re- 
ported to have said that 
ihe had deliberately 
iasked London police- 
|men “fool” questions, 
}which were invariably 
| answeredwith courtesy. 
| We wonder if he tried 
ithem with What isthe 
fuse of a battleship?” 

* * 
| Dr. Minton A. NoBLEs 
lpredicts that when the 
'sreater part of Europe 
is destroyed by voleanie disturbance the 
shock will be felt in the United States. 
We certainly foresee a tremor in Wall 


THAT TALKS 


Strect. 


‘Tartan s 
with a 
writer, 


( ks are likely to be popular 
fashion 
‘raser’ 


certain ¢ lass, 


“especially the ‘ Hunting 


SaVS A 


iTartan.” Our own choice in cheerful 
hosiery is the “ Golfing Lauder.” 

Isa was charged with stealing a 
hearthrug from the front of Messrs. ——’s 
shop. He was seen to take the rug and walls 
away.” --P al Paper. 


An age vated case ol ‘ shoplifting.” 
would 
milit wry 


those of 


“M. Poinearé said the Gove 
do the utm to ensure that 
estimates for £1,923 did not ex 
£1,922."—Indian Paper. 

M. Porxcaré must 


rninent 
the 


eed 


try again. 





Spanish-Moroecan War | 











| environment 
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GENOA AND THE PRESS. 
[The Italian Government has been lavish 
in its arrangements for the accommodation of 
Press Correspondents at the Genoa Confer- 
ence. A palace has been placed at their dis- 


posal, replete with every convenience and lux- 
ury, including furniture ordered by Pivs XI. 
when he was Archbishop of Mirman and can- 
celled on his election as Pope. In this ‘‘ casa dei 
giornalisti,’’ with its high Papal associations, a 
bar is now being installed. It would be wrong 
to impute any ulterior motive to the hospit- 
able authorities, yet they may naturally hope 
that the attitude of their guests towards the 
Conference will be favourably affected by their 


Tuey little know the stuff of which 
Our Press is made if they conclude 

That dukely purple, rare and rich, 
Could undermine its rectitude ; 

That marble halls with friezes decked, 
Or arras in their sleeping quarters, 

Could from their sense of Right deflect 
Our incorruptible reporters. 





For those whose patriot feet have 
swerved 
Never from Duty’s thorny path 
Some plainer setting would have served, 
Some common inn without a bath; 
Integrity, where’er it beds, 
Will shrink from faking myths and 
mock-tales, 
Whether in attics neath the leads, 
Or in a casa stiff with cocktails. 


Why all this waste of regal cheer ? 
A cheap hotel would meet the case 
Of such as have their orders clear 
To slight our chief in Europe’s face ; | 
Palaces cannot change their game; 
There, too, the anti- LLoyp-GEoRGE 
reader 
Will find his organ still defame 
The honesty of England’s leader. 
O.S. 
THE STYMIE. 


: ; in 
I was, I admit, pleased with myself. 


| 








I had beaten the Colonel by no less | 
than four up and three to play, and the | 
Club Secretary had said to me, when | 
we returned to the club-house, that, if I | 
went on like that, I'd pretty soon have} 
my handicap reduced to twenty-four. 
All this—and perhaps a little more—I | 
had told Mollie during tea; but her| 
interest had been languid until I 
chanced to mention that the Colonel 
had stymied me at the fourteenth hole. 

“ What's ‘stymied’?” asked Mollie, 
arresting a yawn. 

Now I was so charmed by Mollie's 
intelligent question—for hitherto be 
tween us twain (otherwise in perfect 
accord) there had been a great golf 
fixed—that I determined to spare no} 
trouble in elucidating the matter to| 
her. Therefore I threw back the north 
end of the tablecloth, exposing the (ap- 
propriately) green table-cover beneath. 


| 
| 


j}match, isn’t it? 


1 Cr 


Women are like children, they must be | 
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shown things; besides I wanted to show 
her. 

“T'll explain,” I said, “by ocular 
demonstration. Let's suppose that 
this "—and I tapped the table-cover— 
“is the fourteenth green, and you and 
I are playing a match. Here "—and, 
stretching back my hand to the writing 
table, 1 took the ink-well out of its stand 
and placed it on the green—“is the 
hole; this ""—and I selected a lump of 
sugar out of the basin and put it within 
six inches of the hole— is my ball. 
And this’’—putting another lump of 
sugar on the edge of the green—“ 1s 
yours. Do you follow?” 
, Mollie nodded eagerly. All her 
anguor had gone. She actually clapped 
ver hands. I glowed responsively. 

«“ Now then,” I began. 

“ But,” interrupted, “it’s a 
Oh, do say it’s the 
final of an awfully important match !” 

“All right,” I agreed indulgently 
“it’s the final of a mateh. Now——’”’ 

“ But ifit’sa tinal there would surely 
be a crowd of spectators,” she urged. 


] 
I 


she 


“Oh, I think we can imagine them,” | 


I suggested a trifle testily. 

a | said Molly firmly. “1 
must see them or else they won't be 
there. Look! Here they come!’ 

I leaned back in my chair with a 
Vy sigh. The whole thing seemed 
degenerating into child’s play; 


can’t, 


ad of a scientific demonstration of 


one of the { 


most ticklish golfing prob- 
lems, the lesson was fast assuming all 
the characteristics of a nursery bur- 
lesque. j 

“Come, come,” I snapped, for my 
patience was on the ebb 

But Molly, unperturbed, continued 
marshalling the spectators at the edge 
of the green. Innumerable little blobs 


r 


| of bread (so she assured me) represented 


the rank and file; a bit 
was the Scots professional, MacGrouch; 
chocolates were flapper enthusiasts 
(who all wanted me to win); a minute 


portion of the last crumpet was the | 


Vicar, and a bit of crust Colonel Cursit. 
“ And these,” she declared finally, put- 
ing a morsel of gingerbread near the 


a 
Le) 


_ 


hole and another morsel near her ball, | 


the 
€ 


ire our caddies. Yours is a bit 


|crumbly, because, of course, he’s ner- | 


vous. Now, then, I’m ready. What 
do I do?” . 

I was struggling to regain my original 
attitude of indulgent instructor when 
Mollie threw 2 
of incipient 


irritation. 
“Qh,” sl 


she cried in dismay, “ wait 
We haven't 


] 


got 
ursi It always goes with 

ks, doesn’t it? To find 
other people's lost balls, you know, and 
bring them back to the Colonel, so he 


; ; 
him to 


| “Very well,” I said: “ aim for thi 


of shortbread | 


Colonel 
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999 


ean sell them back to the people who 
lost them. There’—and bit a 
chocolate flapper in half, exposing its 


she 


pink interior—* that’s the spaniel: 
the pink part’s its tongue, all lolling 
eagerly for a lost ball. Now go on: 
I'm waiting.” 

Her smile was so disarming that ] 


could not help smiling with her. 
“Well, then,” I conceded, “ you 
mine and the hole, so that it prevents 
my holing-out next That’ 
what laying a stymie is.” 
Mollie, laughing excitedly, seized 
teaspoon. ; 


stroke. 


a 
“This is my stick,” she an- 








nounced. Of course J had not intended 
that she should use a club at all in this 
miniature demonstration. I thought 


ishe would just flick the ball with her 
| finger and that I would guide it to tl 





object is to place your ball between | 


LO bLNe | 


‘desired spot. But somehow I couldn't 
| find it in my heart to disappoint her. 


18s; 


land I indicated the styvmie tion. 
| , 7% ’ : . 
| Mollie addressed the ball bv t ipping 
; pping 
}it repeatedly on the summit with her 
stick. And each time she tapped she 
i } ile 
| chuckled. 
| “Right!” she cried at last. “ Look 
lout!” 
She measured the distance carefully. 
leaned forward over the tabl In 


vite of my kindly disdain for the affan 


iI 
|8I 


was conscious of a slight degree of 
excitement. Suppose, by some chance, 


ishe really did lay me a stym 


might prove to be the nucleus of a 
lasting and intelligent interest in goll 
| My excitement increased. Mollie flour- 
jished the tea poon. 

| “Go!” she cried. (I sup} dear 


‘Fore !"”) 


ignorant child, she meant 


The teaspoon fell. 


Her lump of sugar, I mean her ball 
rose, described a graceful are and tlopped 
fair and square into the ink- pot—I mean 
the fourteenth hole. And some of the 


ink spurted into my face, and some of 
it on to my collar, and a little 1 
| nose and the remainder into ny mouth 
| “Hurrah!” cried Mollie. ‘Goal! 
I’ve won!” 

And she popped Colonel Curs t” 
spaniel and MacGrouch, the prot 
sional, into her mouth. 


I 
¢ 
; 10 


| “Cash Register wanted for cash, 

| Evening Paper 
Not, as one might have supposed, 

| serve as an incubator. 


me back again into one | 


c of t} er é ilé 


“French Civil servant 
| grades have threatened that unl their «ce 


mands for increased salaries are inted they 
| will refuse to perform their dut except on 
lines of strict honesty and truth.” 

] ly Pay 


The public is bearing up bravely undet 


ithe shock. 
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NATHANIEL!” 


ORATION. 


“ HOME 


T 


Turk (to Lord Ct RZON). 


5 





a] 
4 
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THE Ri 


THE 








| 
i 
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/ mine to refuse if I 


shown great friendliness to William 








~ S SS Ss 
REVOLUTION IN THE NURSERY 


Grandmother, “WAT 18 THE MEANING OF THIs, UrnsvuLa?” 


~ 
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Ursula. “Wer’'RE 80 PED UP WITH THIS EVERLASTING GROUSING OF THE ELDERS AT TH! 


DECIDED TO GO THE WHOLE HOG.” 


illiam ?” I asked at last. 


THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWN are 


Soper, stern and Seotch, the innocent 


YOUNGSTEI 





i THAT Babs Anp 


victim of post-war unemployment, Wil- | verandah and called to the malis, whose | (3) the sentimental meaning 


liam came to us from Calcutta, sent by | conversation was just audible across 
the Ex-soldiers’ Union to drive and keep the compound, 
our modest ear. | “Pessady, you fellows! here's the 
He reminds me of Worpswortn’s|Vemsahib shoutin’ awa and canna hear 
conception of Duty. jhersel for the row yer makin’. Wull 
“A rod 
: 
' 


ye kindly pessady a bittock ? Now 
lo check the erving and r prove ” “ 


they're rinning over tae me! IJ1l/y, 
he may be (I faney that our Indian | lly, ye fules, 1 dinna want ye here! | 
servants commonly find him so), yet | Nay, nay! Haud yer row, that’s a’, 
“flowers laugh before lim on their) Shut up. Git hack t’ ver werk. Ay, 
beds,” and from the time that he tacitly I that ‘s et.” , 
assumed control my garden has heen a| Pessade is, roughly speaking, Tamil | 
thing of joy. When he appeared before | for “ Hold your noise,” and Ille simi- 
me, twisting his topi, to ask for the loan | larly means “No.” One of William’s 
of a few flowers, I 
] 








did not feel them] recommendations had been the know- | 
wa wished. 


lledge he elaimed of our vernacular. 


“"Tis a young leddy in town, Mem—|* A working knowledge,” he ealled it. 
| 
t 


the Police-Sergeant’s gerrl. Tis hei llis tongue loosened by tlris prelim 

berthday, and s ell noo oiten they hey inary exercise, he el rned to my side 

skit me tae supper o’ Sunday nichts, |; nd spoke : 

i thoeht I wad take her a sooyeneet —| * Yon book, Mem, whaw the meanin’ | 

though I canna say Llike them curries.” | 0 the flowers is given... . Mebbe she’ll| b 
Unawed by his severity, the Domi-|hev et ] 


; ; et hersel’, and some o' the mean- | « 
ciled Community of Devipatnam have | ings is fair chronic; et wad be an awfu’ 
|thing tae hev ony musunderstandin’.” 

I told him to take whatever he} Mr. Mookerjee, my 


Wn 


seedsman, is a]| 


by him at all events) to the t 
| thus :— 


Marigold 


ture You are My Dearest 


Browallia 


could you Bear Poveri 7 


Carnation Paek 


Love 


V j/¢ ssitis 
Dung, do not 


Anna » paket eu 


£ aniias pla tu « 


tas 64 


Paket 4 ani 


ferqit nie, 


| &. nail 
| fetched his catalogue and rea 


the 


rat 


mMewning 


many 


_ 


given for the 


vere 


| flowers in our garden, surpris¢ 


doubt fully 


Characteristically William 


Candytuft, 


iear, 


cause Will 


an infirmity tacitly 


trated on these, muttering t 


endefference;: | 
mmbition—no harm in (that. 
I did not offer to lend thec 


lam 


+ 


aoes nk 5 


e suns of Mesopotamia 


Lhe 


1@ Sie 


went off at last, suggest 


and some distinetly unpleas int 


as) 


\ 


ld get a peep at the hook 
wanted, but he still stood on, his topi| thoughtful and methodical person; to| before he set off with his offs 





{ so} 


ttael 


owel 
/ 
; €i 
ce 
loud | 
] 
id | 
en- | 
} 
{ 
» 
it 
n 


| working slowlyround and round. “ Yes, | each item in his list he appends (1) the 
| price of the seed; (2) the variety 
| He stepped suddenly out on to the/or treatment preferred by the pliant; | 


} 
li 


} 
ed 
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“they Anglo- Indians wereawfu’ smart;” 

and I was left with a heavy heart. 
Never before had William shown the 
slightest inclination to gallantry, and 
this looked all the moreserious. We had 
taken him in his interest, but were keep- 
ing him in our own, peace and efficiency 
having marked his reign in motor-shed 
and garden. What were we to do 
without him? But was it inevitable 
that we should lose him ? There is a 
little bungalow in our compound ; the 
roof is unsafe, but if it were shored 
up... 
William had returned with his sou- 
venir. I looked from flowers to book, | 
from book to flowers. 

“Tam sorry, William,” J said, * but | 
it won't do a bit. Some of the mean- 
ings are dreadful. ‘Ambition’ and 
‘Gossip’ don’t matter, I suppose; and | 
‘Innocence,’ ‘ Always Cheerful’ and | 
‘Patriotism’ will do—and, perhaps, | 
‘Unfortunate Attachment.’ ” 

I glanced at him; he did not blush, 
though his face wore a stern anxiety 
that cut me to the heart. | 

* But ‘Aversion,’ I went on, “and 
‘Indifference’ and ‘ You are very Sel- 
fish '"—those must go; and do you think 
‘Your Qualities Surpass your Charms’ 
is quite what a girl likes to be told 
Be 

"« Which wad that be?” he asked 
quickly 

“The mignonette.’ 


He plucked the single sprig of mig- | 














nonette from the posy, walked across 
the verandah and deliberately threw it 
away—his precious, laboriously-cher 


ished mignonette. 








“ And the ‘ Onfortunate attachment,’ r'HE MAN WHO CAME TOO 
Mei »? F | = = — = 

“ Scabious.”’ | «Tis a sheer marvel, Mem, seein’ | 

All the seabious followed the mig-|the delicacy o’ the sweet william in 


nonette. these parts, hoo mony pots that gerrl | 


‘ Best tue be on the sale side,” sald | has managed to rear this last month 
William. and for ever callin’ me tae see them! 
He retied his nosegay and walked off,| 1 am verra pleased tae mek a return 
contemplating it fondly. for ma suppers, but, berthday or no 
“William,” I cried,‘ Aversion! In-| berthday, | dae not wush ony musun 
difference ’!” derstandin’.” 
He did not seem to hear. | 
“T think you ean find something to| Beneath a picture :— 
take their place,” I urged. “There is} «gyir Viree ar 120.—The tortoise in the 
that pot of carnations and there is a| foreground is ‘ Fatima,’ which, although 120 
little browallia left, I think, and I know | yearsold, has provided a surprise at the London 
there are plenty of —of marigolds.” | Zoological Gardens by laying 42 eggs. 
| He stopped. | So like a man! 








ll call no Wumman ma deavest | - ee 
pet,” he said austerely. “The suitable| Froma polo-report :— 
flowers are ensuflicient, Mem, and’twad| « Kashmir who were playing very fast scored 
| he a puir compliment tae tek twa-three | two simultaneous goals.”—Indian Paper. 
| daisies and coreopsis and a bit cress.| One at each end ? 
Mebbe she'll no hey the book and then — 
there *s no harm; and ef she hes aw eel, “ Two stalls will be res¢ rved for Mr. Hilaire 
there ‘ll be no musunderstandin’.” Belloc at the Lyric. . .”~ arent Pape. 

I sat speechless, and at the door he} Surely Mr. Harry Green is confusing 
turned again. Mr. Betioc with Mr. CHESTERTON. 












































K iy (es ' 


SY “ 4 


GEkefY), 


EARLY TO THE TEA-SHOP, 


TARMAC. 


\ MAN may have taken his morning 


| + 14 
| jor 


On the range from the roped corral, 
colt, 


| With a conquering cowboy yell; 


| May have sought for a grip of the big | 


knee pads 
On a bucker of Bush renown, 
With a heartening cheer from the 
station lads 
As the lean little head went down; 
May have got to the end of the Aintree 
course 
On a wild uncertain brute; 


boro’ gorse 
With a lead beyond dispute ; 


appear 
As a blot on his thrusting code— 
And yet set forth with a childish fear 
For a ride on an English road. 


W. H. O. 





| On a pitching, sun-fishing, sage-brush | 
| 


| 
| 


| 
| 
| 


May have led them a gallop from Ranks- 


May have never let Caution’s name | 
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THE STEAM-GIVERS. 
An Epic FRAGMENT. 


Tus is my humble attempt to follow the lead of 


LONDON CHARIVARI. 








[Aprit 5, 1922, 





! 


Mr. 


Atrrep Noyes, who has recently published the first part 


_of an epic of science, called The Torch Bearers. 
work deals with the fathers of astronomy, CorERNi 


His 


US, | 


Kerrier, Gatiteo and so on. Naturally I have not been | 


so ambitious, and instead of stars I have chosen steam. 
may be argued by critics of my poem that some of the li 
read rather as if they came out of The Encyclopaedia Brit 
nica or some technical treatise; but this I contend is 
evitable in an epic devoted to so difficult a subject 
science. And compensation will be found, I hope, in 

song which, following the example of Mr. Noyes in 


It} 
nes | 
an } 
in- | 
as | 
the | 
the | 


case of Copernicus, I have put into the mouth of James | 


Warr. 


through a hundred-inch telescope. 


companies of Great Britain are about to be merged i 
larger groups and to lose their historical names. 


Austere, remote, immeasurably proud, 
And filled with shining levers that control 
The health and happiness of half the world, 
The signal cabin at East Croydon main 
Beckoned me upwards. 

For the signalman 
Had said, “ To-morrow, if you care to see 
The way the London, Brighton and South-Coast 
Directs her passing traflic, you may come ;”’ 
And I said, “ Right-o.”’ 

When I went upstairs 
I found a calmness. More significant 
That calm than all the busy toil below, 
That calm than all the shrieking of the trains 
That strove to rend it. Dominant, serene, 
That signal-box with all its telephones, 
The brain and sinews of a host of arms, 
Prophetically reared or dropped to rest, 
The sun and centre of a host of stars 
That shimmer through the darkness of our ni 
Sole guide to all those intermingling threads 
Of silvern rivers running to the sea, 
Of main and branch lines bounded by the sea 
Fraught with innumerable ballast trains, 
And steering onward to predestined ends 
xpress and ordinary passengers 
There in that box I found a windless calm. 
I saw the needles pointing to “ Line clear,” 
“ Train out of section” or to “Train on line;”’ 
I heard the bells beat, many different bells 
Beating with different tones for “up” and « 
With different pauses in between the bells 
For different trains, carrying cattle and men 
Fruit, meat and milk and perishable goods, 
Breakdowns and empties. 


Wh 


I observed the 
And all the various gadgets everywhere 
Connected with the interlocking frame, 

The levers, red and white and black and gree: 
And tried to understand the lock and block 
System itself; but I was foiled by that. 
Ay! lock and block, ye were too much for 


CLOCKS 


me. 


* This is an exaggeration 


It refers to the 
tho air at Brighton 


salubrious my 
Eastbourne 


Hastings and Bexhill, 


The inspiration of Mr. Noyes’ poem appears to have been | 
an ascent to the Observatory on the Sierra Madre, to look 
I can find no topical 
excuse for mine, except perhaps that the famous railway 





nto 


' 
j 
j 
i 
| 


But as I tried I seemed to hear a voice, 

A voice between the tinklings of the bells, 

That said, ‘‘ We were the fathers; ” seemed to see 
Shadows of those great spirits of the past, 

Silent discoverers, lonely pioneers ; 

And first of all that one who, handing on 

The spark of fire from the immense profound, 
[mproved the stationary steam-engine 

And made it fit for locomotive use. 


He was a great mechanic, was James Warr, 
Of Lowland stock, too weakly as a child 
For regular attendances at school, 
So that quite often, when the school-bell splashed 
The air with sound, he stayed beside the fire 
Much from his mother’s teaching he would lea 
Much from his father’s; but still more he taught 
Himself unaided. 
At nineteen his love 

For making mathematic instruments 
Lured him to London. But, returning thence: 
To Glasgow, Glasgow proved unkind to him 
His more than common capabilities 
Provoking strange hostility among 
The Incorporated Guild of Hainmermen ; 
Till wiser souls than theirs, more apt to see 
How light leaps forth from learning, kn 

springs 


ViecdsY 


Ever from seeking knowledge, not routine, 
Helped the ingenious James and found him a 
Appointment at the University. 


He was a great mechanic, was James Wart 


And whether now, as some would have it first 
Or earlier in the cottage where he toiled 
Beside the firelight, and one day at tea, 
Seeing the kettle’s lifted lid (such power 

The boiling water had to heave the thing 
Upward), he turned his adolescent mind 

To muse upon the motive strength of steain— 
This much is sure that, always murmuring “ St 
And “Steam, more steam,” he hit as in a tlas 
One day‘on that sublime experiment, 

The separate condenser, which o’ereame 

Phe loss of steam inside the cylinder. 


He was a great mechanic, was James Wari 


And ever as he toiled and murmured “ Steam 
lie sang some stave to wile the weary hours 
And break the page, some little stave like th 


In old Cathay, in far Cathay, 
Before the West espied the gleam, 
Philosophers had found no way 
Of fruitfully condensing steam 
With instruments that went by hand 
Their unenlightened path they trod; 
The Chinese did not understand 
The uses of the piston-rod., 


On camel-back from Araby, 
Transporting frankincense and 1) 
The old Arabians failed to see 
Much object ina cylinder; 
But where is Araby by now ? 
She fades away and is forgot, 
While all the world remembers how 
i vas built by Wa 


The lion wanders round at nights, 
Where Jausnip made a marble tow 


The steaim-cngine \ 
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: Mal, | i + Hi)| 
i 1 ‘ese Hel i 
i $ ¥ PS 
' : ' 
a epbl pas peiss se: 
be pe ees ss tse 
; THE COCKTAIL KING, 
“Diana? tegeet iy 2 lee im es ees , 
According to his simple lights Drew to a tranquil and an honoured close 
With merely manual motive power ; At Heathfield, fairly near to Birmingham. 
Dishonoured now is JAmMs#Hip laid And though they say he never would consent! 
: Ps “ 5 . . 4 
In desert courts where once he drank ; l'o smile upon the tractive use of steam 
' 
Ile might have done far more for trac And even put a clause into his lease 
By using my ingenious crank. That no steam-carriage should approach his house, 
: . Yet paved the path for Srevenson to build 
in Babvlon i Babyl } ry . 
Ty cat, een rie Ihe earliest locomotive, 
ney frittered half thew time : y So he died. 
With futile variations on 
Contrivances that did not pay He was 2 great mechanic, was James Warr. Kivor 
For Benvs’ sake they built a shrine, i ae —--- == 
But Be.vs now ts dead and done, « The Highland had changed very raj idly and the itward chat 
} And fly-wheels much resembling mine | acteristics of the Highlander had changed with them. Those twin 
i cann ha neat } ody | enemies of romance, the motor-car and the bowler hat, were gradually } 
Will soon be used in Babylon. j " ™ 5 
| : | roplacing the fine old kilt and the homespun. 


So Singing always as he laboured on, teh Papes Speech ala H ARE Gathering, } 
Wart worked at engines, till at last his life ' For deceney's sake we hope the motor-car is a closed one. 
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day a speaker defied any one present to 








PUNCH, OR THE LONDON 





Urchin (who acts as bool 
rANNER 10 THE BARBER’S 








MR. PUNCH, HISTORIAN (AGAIN). 
WHEN the first two volumes of Mr. 
Punch’'s History of Modern England 


CassELL) appeared last summer and it 


fell to my lot to write 
of Mr. Graves’s skill and discretion 
as the entertaining analyst of thou- 
sands of pages and pictures, I said that 
not the least interesting part of the 
work was the light that it threw on 
Mr. Punch’s own development. 


an appreciation 


om. 
Begin 


ning as a reformer and castigator, he| 
mellowed into an amused observer, not | 


tolerant where abuses were flagrant, but 
no longer making it his first concern 
to seek them. In his early numbers 
savage censure was common; but now, 
although he still has a watchful eye for 


| folly and unseemliness, he is more con- 
| cerned to keep his readers comfortable 
in their armchairs than in inciting them | 


to anger and reform. In short, the 


| powder-magazine has to a large extent 


become the home magazine. The new 


| role, marked in the first two volumes, 
| is more noticeable in the last two. 


In a mixed conversation the other 


WE'LL ’AVE T 





nd has just taken bet fi departing youn 
») "EDGE A BIT. THAT'S TH: 


CHARIVARI. 





j re “tr we ia 7, oo ae ; “' ; 
jsay truthfully that they had ever seen | Mr. Punch in his capacity of une: 


la copy of Punch thr 
jin a railway carriage. 


jcould. “ Punch,” said the man 


issued the challenge—an lhe ought to} 
be placed at once on the Advertisement | 
Staff—‘“is the only paper that never 


. } +} + } 
reaches Lhe Waste papel basket 


P These 
words naturally were pleasant to hear, 
and the phrase has come back to meas 
I have been turning over Mr. GrAvEs’s 
nany pages. One understands why 
Punch should either be kept or passed 
ion and passed on again, because each 
|} number is at once a record and a fore- 
| cast. Also, I hope, a solace; but that 
is not material at the moment. It is 
Mr. Punch’s insight as a social and 


| political commentator that gives him his | 


jspecial position in the world and will 
keep him in it 
b. 


trating sagacity as to his humour. 


genius. As the elegy upon him said— 
iand Mr. Graves pays due respect to 





wn away or left 

° . | 
And nobody 
who} 


| 
was English—who fot 
| joined the Table. Fro 


ithe word * adequate ” 


ir 
m 


then 
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ster). “’Enr, "ENERY, RUN ROUND V 
THIRD TUPPENCE EACH WAY ON ‘Srrmouwuin’ Dats’ 
Laureate - 
| : 
|‘*He brought from tw it 
of botl 
In one f t 
In his ov lk, Du Ma 
| Supreme, without a] 
That undoubtedly was the t1 Th 
has neve! been SO WILE\ ( 
and unmalicious a satirist « f 
and manners, women and m 
GEORGE pu Maurier, both pe 
land pencil, and Mr. Punch never lia 
a greater stroke of luck than ‘1 


rence 


This four-volume work | 1896, when he died, he was a Tower of 
is as much a monument to his pene-| Strength to the paper. Du Mavnien's 
|drawing may never have been superb, | 
The heroes of the later volumes are| as was that of his friend and col 


}in October, 1860, he accepted a contri- 
bution from the young Anglo-1! 
man—his father was a Frenchman, ' 
| wasa naturalised Briton, and his mothe 
years 


] ' , 
leacue, 


Joun Tennietand Georce pu Maurier, | Cuartes Keene: he had no inevitable 
and perhaps Du Maurier in particular. | line and nopower of suggesting the open 
Indeed Vol. III. is a memorial of his | air with a few inspired strokes; artists 
|may not rave about him; but if ever 


could be used 


| of a draughtsman it can be used of him, | 


_ beneath it. 
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He was gloriously adequate; and it was, | 
I think, due to the fact that such a| 
gentleman as LeecH was immediately | 
succeeded by so exceptionally qualified 
and sunny-natured a humourist as | 
Du Maurier, with so much love of fun, | 
that Mr. Punch has secured his unique | 
place in the world’s heart. For they | 
kept him sweet; during an immense 
period of his. life—fifty-five years— 
their kindliness and drollery were to be | 
counted upon. I don’t suggest that! 
without them Mr, Punch would have | 
become atrabilious; one cannot say | 
what would have happened ; but | have } 
always considered it a fortunate circum 
stance that the bitterness of Jerronp's | 
pen in the early years was balanced by | 
the geniality of Joun Lercn’s pencil. 
As I have said, Du Maurier is the 
hero of Volume III., where a great 
number of his drawings are reproduced. | 
His style is too idiosyneratic to miss, | 
even when his signature is illegible. | 
But there are other artists less easily | 
identifiable, and I wish that every pic- 
ture had its creator’s name printed 
An even more serious omis- 
sion is that of the date from the car- 
toons; and when there is a new edition 
of the work—as there must be, for it 
should take its place beside J. R. Green 
-I hope that they may be supplied 
They are an absolute necessity where | 
pictures of a past era are interpolated 
among the letterpress bearing upon 
recent times. There is a good example | 
of the need of a date on one of the very 
last pages of the fourth volume, where | 
we find Mr. Guapstone riding a high | 
bicycle. The only thing to be said in| 
favour of the absence of dates is that 
some very pretty wagers may belost and | 
wonintheattempt to ascertain the exact | 
year in which certain pictures appeared. | 
lhe drawing, for instance, of the school- | 
boy about to be chastised, asking the} 
Headmaster if the bireh has been ster- | 
ilized—when did that appear? My| 
own experience is that the memory, | 
il ways treacherous, is never so untrust- | 
worthy as in this matter of dating ay 
Punch picture. 
One or two minor social developments | 
seem to me to be perhaps somewhat | 





neglected by Mr. Graves. Smoking | 
among women, for example. It was| 


| because I felt that he had a little; 


' unconscious humour: 


i “Smoking j 


| scales with most admirable fairness | 
may say that he does not refrain from 
recording certain instances where Mr. |i 


scamped the growth of this habit that 
pos Stow 

[ turned to his index to collect the 

references and came upon this piece of 

218; Anti-Tobacco Society i, 219; 

by ladies i, 244, 246, ail 


To prove that Mr. Graves holds the 
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FANS FOR ALL SIZES. 








Punch has nodded. As. a historian|of contributing to Mr. Punch’s pages 
Mr. Punch rarely has been at fault, and | week by week: we discover ourselves 
his interpretati n of political situations | to he historians too! Evenl. Itisa 
has often amounted to clairvoyance; | very solemn thought, 1 can assure you. 
itic, especially of novelty, he | Speaking of our History as a whole 

has more than once sadly lacked im-|I would say (in all modesty) that I 
: think of any work from which 

derive at once so much instruc- 


but as a cr) 


a 


agination and prescience. His con- | cannot 


‘ bene tie, 
temptuous reception of Arms and the|one can 


Van by Mr. Sa Aw, cannot be de- | tion and amusement; while it has the 
fended; nor, I fancy, could he eve | additional charm of recalling old times. 
repeat such an act of indiscrimination | ‘I can remember——’’; how many and 
25, ignatthg pane SOLS oe aw 

and crudity. jmany a reader of Mr. Graves’s delight- 


itally, the book is very flatter- 
onout 


| ful volumes will look up from the page 
; yg 


Incidei 
ing to th se of us who have the h ito murmur that! E. Loe 7 
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THE BELLS. 
GouLpDEN bells swinging 
The daffodils run, 
fanging and ringing 
In wind and in sun; 
April’s own head owes 
Its crown to their gold 
Up the mad meadows 
By fallow and fold. 
Ring for a christening 
With carnival mirth, 
Chestnut buds glistening 
And cubs in the earth; 
Babes in the bury 
And babes in the nest 
Gold belis and merry 
Shall ring them in best. 
Ring for a wedding, 
Shy Spring, half a-bloom, 
Soon she ’ll be shedding 
Her veil for the groom 
Summer awaiting, 
[Impatient and young; 
Ne’er can be mating 
Till bells have been rung. 
Ring for a burying 
Softly and slow, 
Charon ’s still ferrying— 
« i] 
All of us go; 


J 


sig 
The 


2 


; 
Lf 
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Intor’s Stidio on 


Show Sunday 
Mapami 


hings and small things,” 


colden bells sigh, 


‘Sorrow ’s in all things 


THE 


And 


daffodils die.’ 








SEAT 


OF HONOUR. 


| My young friend Thomas delights in 
|} what he calls the romance of London, 


| whence 


he does not live t 


| 


convenience to me. 


i¢ 1) 
su S51) 


This simple taste, 


ould be easy to deduce that 
here. 
however, is a great 


For when on his 


occasional visits to town I am privileged 
to be his guide I am not called upon 
to assist in the brightening of London 
by the primitive method of painting it 
ved in his company. 


Instead, [ am cajoled to visit (gener- 
ally for the first time) the various spots 
jassociated with those who are to be 
{found in The Dictionary of National | 
| Biography or, better still from Thomas's | 
|point of view, the novels of CHARLES 


| Dickens. Forhim R inch makes | ..: ; : 
KENS. For him Ruth Pinch makes | with the joy and pride of it. “ Yes, Sir, 
jthe Temple Fountain a never-failing | 


source of delight. 

It was thus inevitable that we should 
sooner or later have found ourselves 
dining at the hostelry once largely 
patronised by one of the Big Names of 


| 


TUSSAUD’S, I8 IT, 


| 
} 


Mum?” 


Literature. 


ject, I was able to retain | 
| while he absorbed the atinosphere ol 


the place in addition to 
selection from the menu. 


with a healthy appetite. 
+] wonder, ” 

‘““which was 

corner ? 


he 
the Great 


“ We'll find out before we go,’ 


mised him; 


a 


mused 


Man's sp 


1< 
IS 


Having read up my 


rene 


Thomas 


never yet found reverence incompat 


pres 


if the Great Man indulged in port 


dinner.” 


History is silent as to this, |} 
the benetit of posterity it may be 
M 


corded that two of 


the Great 
successors did so, and it was when 
port was brought that Thomas's spe 


lations about the favourite corne! 
set at rest, 


‘“ You've got the seat of honou 


night, Sir,” the waiter remarked cor 


respr 
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I pi 


‘but meanwhile | wor 


ty) 


1) 


|dentially to him and set him flushing 


he went on, “that’s where CHARLI 
CHAPLIN sat last time he was ove) 





The Law’s Delays. 


“ Jury DISAGREE AFTER 72 YEA 
Lo 


CONSIDERATION.” 


| Paj 
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COUELITION. 
Mr. Lioyp GrorGr (on Genoa relvet—auto-suggestively). “EVERY DAY AND IN EVERY WAY I 
AM GETTING STRONGER AND STRONGER.” 
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Man, “Au THe Lor, I’m Gorn’ FoR 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. ES, Forp about the North 


Monday, March 27th. 


than Lord Cuarnin, who, as with legi 


timate pride he reminded the Peers, de- | printed 


voted his maiden speech in the Com- 
mons fifty-four years ago to the Plan- 
tation of Ulster, and was complimented 
thereupon by Mr. GLADSTONE. 
or two later he earned the approval of 
an even greater potentate, Denanrt, who 
told him that his speech on the Irish 
Land Bill was “what The Times wants.” 
Barely a week ago the Law Lords 
were claiming the right to express their 
views on political questions. Lord 
Carson has since extended the claim 
by delivering on a provincial platform 
What the Lorp CHance.tor described 
as “a crude partisan political attack 
on the policy of the Government.” It 
was doubly unfortunate that Lord 
Carson, owing to illness, was unable 
to be present. Thereby he missed an 
| admirable homily on the whole duty of 
| judicial personages in regard to political 
Warfare, and also the chance of reply- 
ing with a counter-discourse on the 
theme, 
“That in the Chancellor ‘s buta choleric word, 
Which in the Law Lord is flat blasphemy.” 


A yeu } 


| 
} 

















fan (at insurance office). “I WANTS TO TAKE OUT A POR ICY.” Clerk. 


A STOKER IN THE Nivy.” 
Mr, Nerau’s reply to a question by 
British 


No one has a] Railway was so long and so slowly 
better right to air his views on Ireland | delivered that about 


half-way through 
remainder 
stioner then started a 


he consented to have the 


The que 





54 YEARS OF WESTMINSTER 
AND STILL GOING STRONG, 





Lornp CHAPLIN 


UNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL. ats | 


which promised to 
be of equal length. But this was too 
imuch for Mr, Speaker, who sharply 
| pointed out that this was no time for 
| Sper ches either by Members o1 by Min 
Under this inplied rebuke Mi 
| NEAL ‘sp eded up’ 
| plies so much that panting reporters 
vain; and Si 
Maurice Dockrenu's ple a for an im 
acoustics of the 


| os ] 4 
} supplement uy 

| 

| 


isters, 
his subsequent re- 


1 


itceiled after him = in 


|provement in_ the 
| House-——-he favours an installation of 
| microphor es, as used in submarine 
warfare—gained additional point 

Tuesday, OSth, Hon 
“hustling one must go to the House of 
Lords, with Lord DoNOUGHMORE in the 
Chair. He began the Committee Stage 
of the gigantic Law of Property Bill by 
putting the question, “that Clauses 
| to 137 stand part of the Bill.” This 
was agreed to. Lord Dynevor moved 
an Amendment to Clause 138, but ac- 
cepted the Lorp CHANCELLOR'S sugges- 
tion that he should transfer it to some 
friendly M.P. for consideration by the 


1 } } 
March reul 


Commons. And so, in about five 
minutes, the Bill went through. 
That the Indian Government is at 


Lord Winterton, who narrated how 
a local Commissioner had been repri 





last plucking up a spirit was shown by | 
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manded for allowing a Swaraj flag to 
be flown alongside (though on a lower 
level than) the Union Jack. A few 
months ago he would probably have been 
rebuked for provoking the Gandhists by 
not placing their banner on top. 

Sir Wirniam Davison, disturbed by 
the statement that the Soviet Govern- 
ment had given a clothing allowance of 
a hundred and fifty thousand roubles 
to each of its delegates at Genoa, was 
anxious lest similar grants should be 
made tothe British officialsattending the 
Conference. Unfortunately he omitted 
to state whether the rouble was to be 
reckoned at its pre-war or current value. 
\t the latter it would not purchase 
much more than a bootlace; and that, 
though fall-dress in Central Africa, 
would hardly do for Genoa. 

The Education debate furnished Sir | 
Ronert Horne with a text for his| 
‘recurrent homily,” as Colonel WEbc- | 
woop called it, on the contrast between | 
the zeal of Members for economy in} 
the abstract and their resistance to it | 
in the conerete. 

Wednesday, March 29th.—The fact | 





that Lord Hewarr was introduced to} there were it had been very much hon- 
|oured in the breach. 


the House of Lords by Lords Carson } 


and Sumyer must not be taken as in-| by Lord Carson of such plebeian devices 
dicating that the Lorp Cuier Justice!as “ declamation,” 


shares their view in the current 
controversy and intends to di- 
versify the administration of the 
law with an occasional excursion 
into politics. 

Lord Carson replied to-day to 
the Lorn CHANCELLOR'S stric- 
tures upon his Burton speech, 
and showed himself wholly un- 
repentant. He denied that he 
had broken any rule or tradition 
of the House. After enumerating 
the various categories of Judges 
who were allowed without any 
gainsaying to take part in poli- 
ties, he declared that he had no 
objection to a change in the law, 
but it must embrace everyone, 
from the Lorp CHANCELLOR 
down to the humblest J.P. He 
took up, in fact, a position very 
like that of the Aberdonian tra- 
veller in Krexr’s picture, who, 
when the guard refused to let 
him enter the train, gripped hold 
of the surprised official, with the 
words, “If a’ maunna, yesanna!” 

Like the Lord Bir- 
KENHEAD did not relish being 
is li shion. The 
dual posit 1on ol the CHANCELLOR 


1 
itted 


euard, 
embraced in t] 
vas “an adm anomaly,’ 
tolerated for centuries by Consti 
tutional Law. But he main- 
tained that forother high judicial 


authorities the well-recognised The P. 


convention was “no politics.” sax" 





Here he came into direct collision | “interruption” distressed Lord Curzoy 
with his predecessor on the Woolsack. | who feared that, if this sort of thing 
“There is no such convention,” said | went on, “ we shall be driven to draw 
Lord Fixtay bluntly, adding that if|up an actual rule.” 
| After many days’ badgering Mr, 
CHAMBERLAIN revealed the secret of the 
Genoa Resolution, It would simply in- 
vite the House to support the Govern. 
| ment—no special reference to the Priuy 
| Munister—in carrying out the Cannes 
| policy. Ninety-one officials, and Lord 
| {IDDELL, will aid them in their task. 

With nearly two million people al- 
ready out of work and the prospect of | 
|large additions to the number, Dy, | 
| Macnamara had some difficulty in pre- 
/serving his usual buoyancy while ex- 
| plaining the new Unemployment Insur- 
ance Bill, estimated tocost thetaxpayers 
| sbout a million a month for the next 
| year-and-a-quarter. His submission 
| that the measure was a necessary evil 
| Was generally approved. Its r jection 
| was moved, however, by that ruthless | 
philanthropist, Mr. Hopkixsox, who | 
declared that“ ninepence for fourpence” 
had been the curse of the country, and 
that it was time to go back to outdoor 
relief; and was seconded by Sir F. 
Banpury, who went one better, or | 
worse, and found a panacea in the | 
workhouse; but the House as a whole 
was more in sympathy with Mr. 
G. Barnes, who congratulated 
the Government on having so | 
far weathered an exceptional | 
storm. 

Thursday, March 30th.—The | 
Lorn CHANCELLOR'S announce: | 
ment that he had been ordered 
to take a month's rest owing to 
eye-strain would in any case 
have evoked the sympathy of the 
Peers. But the terms in which it | 
was expressed by Lords Curzoy, 
BucCKMASTER and SaLispury— 
a colleague, an opponent and | 
a eandid friend—revealed the 
affectionate admiration with 
which Lord BirkeNHEAD 1s re- 
garded, and must have gone far 
to begin his cure. } 

Mr. As@vuitn’s endeavour to | 
learn something more about the 
Genoa Conference, and particu- 
larly if its scope had been re- 
stricted in advance by the ~~ | 
reneh | 








Awe 
A SPRINT AT THE FINISH. 


Mr. A. NEAL, 


The employment 





“invective” and 





logne agreement of the F 
and British Premiers, was nipped 
in the bud by Mr, CHAMBERLAIN, 
who practically told him to wait | 
(till Monday ) and see 
Late in the evening tlie House | 
was cheered by learning that the | 
representatives of Northern and 
CAN’T GO ON THIS Southern Ireland had come 0 | 
an agreement. It is not very easy | 
to understand, but it must be | 
good, for it moved Mr. DEVLIN | 
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“WeLL, tr I CaN’? yot 
(After Cuuntes Krenr.) 
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LITERATURE FOR THE HUNTING-FIELD, 


j—— — 


| to throw a bouquet to the Government, 
| with special congratulations to Mr. 
| Caurcuine upon “the superb tact and 
| ability’ wit's which he has conducted 
| Trish affairs. 





* Douglas De Saram hit one more boundary 
and was just beginning to get his eye in whea 
| he was out to a devotional one-handed catch 
| in the slips by Greswell.”— Ceylon Paper. 


We gather that Gresweur fell on his 
knees to secure it. 


| “Partly unopposed Practice in Country 

| District teceipts about £1,400. Panel 700, 
discouraged ,”-— Medical Paper. 

| Ihe partial opposition, we suppose, 

| comes from the 700 discouraged panel 

' 

} patients, 

i “A Host of Golden Daffodil nodding 

| in the breeze.’ Send for 500(3s.) or 1,000 (5 

| af ye please.” — Provincial Paper. 

We like the poem, but there are t 

| Inany feet in the second line. 

i = ht wa al ) experienced in 
South Devonshire, especially at Falmouth and 
Plymouth, where several degrees of frost were 
recorded.” —. Daily Paper, 


Our advice to Falmouth would be to 
get back to the Delectable Duchy as 
| quickly as possible. 


“THERE IS A PLEASURE IN THE PATHLESS woops.”—Byron. 


HOAXING IN EXCELSIS. 
(With * Punch's” compliments to “ Dr. 
Emil Busch” and “ Dr, Heythrop,” 
the heroes of the vecent hoqus Psycho- 
logu Lecture delivered in the Town 
| Hiall at Oxf rd, in the same week in 


Corn-market.) 
Hoaxina, down from the days of Hook, 
Though humanized at each removal, 
Still wears at times too harsh a look 
To win unqualified approval ; 
But when ‘tis aimed at cliques and 
groups 
W hose methods clamour for the 
closure, 
We hail the downfall of its dupes 
With genuine joy at their exposure. 


Gone is the wag who loved to dig 
His knife into old maiden ladies ; 
To-day the psychologic prig 
| Fair game for the true hoaxer’s blade 
j j 
Nor can we wish for higher jinks 
Than when the wits of youth and 
sanity 
Lure on the male malarious minx 
And then reduce him to inanity. 


Into the swamps and murky mists 
Of pseudo-philosophie jargon 





which the vat-hant was held in the 


Our precious psycho-analysts 

Of late have dangerously far gone ; 
But still it seemed beyond belief 

That they complacently could swallow 
A lecture based upon a brief 

Whose mockery rang all too hollow. 


And yet young .super-dons, though 
schooled 
In Frevup, and valiant sex-crusaders, 
Have been superlatively fooled 
By two gay Balliol masqueraders ; 
They lapped up every fatuous phrase, 
Then, more in anger than in sorrow, 
Found out the folly of their ways 
When they awoke upon the morrow. 


“Sportsmen "’ who choose to “rag” 
with rats 
Deserve a snubbing or a shunting ; 
The game of eatehing high-browec 
The g f tching high-} | 
flats 
Combines fair satire with “ good 
hunting ; 
So grateful aud sincere applause 
Is due to those who took the trouble 
To burst, amid prolonged guffaws, 
The psycho-analytic bubble. 








Watching the eclipse in a pail of water is 
Daily Paper. 


| One is so apt to get one’s feet wet. 
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Harley 
his secret wife; his impecunious and Street, eager to find a counterblast to 
choleric cousin, the Hon. Digby Rawes ; | Couéism, ple 


fixing of an age-limit for the tenure 
‘of the headship of Houses, but points 
lout with irresistible cogency that the 


ase notice, a 
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actinic een ——. | 
the butterfly, Mrs. Iyecroft ; the miss- 
AT THE PLAY. ing husband, most truculent major that UNIVERSITY REFORM, 
“Orner Pzorie’s Worries ” ever roared in barrack-square; and| Comments on the Report of the Ox. | 
(ComEDy). Swabey, Private Enquiry Agent, surely |ford and Cambridge Commission jy | 
Mx. R. C. Carton’s new light comedy | the sickest man in the whole dread his-|the public press have so far shown | 
is not the kind of thing that you can|tory of influenza. a curious resemblance to that timid, 
just sit and smile at in a comfortable] MissCompron’spart (Lady Bill) fitted | cautious and essentially reactionary | 
sort of way. You have to sit up and/her like a glove. Everybody under-|document. Punch, faithful to his tra. | 
laugh—often and quite loud. And if|stands and appreciates the partiality ditions of courageous independence, has | 
| that isn’t triumph I don’t know what is.|and chivalry of her glover, and I am | great satisfaction in according publicity | 
Some Duke or other, anxious about/sure no one in the cast grudges her | to the following masterly criticism from 
his appendix, had apparently confided | more than a lioness’s share of the good the pen of Professor Ishmael Inch, 
his flighty son to the care of the Conroys.|lines—and they were very good and | whose system of Ethics has already | 
Not a prudent choice. Sir William | many- -which she delivered with that | brought a flood of new and vital ideas 
was too kindly, and unsuspicious almost | air of unstudied ease which brings out | into a world of minds debilitated by in- 
to the point of imbecility, and Lady| the best of their flavour. That trivial} breeding, sophisticated, conventional. | 
Bill, however shrewd, was, I am afraid, | marionette, Mrs. Ryecroft, was an ex-\ized and cowardly. Inasmuch as his 
too imperturbable and blandly cynical | cellent foil to the self-possessed Lady | system is, in his own words, “destined 
to make an effective dragon. So that} Bill. The part was too full of restless|to guide the spirits of coming genera. 
young ass, Lord Robert, |———_— 7, ee, ee i ere 1 tions,” a peculiar and 
did just what, I un- | > momentous. signifi- 
derstand, dukes don't | cance attaches to his 
like their sons doing onslaught on the medi- 
secretly married the | eval obscurantism of 
daughter of a pr lific | our older Universities, 
and penniless clergy -| where for centuries the 
man — Sir William's nills of thought have 
pretty secretary, in | ground and pr duced 
fact. i | nothing but barren re- 
The frivolous Mrs.} | sults. Our only regret 
Ryecroft, grass widow is that it is i ~p issible 
of a notoriously ill toreproduce his massive | 
tempered Major (who| \ and monumental indiet- 
had been reported miss- | ment in itsentirety,and 
ing, and to her great | that we must perforce 
relief had not yet been content ourselves with 
found in the summer of | a brief summary, forti- 
1920) is assumed to be} fied by a few illuminat- 
the danger. Sut Mrs. | ing extracts, 
Ryecroft happened to} Passing over his in- | 
have fixed her heart (if | troductory ferences 
any) on the unlikeliest | |to PyrHacoras, Hippo- 
member of the east, an | HIS DEBUT IN TOWN. | CRATES, the Code of 
ultra-serious M.P. rhe} Mugistrate. “ PRISONER, YOU HAVE BEEN CONVICTED SEVERAL TIMES BEFORE KiuamMurani, _—- 
rEININIIT SEG uae, Coe leaner ete aiae it ies Snoeraces.” |pompus of Megalo- 
tangle is the ostensible | +s Set le ; ; ever ste ____Icrania, Vesai San 
subject-matter of the play. | exits and entrances to give Miss ATHENE | guinolentus of Phlyaria, [E1stery, 
Actually Mr. Carton used the Conroys’| Sryter’s admirable talent the best | Ersreiw and GLicksTety, we may note 
Mayfair house to collect (and ina quite| chance; but she loyally served her | his scathing denunciation of the lament 
plausible way too) people and properties | author and audience and looked charm- | able failure of the Commissi to deal 
for laughter-moving situations. Thejing in adorable frocks. Mr. C. M.| with the question of the curriculum 
artistes billed for Mrs. Iyecroft’s con-| Lownr (Hon. Digby) and Mr. Hersert | As he points out, no suggestions have 
| cert in aid of Weary War Workers} Ross (Sir William), the latter un- | been made to create or endow new 
having failed her at the last moment,|accountably and, let me say, quite} Faculties. The clamant demands ol 
substitutes as delightfully unsuitable | needlessly nervous, were excellent. Mr. | Psycho - analysis, Neo - metaphasia, 
to the particular environment as Mr.| Witnarp's furious grotesque Major | Carmelite Theology, Esperanto, Bathy- 
Bromley Dalmore, Topical Vocalist | Rye roft was a first-rate piece of work: | pneumatics, and Eleutherometrics are | 
(fifth-rate darling of the gods at some | Mr. Forrester Harvey's Topical Vocal- not even mentioned in the recommen- 
obscure “Empire” or other), and as/ist very droll and well-observed; and/dations of the Commissioners. Even | 
idiotic as Hugenia Ormandy-Browne,|two minor parts, the Amateur Reciter | if we accept the excuse that the terms 
Amateur Reciter, are supplied by Mr.| (Miss Mercia Cameron) and Swabey, | of reference excluded the discussion of 
Carton. Again, in the last Act the| the Agent (Mr. Compron Courts), were | these topics, Professor Inch has no diffi- 
| Conroys’ apparent inability to refuse | entirely delightful. A very jolly show.| culty in showing how lamentably the | 
to have anybody shown up by their) Mr. R. C. Cartoy, genial and accom- | Commissioners have fallen short of their 
ancient butler at any moment crams | plished veteran, has provided some- | opportunities in the domain of finance | 
their morning-room with a diverting | thing that will take away other people's | and administration. He applauds the | 
collection of oddments—Lord Robert ; | worries for some little time. 
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efiorts which aim at the de-anthropo- 
| morphization of pastime and its regula- 
| tion in accordance with the principles 
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abuse can only be remedied by abolish- 
ing the office altogether and entrusting 
the government of the Universities to 
a small committee of experts, all of 
whom should be avowed apostles of the 
Inchian system. 

A drastic revision of academic no- 
menclature is a cardinal feature in 
his programme. The disastrous re- 
sults at Oxford of maintaining such 
obsolete and pseudo-archaic names as 
“torpid,” * Ashmolean,” “ Bodleian ” | 
and “ Mesopotamia ”’ 
unrelenting ridicule. Professor Inch | 
would not abolish theCollegiate system, | 
but he would re-christen the colleges | 
in accordance with the trend of modern | 
thought. 





As he remarks in a memorable | 
passage, “It is high time that the bar- 
barous idols of medievalism and super- | 
stition should be dislodged from their | 
preposterous pinnacles and replaced by 
the heroes of advancing knowledge, by | 
the apostles of the realities of Nature 
—VOL TAIRE, Lavoisier and ARTHUR | 
LYNCH. 
The addiction of undergraduates to | 
highly-coloured hosiery is condemned 
in no measured language. Professor 
Inch would abolish blazers and impose | 
a uniform including soft | 
collars, Afghan sandals and a poncho. | 
He also suggests, as a means of reduc- | 
ing expense, that each undergraduate, | 
on entering the University,should bring 
with him a stainless knife, fork and 
spoon. On the subject of games Pro- 
fessor Inch again brings a flood of new 
and vital thoughts into thesophisticated | 
world of athletics. He would substitute 
pelota for cricket and football, and re- } 
place polo by pogo. This suggestion 
1S vag eran Mf his fair-mindedness, for | 
pos »dates back to Augustan Rome, and | 
he res eae ly ac knowledge g his in- 
debtedness to a famous living Latinist 
who, by a study of the best MSS., has | 
shown that the line in Horace ought to | 
run: “ Omnes eodem pogimur. * And} 


his support of another revived pastime | 


is greatly strengthened by his discovery, | 
luring an expedition in Central Africa, | 
was invented by and is still 
indulged in by the great anthropoid | 
apes who infest the mountainous dis- 
tricts of Pingo-Pongoland. 

Inasmuch as the abuses of the exist- 
ing system are largely due, in Professor 
Inch’s opinion, to an excessive and 
exorbitant fetish-worship of the human- 
ities, an especial value attaches to all} 


costume, 


of a sedulous and enlightened pithe- 
<i us and enlightened pithe- 

In conclusion Mr. Punch can only 
express his profound conviction that | 
the Government, discarding the half- 





are exposed with | , 


jof the Commission, ought to embody 


| the garden. 
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y 


luperfect Performer. “Ou, THERR I GO AGAIN—HIGHT ON YOUR POOR root.” 


Partner. “Dox'? DISTRESS 


ARE A GREAT PROTECTION.” 


YOURSELF, 


mi and timoro 15 resomamnondablons 
I earted and timorous The Superfiucus Sex 


| 

' , ; 
the suggestions of Professor Inch in a} Notice in village post-ollice : 
broad and sweeping measure of reform. | “A Fancy Dres 


» Dance (Men Optional) will 
. ; | be held in School on Monda 
[hus and thus alone will they receive =—* 
the unflinching support of all who} 
i i } “ie ! respec je and intel nt South 
realise that the continuance of the older | pny } al : and f } 
; tea age >or 17. Wanted to train i ( ’ retal 
Universities depends wholly and solely | () vice Prorincial J 
> res » adoption of a brighten- | sy 
on the re olute ad pti of a brig } One who is really | tui 
ing policy. id 
Another Sex Problem. | “For Sale by Private Tr ; ; . hoe, 
| “me Gedy } comprising of at L sarge ntrance all, 
aa 4 - mie foe sey A salary Spaciou Lou (with mosaie« flooring 
Olany 5e x." —Advl, wt dndian £aper, 1 eon Bath: ring floor), ete.” 
* Garde ner ingle to wash i wma 3 ; Ls ort sce ad Paper. | 
after poultry.”—Seotch Pap A little adjustment in the matter of 


| flooring between the lounge and the 


In his spare time he might look after | 
bathroom would makeit more attractive. | 
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“TINKER, TAILOR .. .” 
(A Child's Guide to the Professions.) 
Tae Tarimor. 
Waar makes him so awfully, awfully gay? 
It is not his mouthful of pins ; 
It is not his jolly professional way 
Of pretending to measure your shins ; 


It is not the marks that he makes on your sleeve 
With that airy Impressionist touch 

(Though what is their meaning I cannot conceive, 
And I do not believe it is much). 


No, no, but upstairs—you will see it some day 
There are mirrors all over the place, 

And sharp at 6°30 he hurries away 
To have a good look at his face. 


\ny man can do that—and a few of us do, 
Though less than we did, I must own— 

But this is a rather exceptional view 
And enjoyed by the tailor alone. 

For.though poets may sing the romance of the sea 


And the mountains and rivers and tide-ways, 
There is nothing so strange-— you may take it from me 


As the look of one’s face when it’s sideways. 
SEA aaa A: PR. Gi. 
THE UNHAPPY WORRIER. 
I ruink Strettfield must have been born like that. He 


could hardly ever make up his mind, and when he did he 
worried about it afterwards, thinking how he might hav 
done the thing differently, or that he might better have left 
it undone altogether. Or, if he left it undone, he worried 
to think that perhaps he ought to have done it. Natura!ly 
he had a lean and hungry look, with a slight twitch, it 
duced by spasms of indetermination or sudden pangs of 
remorse. 
because he had, alongside his enlarged conscience, an 
abnormally tender heart. 

When his friend Cranston had to go into a nursing home 


— 


As a fact he had less than most people to regret, 


with a broken ankle, Strettfield was, as usual, greatly exer- | 


eised in his mind. Would Cranston like to see him, or would 
be a nuisance ? Strettfield worried himself 
into a fever over this. He decided that 


he + 


) 
aimMost 








failed him and he sat down once more. Yet the thought 
of going in empty-handed distressed him terribly. What 
a fine opening to say, “I just brought you a few flowers,” 
or“ I thought you might like some papers.” Indeed there 
was, as he saw now, no other opening possible. 

And then the temptation came to him, first faintly, then 


strongly, then overpoweringly. Never was a man so 
tempted before. He heard a step on the stair; the maid 
was coming to tell him that Cranston would see him. 

He leaped to the table. On it lay a number of papers, 
thoughtfully provided by the home for the entertainment 
of waiting friends. He seized from among them The 
| Trwaddler, The Meadow and The Peer. 

* Will you come this way, please ?”’ 

With trembling knees he followed the maid upstairs, 





| the films by the discovery of a method of exactly svuch: 


| 


Cranston would | 


rather be left in peace, and then for three days he worried | 


to think that this was perhaps unkind, and that Cranston 
would like company, even if only Strettfield’s company. 


“T thought you might like some papers,” he began ina 
husky voice as he entered Cranston’s room. 
R a ‘ 
Poor Stretttield! his twitch has become very much worse, 
In fact his nerves are all to pieces. 


A NEW FILM TERROR. 


It is hoped that it will soon become possible to perf 


music with the movement of the pictures 

WuHEn I visit picture palaces, I know and well L k: 
No matter what variety the screen may have to sh. 
Each item in the programme (which is altered twice a week) 
Will contain one conmon feature as a part of its tec! 


ique, 


[ meet it when my feelings are unmercifully flayed 

By a story with the sentiment inserted with a spade 

Or a reel of moral uplift where the Right outdoes the Wrong 
In a tale (complete with vampire) of the giddy social throng. 
That drama of the underworld, The Finger on the Latch 
That mystery, The Footprint in the Water-melon Latch, 
Red Jake of Grisly Canon and The Simple Village Bell 
Alike rely upon it for a portion of their spell. 


In short, it doesn’t matter what they put upon the bill; 

\s an aid to the production of its customary thril! 

\t the moment when the hero is a prey to mental strife 

rhey will show his mobile features several time 
as life. 


hoe 
hrge 


\nd that is why I’m timorous that, when they fir 


WAY 
Of synchrenising musie with the action of thi pi 


| And Faust or Rigoletto is the story that we see, 


On the fourth day, after a night disturbed by doubts, he} The no-longer silent drama will be far too much for me. 


started to see Cranston. On the way there he went to the| 
door of a florist’s shop, thinking to take Cranston some | 
flowers, but then decided that Cranston would not want | 
to be bothered with flowers, but would rather have papers. 

But what papers? Strettfield spent nearly ten minutes | 
at a bookstall, trying to make up his mind which papers 
Cranston would like. Then he left without buying anything | 
and went miserably on his way to the nursing home. He| 
learnt that Cranston was quite up to seeing any number 
of visitors, but he sent a humble message up to say that he| 
would quite understand if Cranston wasn’t feeling well 
enough to see him. Then he sat down in the waiting-room 
to wait. There were two other people in the waiting-room 

a lady with a large bunch of flowers in her hand, and a 
man with some magazines under his arm. These were 
hailed shortly to their respective friends, and Stretttield 
was left as worried as ever he had been in his life. 

Once he rose, determined to dash out and buy papers or 
flowers, or both, and dash back again. But his courage 








For the prospect that particularly worries me is this, 
That they ‘ll still retain a mania for over-empha 
(nd in moments of emotion will assail my tympanun 


mm 
With an unexpecte d‘ close up” of the trombone or the drum 


From the report of a speech by Mr. ACLAND :— 

“The time was approaching when warblers, chitchats, and 
small birds would be moving steadily northwards.”—Dauy Paper. 
The second-named species is new to us; but perh ips it is 
only an example of Mr. AciAnp’s chiff-chaff. 





“The Earl of Ducie goes on to his family seat at Tostworth later 
in this week... Lord Ducie is anxious to get into the country ww 
Tortworth Court as soon as possible."—Daily Paper. 

“ He told a reporter, ‘I want to get busy at Torworth I do not 
suppose I shall find much change in the neighbourhood of Hortworth,’ 

Same paper, next day. 





Except, of course, for the spelling. 


other j 





——e 


ene 





He would go into a | 
| nursing home himself, but he could not face one now, 
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Our General, “IT SEE THIS IS ANOTHER OF THOSE SONGS aABCUT DrEvoN AND HEAVEN; AND—AH—aAS I WAS A BOY THERE AND 

ALL THA nor IN Haven, purT—an—Drvor ] CONSIDER IT'S RATHER OVERRATED—DEVON, THAT IS, NOT—AH—HEAVEN.” 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. | char raracters belonging to the regions of high endeavour, and 
gy a2 on the whole volume bre: athing an air of perhaps oppres- 
(By Mr, Punch’s Stag of Learned Clerks.) bray edification. Nowadays, when I come across a title 
‘AFTER an enj . ible tub and breakfast at the Grand | like this, and two pages of esoteric r ligiosity (in English 
Hotel went to the Einbassy.” This piece of modern Pepys hand Latin) by way of a prelude to Chapter 1, [ know at 
lana, from the first vith of After the War (CONSTABLE), Isa panes that I am in for the very opposite. Nor does 
typical of Lieutenant-Colonel RepinGron’s initial procedure|the career of Anne Mary Verity, as detailed by Miss 
on all his visits to sa , Rome, Athens, Prague, Vienna, | OLIVE M sRY SALTER, deceive my expectations. It is a par- 


Budapest, Bucharest, Berlin, Sofia, Coblenz, New York an: i| ticularly unpleasant career, the career wr a& woman whose 
Washington between January and December 1921. I say] vanity is so vast that she courts dishonour after dishonour, 
‘initial procedure”’ because he by no means confines his/ insult after insult, in order to enjoy the adulation that so 


; . : J 
activities to the four walls of legations in his avowed object | inadequately cloaks them. Her relations to her husband, 
of keeping abreast with the times, Diplomacy (as more} a simple-minded composer, to his best man, to her music- 
than one ambassador assures him) is not what it w: and {| master and to Paul Cassavetti, a friend of her husband (and 


some of the plenipotentiaries he encounters seem to live the| of humanity), are minutely described in what I can only 
lives of stranded sea-anemones, quite out of the current of le ntitle the argot of devotion. A monete novelist’s eandour, 
‘I like the excellence of the curate’s e is apt to be rigidly 
slops over the edges of their little pools ike gives the m | localized ; but I should like Miss Saneen, who has a talent 
something to feed on. as ver, the gallant author comes| worth redeeming, to tell herself truthfully whether this 
across many actual makers of history, from the En; glish | diction, the Scriptur: al similes which embellish her more 
Colonel who specialises in “ films, oil, river transport, banks | fervid passages, and the hasty moral of the eleventh chap- 
and other speculations,’ to the Italian princess who is | ter, make her book better—or worse. 

pathetic over her family’s difficulties in controlling their | 

motor-works. He does not directly suggest that a more | I cannot remember having seen the name of Mr. Joun 


affairs unless some unusu we high tide of “big business 





Platonic attitude towards mone J making is nece ssary if} Sr. LARS before, though I keep a friendly eye open for any 

the world is to regain its “Jost faith in the old ruling-| stories dealing with the Highlands and Islands. But The 

classes;”’ | but his just esteem for disinterestedness wherever | McBrides (Bu Ac KWOOD), which he terms a Romance of 

he finds it adds a touch of political distinetion to the cor a Arran, does not read exactly like a first essay in this style. 

suming interest of his bh | Mr. Stnnars sets about his ‘task in quite the right spirit for 
| 


‘ 


presi ieiansianjinititie those who hanker after adventure in the good old days. 
If I had been here to review a book ealled God's Wages | There are gaugers and excisemen and smugglers in plenty, 


(COLLINS) fifty years ago, | could have laid any odds on its! and plenty of fighting when they meet, besides a couple of 











280 ‘PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [APau 5, 1928 








| bonnie lassies with whom the author makes great play to- | oration’s sake, and consequent loss of movement. Also Mr, 
| wards the end of his tale. Also there is a stirring scene at the | Owen lets himself off some of the artistic restraints of the 
Quay Inn, where Dan McBride picks up one Rob Beag and | method, offering you evidence that ought not strictly to be 
hurls him into the blazing fire, from which comes tragedy | available. However, here's a sincere, carefully-written and 
later. And after that little episode there is a flight through | interesting story of a poor Welsh lad with a distinct hiyl 
the heather, faintly reminiscent of one in which Alan Breck | who makes a very swift success in politics, wins the love of 
and David Balfour took part in another work. A good|a daughter of a Liberal big-wig, but sacrifices her to his 
scramble, though it does not grip the reader in true ideal of political honesty which makes him a passionate 
Stevensonian style. One wonders sometimes just where | opposer of the Boer War. It is not difficult to guess at 
\ir. Sunnars fails to hold the Sassenach reader as he was| originals for Weyman the idealist, Brodic the Liberal leader, 
held by the author of Kidnapped. Possibly it may be be- | Lord Gladwyn and even for Anne Belstock, though there is 
cause he “ has the Gaelic,” which R.L.S. fortunately had | obviously no attempt at portraiture. I found the sinister- 
‘ot. A touch of these strange tongues is very well in a| ambitious Dyke, Weyman’s rival, a little unlikely, as also 


for those whose blood stirs at the skirl of the pipes no doubt 


triguing book well worth reading. 
The McBrides will be the right stuff. 








If Miss Jessie Kerrvuisn had not introduced lycanthropy 
Lady Doxoray Minus has devoted the first chapter of} into The Undying Monster (HeatH Cranton) I should have 
her latest novel, The j 
Tent of Blue (Ducx-} =) 
wortr), to so harrow- | 
ing a description of the 
marital jealousy of 
Geoffrey Poyndes that 
my sympathies were all | 
, with Rats—a not very 
| charming abbreviation 
of Lachel—his pretty 
young wife. But, when 
Rats, taking a trip to 
Algeria for her health, 
| parted with the friends 
with whom her hus- | 
| band supposed her to| 





but, when a man bhe- 


wolf and behaves like 
one, my desire to meet 
him—even in fiction- 
is infinitesimal. The 
Hammand {amily “were 
haunted by an appari- 
tion,”’ and at various 
times in their long his- 
tory they had met with 
mysterious deaths, 
Luna Bartendale, who 
was called in to solve 








| 
| 











the mystery, might 
be travelling and went have been described by 
off into the desert with vulgar people as a de- 


two English explorers | 
previously unknown to |" 
her, I began to think | ‘ 
there might be some- | 
thing to be said for her | ’ 
husband. Of course in 
the desert she has all THE MAESTRO 

sorts of thrilling ad-| Bystander. “Don’t you know? Wuy, HE’S THE GREAT PINKS, THE 


tective, but that was 











to herself. I have her 
‘ , wow j > word for it. “ Blavatsky 
Me 4 = + - | = A 





was a sensitive,” she 
said, ‘ but [in a super- 


sensitive.” Thisdid not 











FAMOUS TRIANGLIST. W ‘ aie aa app HE | prevent her from talk- 
re Ne eee ee ee ee ee | ing on occasions like an 
i a acs a eeiieinaenawencmusiiamainiaaaat SEOTY  BsCnoolmishreds. 
| the more conventionally heroic of her companions, Hugh | But she was good at her job; and, when her professional 

Tresham—the name sufficiently describes him. The rest | armour had been penetrated, she was also loyab'e. Miss 
| of the book is occupied with her visits to Zugh’s London | Kerrvutsa has gone too far in her pursuit of the rmal, 
| house and her indecision as to whether she ought to leave | but sheunderstands the trick of sensational fiction lif she 


| her husband or merely go on being secretly unfaithful to | 
| him. Eventually she gives Tresham up, because, waiting | 
| day by day for her stolen visits, he is wasting his life, and | 
| of course it is at that moment that Geoffrey finds out the | 
| truth and ends the story with two shots from his revolver. | 
| There are some vivid descriptions in this novel and some | mental side of youthful nature. I will at once appease the 
| clear-cut character studies. I hope that, if her next novel | apprehensions of those whose dislike of sentimental school 
is about North Africa, Lady Dororny Mirus will contrive | stories amounts to disgust by saying that he has at least 
to keep out the dance of the Ouled Nail tribe, which ba | eunsuniied in presenting types that are far from being prigs. 
| becoming as persistent an obsession with novelists as|If I could have got as clear a picture of the school I did 
King Cuartrs’s head was with Mr. Dick. of the boys who were educated at it I should be n aking 
eer es nocomplaint. But Kensingtowe puzzled and perplexed me. 
I can’t help wondering if Mr. Jonw Owen, in The Idealist | When Mr. RaymMonp turns to the War he is on ground more 
(Hopper anp StovGuTon), hasn't been a little led away by | suitable to his gifts, and his tribute to the heroism of youth 
admiration of that elaborate indirectness of approach, that | is written with real sy mpathy and power. Even the most 
patient piecemeal accumulation of intimate detail collected | unemotional of us will find it hard to read his concluding 
| from onlookers, which Mr.Josrern Conran the Later handles | scenes without a stirring of the pulses. He remains senti- 
| so plausibly. Well, it’s a fine model, but the danger, not! mental to the end: but the latter part of his story, at any 
wholly avoided here, is the pursuit of elaboration for elab- |rate, provides him with a sufficient excuse. 


will exercise a little restraint she has the game in her hanas. 





The first part of Tell England (CassE.1) is a story ol 
public-school life; the second has to do with the War 
;and in both Mr. Ernest Raymonp emphasizes the seuti- 

| 





| story of adventure, but a glossary means boredom. Still, | his ultra-mysterious sister, Rhoda. But certainly an in- 


lieves himself to be a | 


a 





no quarrel with her; | 


not the name she gave ! 





| porary. 
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CHARIVARIA. 


«“ Wuat is more interesting than a 
cir] who is just out of her ‘teens’?”’ 
asks a correspondent in a daily paper. 
It certainly is a beautiful thing to see 
our modern girls growing intomanhood. 


Lord NorTHCLIFFE is to receive the 
Freedom of Ramsgate. Still, Ramsgate 


is not Genoa. 


“ Hot Cross Buns are on the down 
vrade in this country,” says a contem- 
We have often noticed them 


| going in that direction on Good Friday. 


of his make-up. 
| British War Office are 


| believed to be considet 


! 
' tache. 


| camped with two hun- } 


| have been robbery. 


| Magazine, complains of 
| the repetitions in the 


Mr. CHARLES CHAPLIN is taking steps | 


to protect the copyright 
The 
the 


* 


legal advisers of 


ing the position with 


to the mous- 


regard 


four men have locked | 
the household of a re 
tired New York banker | 
in the cellar and de- 
i 
dred thousand pounds’ | 
worth of valuables. The ! 


motive is believed to} 


Lord ULLSWATER, the 
ex-Speaker, writing in 
The Suffolk Diocesan 





| 


cars than by aeroplanes,” says a tech- 
nical journal. It is only fair to point 
out that motorists have had much more 
experience and practice than aviators. 


The police authorities of Rome have 
decided to use bombs in dealing with 
crowds. ‘This plan, while thorough, is 
not so tactful as the method of dispers- 
ing the crowd by taking a collection. 

He laughs longest who laughs last— 
or else he is a Scotsman. 

We are asked to say that if the 
burglars who broke into the oftice of the 
Pusric Trustee last week and made off 
with four thousand pounds will com- 








get up and throw boot-trees at a tor 
toiseshell tom-cat with a rich brown 
voice. 

Tn a hollow tree at Feltwell, twenty- 
five queen wasps and one male wasp 
were found by a gamekeeper. We 
understand that an order for deporta 


insect is being applied for. 


just celebrated his hundredth birthday. 
Nature over medical knowledge. 


A poor English curate who recently 





z i;worth several thou- | 
isands. It sounds as if 
he had been lucky 


enough to obtain the 

sole marrying rights of 

a popular movie actress. 
* 

“Too much time is 

wasted at Conferences,’ 





wy. According to a 
| friend of ours who is a 
| travelling typist for the 

wt | » t re . r 
saapeener 9 


Mach of the girl sec- 
| retaries attached to the 
| Soviet Delegation to 

Genoa, we read, carries 
puff No 
doubt they will observ: 
the injunction to trust 


\ powder 


| 
Church Service. His lin Trotsky and keep 
ing is at : lthe ‘ ] 
feeling is that they Comedian. “Poor op HARRY GOT THE BIRD PROPERLY Last NIGHT. Tary | their powder dry. 
waste the time of the} uissep mim RIGHT OFF THE STAGE. THEN I CAME ON. THE AUDIENCE QUILTENED | 
House. DOWN AND LISTENED TO MY FIRST NUMBER WITH EVERY ATTENTION, THEN, JUST | According to Lord 
As I WAS GIVING 'EM MY PATTER, BLOWED IF THEY DIDN'T START HISSING 





, HARRY AGAIN.” 
“Our guest,’ said Mr, Lo ae 
H. A. L. Fisner, in proposing the health 


of Dr. Hapuey, of Yale Unive: ity, ‘is 
a great business man, an expert in many 
directions, a director of a bank and a 


| director of two railway companies.” 


| There is some talk of his being elec 


ted 
an honorary Geddes. 
+* 

A man who was sent to prison at 
Cambridge last week was said to have 
Written several testimonials about him- 
self. It is thought that at one time he 
must have been a politician. 

aK 


In Berlin they are preparing a film 
explaining the Theory of Relativity. 
We felt it would not be long before a 
serious attempt would be made to com- 
pete with the CHarnie CHap.in films. 


“ More persons are killed by motor- 











municate with Scotland Yard they 
might hear of something to their dis- 
advantage. mm 
Twohundred coloured Jazz 
in Paris have gone on strike as a protest 
against a new French entertainment- 
tax. This is the first thing we have 
heard in favour of that kind of tax. 


musicians 


According to a weekly journal, a man 
could easily carry a million pounds if 
the money were in thousand-pound 
notes. Our mind is now considerably 
eased. m 

“Insomnia,” says Dr. Cour, “ is the 
idea that one goes to bed not to sleep, 
and sleep is the idea that one goes to 
bed to sleep.” Somnambulism is, of 
course, the idea that one goes to bed to 





Q 


Hrapney modern glove- 
fights bring out points 


which were | 


inknown in the old-time 
ring. It has been obse ved, for in 
stance, that a knock-out blow with a 


glove is apt to develop unsuspected 
literary talent in a professional pugilist. 
* 


The inhabitants of Genoa have been 
forbidden to expose their washing in 
public during the Conference. The 
good taste of foreign journalists also is 
relied upon in this respect. 








Very Elementary Education. 
Extract from a letter written by a 
nine-year-old boy towards the end of 
his first term ata preparatory school :- 
“T feale I a lot 
hear.” 


have lernt ence i cam 





* Reappearance of the incompatible Russian 
Dancers.” —Adt t. in Evening Paper. 
The Russians are so temperamental. 





tion to Utah in the case of the mele | 


The oldest doctor in the world has 


His case is regarded as a triumph for | 


emigrated to Los Angeles has returned | 


| declares a contempor- | 


“ het ween 





| 
| 





| Suddenly in ten days or so, 


| That's why the Bolsh will never find, 


Much good may come, I like to hope, 


| The bond of free tuition in 


| and they always start by quoting Keats 
' 


Not doubting that for those who seck 











THE ONE THING WANTING AT CENOA. 
(See Cartoon opposite page 290.) 
Ser where they come, the Lenin squad, 
Rigged in their gladsome rags— 
* Hig-lif,” and looking rather odd 
When worn with golfing bags; 


To cut a dashing figure 
Amid a crowd so full of chic 
This outfit is de rigueur. 





But Genoa has no course; and, though 
Men talked of making one 


The thing could not be done; 


To help his scheme of barter, 
Those links of love he thought would 
bind 
The Briton to the Tartar. 


From intercourse at meals, 

But golf provides a better scope 
For doing business deals ; 

Closer than friendships which begin 
At Conference or café 


The wielding of a baffy. 


In vain the House approved a plan 
For healing Europe's sore 
Upon the basis fixed at Cannes, 
For golf is now no more ; 
Our only chance of carrying on 
Is snapped across the middle, 
And, with his occupation gone, 
What use is left for RippELL ? 
0.5. 








ODD MEN OUT. 

Tue essayists who write the char- 
acter sketches in the daily and weekly 
Press must have a wonderful time. You | 
know the sort of thing I mean —those | 
articles about odd individuals who ap- 
parently roam the world aimlessly, wait 
ing for stray essayists to give them 
shag and write them up. The articles 
usually start something like this :— 





I met him as day was breaking, mend 
ing a wall (or, as the day was mending, 
breaking a wall). His old old eyes were 
staring at nothing, as though he were 
imprinting its every feature on his old 
old memory, and as I drew near his 
old old lips were muttering. I caught 
the words with a sudden shock of sur- 
prise :— 

“Magic casements opening on the foam 

Of perilous seas in faery lands forlorn . . .” 

I flung myself down beside him and 
drew out my pouch... . 


But you know the sort of thing. 
These characters are always old old 
men with bright eyes peering through 
a tangle of matted hair, as like as not, 





when it isn't Homer or Viram. And 
the peripatetic scribe who preys upon 
them always flings himself down on 
the grass—he never merely sits down 
like you or me—and draws out his 
pouch. 

It isn’t just now and then that the 
essayist does this sort of thing. He is 
always doing it. It is a habit. He has 
only to go outside his own front-door 
to meet the very oddest people. He is 
sure to find, round the corner, an old 
old man squatting over a little fire boil- 
ing a billy and probably reading a Greek 
Testament held in the other hand. And 
then they will talk the most stupendous 
stuff, with bits of poetry here and there. 
Or the tramp will correct a misquota- 
tion from Horace, or cap a line from 
W. S. Grupert with one from ArRIsTo- 
PHANES, or remark casually that Er- 


| STEIN has neglected to take into account 
| that infinite series of terms beginning 


—well, anyhow, something like that. 

Then, when he has finished with the 
old old man, when he has metaphori- 
cally held him up by the ankles and 
shaken all the quotations out of him, 
the essayist leaves him, still squatting 
over his little fire, and dashes off on a 
fresh scent. 

Round the corner he jumps on a bus 
and flings himself into a seat next to a 
quiet little man with glasses. In two 
minutes the little man has informed 
him that he is a traveller in sewing- 
machines. In five he has confided the 
fact that he breeds tigers in his back- 
garden as a hobby. He adds that he 
sells them to menageries when he can 
bear to part with them. 

Ten minutes later the essayist is off 


}again and is soon hobnobbing with a 


man in faultless evening dress, who is 
sitting on the curbstone eating chipped 
potatoes out of his faultless hat ; either 


| that or talking through it. 


As far as one can tell, this sort of 
thing goes on happening to the essayist 
all day and every day. At any rate 
the supply of articles never seems to 
fail. But why should the essayist have 
all the adventures? Why should not 
others have a share? After all, anyone 
can be an essayist who will take the 
trouble to write an essay. There is 
nothing in the rules about getting it 
published. 

So I decided that I would track a 
few of these odd people down myself. 
Dash it, there must be plenty of them 
about. 

I spent the evening rubbing up my 
VirGIL, and started out next morning 
full of hope. But somehow I didn’t 
seem to spot my man right away, as the 
essayist does. Something was wrong. 
There were practically no tramps squat- 
ting over little fires boiling billies as I 
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went along Holborn, and the number 


Regent Street might have been counted 
on one hand. Oh, easily. 


man who was selling papers in Picca- 
dilly Cireus. He was murmuring what 


than I thought. 
some of the words. A taxi had run 
over his foot and he was just telling 
the driver about it. 

Soldiers often supply the essayist 
with good copy, and I hesitated oppo- 
site the mounted sentries outside the 


much afraid of them as I used to be 
ther I ought to salute them. 
notice me at all now, somehow. 

as I crossed Westminster Bridge. A 


tramp was leaning on the stone coping, 
staring at the river. He wasn’t quot- 


rouse him to eloquence. I flung myself 
beside him. He made no sign. I wrig- 


me. I realised that I must open the 
attack. But I knew how to do it all 
right. 


qua ducitis, adsum,” I said. 


it was not really very apt. But it was 
the only line I could remember at the 
moment. Anyhow, it was good enough. 

My tramp turned and looked at me. 
He took his pipe from his mouth and 
frowned. He seemed to be making a 
mental effort of some sort. I waited 
anxiously. He was searching his old 
old memory for a line with which to cap 
mine. I was sure of it. His face cleared. 
He had got it. I held my breath. 

‘No compry,” he said. 

He turned his eye to the river again, 
expectorated cleverly into mid-stream, 
put his pipe back into his mouth and 
shuffled away. 

To be quite candid, that was about 
the nearest I got to successful imitation 
of the essayist, though 1 made many 
more attempts. And the only poetry 
[ evoked was a few expletives from the 
works of Joun Maserietp. But they 
weren't recognisable as quotations. 

Altogether it was not a successful 
day. By the end of it I would willingly 
have compromised on a man from Sur- 
hiton who had never heard of Seior 
| DE VALERA. 
| But where do the essayists find them? 
| Sometimes I wonder if they really do. 





ing anything at the moment, but he | 
looked as if the slightest thing might | 


ee 


of stone-breakers recititig Homer in | 


My first real find was an old old 


sounded like a Greek chorus to himself | 
|as | approached. But on investigation | 
[ discovered that my Greek was rustier | 
desides, I recognised | 


Horse Guards, though I am not go | 
when I was never really certain whe- | 
But they | 


didn’t look communicative. They don’t 


I really thought luck was with me 


gled a little nearer and drew out my | 
pouch. Still he appeared not to notice | 


“Tam iam nulla mora est ; sequor et, | 


Looking back at it now, I admit that | 











| 


> 
) 


, 
4 





Mr. Micuaen Conus. “ | 
MY MASTER!” 
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THE EVIL GENIE. 


IIELPED 


TO 


LET YOU 


LOOSE, AND 


——— = ee 





YOU'RE NOT GOING TO 
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Bored Fiancée (to young nua 
ALONG, ARCHIE. I¥ YOU DON'T 


Cito is 


“TINKER, TAILOR 
(4 Child’s Guide to the Professions.) 
Tue Docror. 
lun doctor took my shirt away 5 
He did it for the best; 
He said, * It’s very cold to day, , 
And took away my vest ; 
Then, having nothing more to say, 
IIe hit me in the chest. 
Oh, he did clout my ribs about 
Till I was bruised and red 
He stood and listened to my spine 
To see if I was dead; 

{nd when I shouted “ Nineiy-) 
Ile simply shook his head. 
He rather thought that rain would fall, 

Ile made me hop about the hall, 
\nd savagely h 
ae There’s Ti thing wTo) 
You'd better 


» 
dilé 


C Salad, 
pwith youatat 


» to bed! 


(*¢ 
5 


“Oh, you must eat no serap of meat, 
No rabbit, bird or fish ; 

Apart from that, have what you plea se, 

But not potato, bread or cheese, 

Not butter, aleohol or peas, 

Not sausage, egg or ratafias, 
A very starchy dish : 

Have any other foods but these— 
HAVE ANYTHING You wWisH! 


pending @ Con 


| 
} 
| 
| 
! 


must not read 
book, 
You must not eat or drink; 
| You must not bicyele or run, 
You must not talk to anyone; 
It’s better not to think. 
A daily bath I don’t advise ; 
It’s dangerous to snore; 
But let your life be otherwise 
Exactly as before. 
\nd don’t imagine you are ali; 

[ beg you not to mope; 
There ’s nothing wrong with you 
still 

Whele t re fe there hope.” 


ip.) 1: 
[ake this 





siderabiec aime vik Choosiitg just 


But at and after every meal, 


And twice an hour between, 
and this—and this- 
THIS 
In water and quinine, 
And wash it down with liquorice 
And nitro-glycerine. 


* You 


smoke OL 


] | } ] } . 
I woke and screamed a hideous screain, 


As greedy children do 

Who eat too much vanilla cream, 
For I was having fiu; 

\nd it was just an awful dream— 
But, all the same, it's true. 


A. P. H. 


-ancl 


the right shade and stripe for his pyjamas). “| 


BUCK UP YOU WON’? HAVE TIME TO GO TO THE LACE DEPARTMENT FOR THE FRILLS.” 


| 

lINITIATIVE AND IMAGINATION. | 
| Isnaxn never be able to explain it 

| away. My wife would never believe 
jme. ‘“ Exigencies of the service’’ is a 

| phrase whose charms she cannot appre- 
iciate, and I much doubt whether she 
ee : eee ke 

| would listen to a short appreciation of | 


&  |the employer's duty to encourage im- | 
| agination and initiative. Yet, though | 
lit appears inevitable that my domestic | 
|life will be blighted, I feel that I must | 
}make one effort to dispel that mist of 
|suspicion which is beginning to en- 
| velop me. 
| Ihave for some time—though, alas, 

the events of the day seem likely to put 

an abrupt end to the period—been a | 

clerk in that most important Govern- | 

{ment office, the Ministry for Suate- 
~but | guarding the Interests of Government 

| Departments. I was wangled into 

lthe job, almost immediately after m) 


|demobilisation, by my father in-law, 
General Blastington, through his ac- 
quaintance with the Minister, who, | 
inight mention, at the same time ar- 
ranged for his gallant friend to proceed 
on an intensive and expensive mission | 
to examine the possibilities of Timbue- | 
too as a landing ground for the Trans- | 








Africa airship service. Within a few 
months of my entry into the Ministry 
[ became head of Department LXXVL, 
which is solely concerned with elimin- 
ating ludicrous inaccuracies and tend- 


encies to humour from official docu- | 


ments, amostimportant and responsible 


| post and, as may be imagined, an ex- 


| argued, must have been due to a lack | 


a 


tremely busy one. 

My illustrious predecessor had been 
forced to resign owing to having allowed 
a document to be passed for publication 
bearing the Minister’s marginal com- 


ment, “This piffle ought to do the} 


trick.” This unfortunate mishap, I 


of initiative in hissecretary, who should, 


of course, have minuted the document | 
back with a diplomatically worded re- | 


ference to the Official Secrets Act. 
I therefore chose from the bevy of 
fair applicants sent to me by the Depart 


ment for the Supply of Office Furniture | 


a 
remark, 


whose reference bore the 
‘Unusual initiative and 


secretary 


agination.” 


refused to employ her owing to this 


| only of myself, but of the service. 


work 


{ment LXXVI. the volume of 


entailed by the numbers of documents 
and the necessary emendations and con- 


sequent correspondence requires almost 


superhuman qualities of endurance. In | 
addition there are many casual callers | 


to be dealt with who desire to call 
attention to humorous misprints in 
official publications, as well as Govern- 
ment officials who wish to consult us 
| on the appropriate wording of difficult 
| subjects. Once inside, these callers are 
difficult 


Ua 


duties of my secretary was to ensure} 


| the rapid termination of interviews 


| which could not be avoided. 


| I must say that I found my choice | 


justified. Miss Jephson-Wilkinson, in 

| addition to being of charming appear- 
ance, invented many new ways of cut- 
ting short the stay of tedious cal 
Not content with the stereoty ped, “The 

| Minister wishes to consult you at once, 
please,” she at various times, in answe 
to the treble ring of my bell, (1) sent in 
eight messengers at the double armed 
with fire-extinguishers in full eruption ; 
(2) caused my telephone to ring con- 
tinuously for three minutes, and (3) 
simulated a dead faint at my visitor's 
feet. In fact her initiative and imagin- 
ation were most useful and I developed 
complete trust in her. 

To-day my father-in-law, having re- 
turned from his mission, came in for a 
chat, and showed me his official report 

to the Ministry of Aerial Acrobatics, 


PUNCH, OR 


im- | 
All other departments had | 
particular failing, but I felt that under | 
my guiding hand these characteristics | 


could be turned to the advantage not | 


As can be understood, in Depart- 


to get rid of, and one of the} 


lers. | 
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| PORTRAIT OF A GENTLEMAN OF THE OLD SCHOOL RETURNING 


A COURTESY. 


together with his private and con-| crying, “ George, dear, I couldn’t wait 
fidential report. The latter was couched | any longer. I knew your visitor wouldn’t 
in a humorous vein, and contained|mind your wife——” Warned by my 
| references, as far as I could understand, | furious signals she stopped, but it was 
to that masterpiece of Spanish art,|too late. The gallant General, after a 
‘Blood and Sand,” which appeared to} few aspersions on my moral character, 
have some intimate connection with | announced that his daughter should not 


| Central Africa. 


| 


} 


| Well, General,” I said, “let ’s lunch | of one whom he had always mistrusted, 
‘together. I'll just ring and tell my! and burst out of the room. 
jsecretary that L’ going.” And I} 
| stretched out my hand to the bell. At 
that fatal moment the General, who} 
was in a boisterous mood, slapped me 
heartily on the shoulder as he roared, | 
“Right you are, my boy.” | 
| I suppose this must have caused me 
|inadvertently to give the bell a triple 
| pressure, for nothing else can account | 
for what happened. Ina few moments | 
' 
j 


lik 
I shall ensure that my next secretary 
if | ever have one—!} 


kind whatsoever. 
ex-telephone girl. 





has invited tenders for advertisements on the 
backs of postage stamps.”—Daily Paper. 





the door burst open and Miss Jephson- To ensure the success of this scheme 
Wilkinson, in ber best hat and sable| we commend to the general public the 
;coat, precipitated herself towards me, | proverb, “ Look before you lek.” 








'remain one instant longer in the hands | 


1aS nO initiative | 
and no imagination, not of any possible | 
I shall apply for an 


“The Postmaster-General announced that he | 
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THE STEAM-GIVERS. 
An Epic Fracment.—Parrt II. 

In The Torch Bearers Mr. Atyrep Noyes describes a 
little luncheon-party which the astronomer KepLer and 
his wife Susannan gave to the poet, Sir Henry Worton. 
I thought it would be rather nice to make GeorGE STEPHEN- 
son and the poet WorpswortH have a tea-party, though 
I cannot find out from the Encyclopedia whether such a 
meeting actually occurred. It is true that the forty-second 
sonnet in the series known as “ Itinerary Poems” of 1823 
is entitled Steamboats, Viaducts and Railways, but un- 
happily it makes no personal reference to the creators of 
these conveniences. 

* Steam and more steam!” 
was there! 

The separate condenser made by Warr 

Was followed by Trevirnick’s steam-engine. 

Tram-roads existed. Now the golden dawn. 


The spark from Heaven 


GrorGe STEPHENSON, whom half Great Britain knew 
As “ Geordie,” since the day that flashed his fame 
Above the stars, that day of contests on 

The line from Liverpool to Manchester, 

Dreamily watched his wife, ELizabetn, 

Setting the tea-things for their simple tea 

To which the poet WorpswortH had been asked, 
And was expected to arrive at four ; 

For “ Certainly, dear friends,” he said, “1 "Il come; 
Science advances with gigantic strides, 

And I shall be extremely glad to meet 

The maker of the ‘The Rocket.’”’ 


it 
Ad 


On the si 


A robin hopped. The old cat Sawney mewed. 


’ . . | 
Now the March sunlight, streaming through the room 


To gild the teapot spout, was suddenly dimmed. 
A shadow crossed the window. Worpswortil came 
‘How are you, Geordie?’ One swift clasp of hands, 
And “ William, hoo ’s yersen?” 

They talked aw! 
Of buds and birds, and how the English Spring 
Enhances the idyllic scenery 
Of Grasmere, Buttermere and Rydal Head. 
Then Worvsworts : “ Tell me all the story now 
By what vast pains ‘ The Rocket’ came to be 
And Steruenson, half bashful and half proud, 
Finished his slice of tea-cake and began, 
Not as I tell it, Englished, but more slow, 
In the rude Doric of his Northern tongue 
While, gazing on her man with glimmering e\ 
Mirrors of his new fame, En1zaBetu 
Hiung on his words and half forgot the tea. 


kk 


“ Despite ‘The Puffing Billy,’ patented 

in eighteen hundred and thirteen, there still 
Remained some faults, some standing faults, in 
The earlier types of engine. Our steam-powei 
Not yet was adequate or uniform. 

Device upon device was still employed 

To raise the necessary furnace draught. 

So, musing on these things, at last I said, 
‘Ay, but the waste steam could be utilised 

To stimulate combustion by a blast.’ 

Hence sprang ‘ The Rocket.’ And the rest you know.’ 


all 


« At Rainhill, I believe,” the poet said, 
“She hauled a coach with thirty passengers 





* The seventh line of the Sonnet to the Planet Venus (upon it 
approximation as an evening star to the Earth, January 1838.) 





Along the stated course, and at the speed 

Of thirty miles an hour.”” “ Ay, that she did,” 
Said SrePHENSON, “and so [ won the prize, 
Five hundred pounds, a prize not small to win: 
And, having won it, made a little song, 

Part mine and partly borrowed from your own, 
About ‘ The Rocket.’ May I sing it, Sir?” 
“You may,’’said Worpswortu. Then in rhythinii 











Lones, 
Beating the table with a spoon, he sang: 
“THe Tritmpu or Sream.” 
“Oh, think not aught shall bar the way ; 
The steam-engine has come to stay. 
The crags and dales, the fretful burns 
Shall soon be bridged by these concern 
And puffs of smoke on hillsides proud 
Shall wander lonely as a cloud. 
“Through lareh and oak and beech and » 
You shall behold that glory shine, 
And think how many an inland home 
Grows hourly nearer to the foam, 
Till all your heart with gladness fills 
| (nd dances like the railway bills. 
“As silver strands of cobweb drawn 
Across the grass at early dawn, 
| The lines shall fill all Mogland, Sir, 
With their industrial gossamer, 
Facilitating as they run 
Our trade communication. 
re ‘The Rocket E soars into the skies: 
With all our hopes and fears she flies, 
With beef and coal, with beer and bloc] 
Of ordinary shares and stocks ; 
We set no limit to our dream 
| Till all the dales shall pant with steam 
(nd puffs of smoke on hillsides proud 
| Shall wande lonely as a cloud.” 
| Thus murmuring with rhythmic beat and si 
\nd tapping on the table, SrepHENson 
} Had sunk his head awhile upon his breast. 
Now he looked up. But Worpswortn was | there 
The Bard of Rydal had removed himself, 
Annoyed? Maybe. Yet SrerHENsoN was rig 
For we who, gazing on “The Rocket’”’ now, 
Chink to ourselves how rummy it appears 
With its long funnel and peculiar wheels, 
Ought to remember that the changes made 
Since 1830 in the size and shape 
Of locomotive engines have been more 
Matters of detail than of principle. VOR. 
A Holiday Mystery. 
| ‘Home trade and employment are stack for o1 
tthat ype ple have no monev to pei dl.” Daily Papei 
i “Already hotels and boarding-houses in many seasid ts are 
i full, and at some places th ms could have | booked twee 
| « vi *— Same poper, 
| «Q { the great the Soc has t ! i 
| opinion to children,’ Lan 
| How different from England, where the child G the 
| opinion to Society! 
Hae 7 
} 4g informed « correspondent that the statement that he 
had accepted a retainer from Lord Rosebery was incorrect. He is now 
negotiating to ride as first y for another noble lad.” 


Provvicia Paper. 
Ladas will condone the 


1 anti +} ] i 
escription 1OVr LHe Sake O1 b 


i , 
i We feel sure that the owner ol 
f 


ly . ; 1; 4} 
uneonventionality ofthe 


| pliment implied. 


, 
ne coul- 
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| WE SHOULD LIKE TO SEE THIS METHOD APPLIED ro OTHER BRANCHES wd SPORT. 
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A FEW SAMPLES. 

Dip you noticeit—that peculiar phrase 
in a speech of the Right Honourable 
. ____-, Minister of ——, the other 
day? He was reported to have said 
that “the financial situation of the coun- 
try at the present time is very smooth 
and of an excellent nutty flavour.” 
A curious utterance; and I happen to 
know how it came to be attributed to 
him, for my friend George Rowland is 
his Private Secretary, prepares his 
speeches for him and hands the notes 
of them to the Press. And 
this was how it happened. 


Every twoorthree months 
| lay down a few bottles of 
port by the pair. I buy 
wine by the pair because 
my cellar, consisting of the 
bottom shelf of the grocery 
cupboard, will not accom- 
modate any very consider- 
able hogshead or bin. And 
as arule I buy it in this way. 
Entering my wine - mer- 
chant’s (for I would have 
you know that I have a 
merchant of my very own) 
I say politely, ‘I want some 
nice port, please.” 

“ Certainly, Sir,” says the | 
immaculate Mr. Jones. ‘A! 
dozen—or two?’ 

“A bottle—or two,” I] 
correct him gently. Mr. 
Jones looks at my clothes, 
remarks curtly, “ Bring up 
a couple of the Armistice, | 
Tom,” and disappears. 

Tom at last produces two | 
rather new-looking bottles, | 
j 
| 


} 





sealed with rather fresh- 
looking. sealing- wax and 
says, “* This is our Armistic e| 
port, Sir.’ 
L say firmly, ‘“ Are you | 
sure this is @ nice port ? } s | atz-nouxp 
He says firmly, “ Yes, Sir, ——__ 





‘“ ANYTHING ELSE I CAN GET FOR you, Mapam? J HAVE A GOOD 
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after us and ‘inquired politely after the age in cask, “Has a marke dly vinous 
Minister’s health. The change in him flavour.” 
was extraordinary ; he simply fawned. “Very well; open a bottle of that,’ 
George said, ‘ My friend here pro-| said George graciously. 
poses to give a dinner—in fact, a series I gasped, but Mr. Jones obse quiously 
of dinners: and he wants some really | obeyed. 
good wine. Now what about some When it came, George first smelled it, | 
sherrv ?” then sipped it suspiciously, then rapidly | 
“Certainly,’ said Mr. Jones. ‘Would | emptied his glass, at which Mr. Jones 
you be taking it with the fish, or before | smiled to himself with conscious pride. 
the dinner ?”’ «A very generous wine,” he murmured. | 
“ Both,” said George grandly. ‘Very rich and generous in character.” 
‘Then I can recommend this,” said What was my horror (and Mr. Jones's 
Mr. Jones. So saying he seized a! wh en n T observed a look of loathi: g pass 
: over my friend’s face, as if | 
he had take *n some nauseat- 
ing drug. 
| - “Not dry enough,” he | 
snapped—* not nearly dry 
enough! Don't you agree‘ 
i I hastily agreed: thoug 
lindeed I was still toyin 
with my first glass. | 
Mr. Jones winced and 
ioffered a third brand of 
sherry, Which was ‘“‘smcoth, 
clean on the palate and } 
medium dry”; but George 
waved him aside. ‘ Chab- 
lis,” he said imperiously. 
_ My friend always gives 
oysters at his dinners.’ 

















yo 


h 


r 


‘ 
ae 





George knows perfectly 
| well that I never gave away 
an oyster in n ly life. J 
open ed my mouth to protest 
land received a violent kick 
fon the ankle. I was silent. 
Tom was sent downstairs 
for a special Chablis, “very 
flavoury and full in style 
and of great vinosity.” 
When he had gone George 
murmured reflectively,“ I’m | 
not sure that I wasn’t wrong | 
about that second sherry 
after all, Mr. Jones 
Kancald. Speer. | try it again, will you 
Mr. Jones beamed “J 
| thought you'd say that,” he 





EGG AT ONE-AND-SIX.” 





I am sure it will suit you very well.” 
Then | know that I have got a good 


+ 
thing, and I carry it home by the Un- | 


derground Railway. 

When George had dined with me 
once or twice he asked me rather rudely | 
what chemist [ went to for my wine. 
When I told him “Jones and Jones” 
he said, “Good heavens! that’s where 
my chief gets his. They ought to give 
you something better than this. I shi ull 
have to take you there myself.” 


He took me there. He took me there | 


one Monday after lunch. He stalked 
superbly past Mr. Jones and sat down | 


superbly in an inner sanctum, with the | 


air of a man about to buy a barrel of | 
Waterloo branc ly. Mr. Jones came in | 


_____! answered, as he poured out 
| bottle from a shelf, smartly removed] about three-shillingsworth. “ This is | 
the cork and poured out three full) a wine you can come back to again 
brown glasses. “ A rich old-fashioned | and again. And we are practically 
| wine, Mr. Rowland,” he remarked with! giving it away. What we are asking 
emotion as he rolled a little round his! for it will scarcely pay for the bottling.” 
tongue and gazed profoundly at George. “ This shop is rea lly a sort of charity, 
| George rolled half a glassful round hi 18 | you see,” murmur <l George to me. 
tongue (it is a a one) and gazed| This seemed to be no more than the | 
| profoundly at Mr. Jones | truth, and I thought that it ill became 
| “Too dry,” he said with contempt, | George to be ironical about it. 
and draine d his glass to the dregs. This time he licked his li Ips an | said, 
Mr. Jones was not daunted. “I won-| “A pleasant wine, but too rich. My 
ler how you would like our No. 380? ad friend likes a sherry with rather less 
e said; and he presented us each iat eg Don’t you?’ 
with a beautiful catalogue, in the | I duly made a vague murmur expres- 
manner of an author giving away his | sive of a deep distaste for body in sherry. 
own works. No. 380 was described as| Mr. Jones regarded me with. ill-con- 
“dark in colour and very intense from | cealed contempt. 


{ 
} 
iu 





—— 
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| his reserve of manner. 


| it none too dry.” 
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Author's Wife. * HWULLo, DEAR, HOW ARE 


ABOUT THIS?” 





Events then moved very rapidly. It 
took George a glass and a half of the 
Chablis to make up his mind about it; 
and when he did the things he said 
about it were quite violent. After that 
he had a go at some of the more ex- 
pensive champagnes. It was at the 
second champagne—the 1904—that it 
crossed my mind that George was losing 
Of this wine 
the catalogue said that it had “ de- 
veloped strikingly with age in bottle, 
and the roundness now shown makes 
The meaning of this 


, escaped me, but George tossed off a 


rea 


| glass and, holding it out for replenish- 


| ment, 


shouted cheerfully, “ 1t’s too 


| round, Mr. Jones. It’s much too round ! 
By Gad, it’s not fit to drink. Give me 


| ” 
Sole lore, 


| 
| 
| 


} 
| 


Mr. Jones’s beam had become a little 
watery by this time, but he complied. 
He now turned to me for my opinion. 
Feeling that an effort was required of 
me, I sniffed at my glass with distrust, 
listened to it carefully, took a cautious 
sip and, following George’s lead, re- 


| marked severely, “ Llike a square wine.” 
| We then passed on to the port. 


I have but a hazy memory of what 
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SOURCES OF 


YOU GETTING ON? DONE THE FLUES? I SAY, COULDN'T YOU WRITE SOMETHING COMIC 


— | 





followed, but I know that even Mr.|George back to Whitehall, still hum- | 
Jones became a little excited over the | ming—- 
various ports George sampled (I say _ “Fillevery glass, | 
George—for very soon I was laps and For wine is plummy snd clean on the 
laps behind). And I remember Mr. spsiasiensy e 
Jones saying with great reverence, And I know very well why the Right 
“ Now this, Mr. Rowland, is something Honourable eet: ae reported to | 
really choice. Soft and full—good body have told his constituents that ‘the 
and with a rich plummy flavour- financial situation of the country at the 
And then George burst into song. present time was very smooth aad ol 
Waving his glass, and to a tune which | ®" excellent nutty flavour.” A. P. H. 
was only faintly reminiscent of an air 
from The Beggar's Opera, he sang, 








| 














“THE LIGHTNING CONDUCTORS’ 
STRIKE.” 
“Fill every glass, Head 
For wine is plummy and clean on the 
palate, 
Smooth and round, 
Vinous and soft, : 
From age in cask ; “MM: , Baritone Vocalist, will sing | 
Fill every glass . . .” The Yeoman of England,’ Sullivan.” 
Provincial Pape , 
} } , 7 . , rn r ' 
And I suppose that at that point We | Not to be confused with “ The Yeomen 
left the shop. I only remember dimly | of the Guard,” by German. 
that Mr. Jones said something about | 
. . ! 
my making a purchase, which seemed 
to me to be rathe1 pointless at the time. “Cambridge went off at 11-21-39 
And I have a hideous, hideous suspicion | doing 11-20-88."—Sunday Paper. 


ine in Provincial Paper. 
This should mean that our thunder- | 
storms will cost us more. 





5 





Hartley 


| 
INSPIRATION. 


| 
} 
| 
j 
} 
i 
! 


l'rom a description of the Boat Race: | 


that I replied carelessly, * Oh, send me | From this it would appear that Cam- 
a couple of your Armistice port, Mr.| bridge have reversed the old Oxford | 


Jones.” it~ oat \ 
But I clearly remember navigating ! rowed the fastest in the boat. 


' tradition of Ourpa’s day, when stroke | 


i 
| 








Small Girl (who has been told to help the new maid wash ti 


“ARE YOU MARRIED, JANE?” 


NOW IN SEASON. 


Wat would our English. spring- | 
time be without rhubarb? Yet rhubarb 
is surely one of Nature’s blunders. 

Here we have a product of the vege- 
table kingdom whose purpose was for | 
long ages entirely unknown, -and is | 
even to-day, in my opinion, more than 
doubtful. 

Its foliage does not afford shelter for 
the birds of the air, and fashion has 
denied it any place in the bouquets of 
the bride and the prima donna. Though 
I know full well that the caterpillar, 
when driven by stress of hunger, will 
eat almost any rubbish, I have yet to | 
learn that it is really fond of rhubarb. 

On an evil day a certain thinker—a | 
greengrocer he must have been—pon- } 
dered over this purposeless plant, re- 
flected upon its defects and deficiencies 
and came to the conclusion that it must 
have been created for human food. 

Thus it comes about that a commo- 
dity so utterly without value as to be 
hardly worth a boy’s while to steal, | 
figures upon our tables at this season } 
of the year, | 

Sometimes pink, sometimes red, but | 


more often green, it lurks among our | ” 


custard and secretes itself beneath the ! 


“Rhubarb again” 
| ness of many a home. 


jo lise 
tHe lea-tiiti 


Maid. “No, Miss.” 


s and make 


Small Girl. 


| pastry of our pies. Not being a sched- 
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uled poison, it is freely sold without | 


production of a doctor's prescription. 
Less edible than many substances 
which are definitely ruled out from our 
category of comestibles, it is excluded 
from the two main classes of plant- 
food. Only an untutored rhubarbarian 
would eall it a fruit, and to term it a 
vegetable would be an insult 
humblest radish. 
Rhubarb—and still more frequently 
shatters the happi- 
To expect hot 


| jam-roll as the sweet for dinner on a 
| chilly April evening, and to be served 


with cold stewed rhubarb, embitters 
the life and even ruins the morals of 
many a householder. 


And the sad thing is that 





} , 
the green- 


to the} 


} 


grocer finds mischief still for this idle | 


useless plant to do. 


Another Glimpse of the Obvious. 
“ORIGIN OF DESERTS. 
Dce to INADEQUATE RAINFALL.” 
Sunday Peapn te 





“For Sale, Ralli Dogeart 


* Ponv Insidk 
Irish Paper. 
This is worse than putting the cart 

before the horse. 
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TO YOUNG OXFORD. 
Your last Commission’s race is run, 
And I survey their work, astounded 
To find no mention of the one 
Purpose for which, all said and 
Oxford was really founded. 
know 


Come, we 


why; 


better, 


And thus from a respectiul distance 
Let a grey-headed veteran try 
To reckon how you justify, 
Young Oxford, your existence 


Sighing I pass from Mortlake 
Where light-blue 
proudly, 

And turn for solace to the greets 

Of Sandwich, or the track at Queen s, 
Only to groan more loudly. 


You who come after us, who quatl 
Youth’s winein your superior fashio: 


You scan our faded photograph 

In barge or club-room with a laugh 
Or, worse still, with compassion. 

I know, I know; the dead leaves fall; 
But when we need a sorrow-sottener 


The old Victorian memories call 
Across the years that (hang it all:) 
We did beat Cambridge oftener. 


banners flutter 


=e 
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, WULLIE.” 


rHeM > FROM FOLKS NO’ 


| The Prive Minister was well cheered 
PARLIAMENT. l!when he came in, but he looked and 


” 


ESSENCE OF 
Monday, -Despite the | spoke as if being “ pelted with crises 

snowstorm the House of Commons was | had not proved so stimulating 

well filled for the Genoa debate. While 

waiting for the main performance the 

numerous spectators beguiled them 


fprel Bre. 


as usual. 


selves with such instruction and enter 
tainment as were forthcoming at Ques- | 
tion-time. 
The Archbishop of Canrerpury and | 
é the Bishop of Lonpvon, in the Peers’ | 
Gallery, were not the only persons to 
be to hear that the 
Government's contribution to the relief 


rather shocked 
j of Starving Russia amounted to no more 
than two hundred thousand pounds ; 
but were no doubt somewhat consoled 
when the Secrerary or THE TREASURY | 
added that contribution to 
Kurope’s needs since the Armistice | 
reached the more imposing figure of | 
fifty-four million pounds. l 

A suggestion from Mr. Mints that | 
for the purpose of suitably equipping | 
delegates at the Conference the Govern- | 
ment should requisition t | 

t usually affected by Sir WitntaAm 
Davison, found its owne: ready with 
appropriate retort. ‘ A ved waistcoat, 
he said, “is a recognised covering for a 
warm heart, while a red tie is a badge 


for a hot head.’ 


our total 


: 
he red waist 
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FORM 
Mr. 


| 


\ IN AGAIN 


CLYNES. 


N OLD FAVOURITE 
Mr. Bonar Lav 
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MARRIT, JEAN 


| Now and again he made a good point 
at the expense of the Die-hards, or the 
| Labour Party, the NorrHcnirre 
Press, but for the most part the speech 


or 
| was a painstaking but not very lively 


| was already only too familiar. 
jin the course of 
| favour of making peace with Russia, 
lhe sought to ur flesh creep 
i a " 

iby dwelling on the danger of “ hordes 
of being let 


make ¢ 


savage revolutionaries 


résumé of facts with which the House 
Once, | 
a long argument in | 


; 


| loose on urope ;”’ but he only excited | 


| . 
ribald 
and the rest 

| 

| cold. 

| 


| Mr. Ciyxes was rude enough to say 


ol the 


laughter from the Labour Party, 
House remained | 


ithat the speech had elicited ‘ more 
yawns than cheers,” but he himself 
{was not conspicuously successful in | 


arousing interest. Some applause was | 


evoked by his criticism that a Confer- 
| ence estopped from dealing with bound- 
| aries or reparations or armaments could 
| do little or no good; but there was not 
}muech 8) mpathy outside his own party 
' for the suggestion that we should offer 
| the Soviet Government our whole hand, 
'and not merely extend three fingers. 


| 


The success of the evening was Mr. 
Borax Law. For forty minutes he kept 
the House in all its quarters cheering 
almost continuously while he poked 


i 


| 





| 
‘| 
i 
i 
1 
| 

/ 

i 





of the law for its designations and 


| General Bootn and General Bapen- | 


| side the new Dominion. 











294 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Apriz 12, 1922, 








quiet fun first.at one Party and then at | upkeep should be made by the char- 
another. The Prime Mryister came|a-banes. Lord Prep, while recog- 
in for a few bantering strokes, but en-| nising the grievance, pointed out that 
joyed them as much as anybody; and 
well he might, for Mr. Law’s speech 
probably turned more than one op- 
ponent of the Resolution into a sup- 
porter, or at least an abstainer. In 
the first division the Government had 
a majority of 295 against a Liberal- 
Labour combination, and in the second, 
when the Opposition was reinforced by | 
1 few “ Die-hards,” of 278. . 

Tuesday, April fith.—One need not | +> mi 
be so very old to remember when the a 
Salvation Army was an object of deri- 
sion, and its military titles and uni 
forms were regarded as an insult to the 
Forces of theCrown. Now the wheel has 
turned so far that the Salvation Army 
itself successfully claims the protection 


‘ 





hadges. Hence Lord Burnnam’s amend- 
ment to the Chartered Associations 
(Protection of Names and Uniforms) | 
Bill, which the Peers, after hearing that 





wieeees S .— KROKE TO THE WORLD. 
PoweLL had arrived at an amiable (A pre-Budget Attitude). 
concordat regarding their respective | See Denne Sie 
‘Scouts,” accepted without a division. | 

Now that the Irish Free State is by | motor-owners were crying out be- 
law established, its stamps, although | cause they were too heavily taxed ; and 
identical in design with those of Britain, | was thereupon accused by Lord Harris 
will no longer frank letters posted out- of drawing a red-herring across the 
Some Irish- | track. 
men, Who have been surcharged four-| Mr, Hrron Youne refused to exempt 
pence on letters so stamped, are 
wondering whether the defacement 
of Kinc GeorGr’s head with an Erse 
inscription was worth the money. 

In deriding the health-specialists 
who had deseribed England as a 
C3 nation, Sir J. D. Rees said 
that this country had “in its \ 5 
stride destroyed Militarist Prus- bee yi) YY 
sia.” I am all for baving a good 
conceit of ourselves, but in calling 
1914-18 a stride the hon. baronet 
seems to me to have himself over- 
stepped the mark. 

The CHANCELLOR OF THE Ex- 
CHEQUER, in thecourse of resisting a 
proposal to abolish the income-limit 
forold-agepensioners,gavea gloomy 
vecount of our financial prospects. 
\s far as he could see, the re- 
venue would be worse this year 
han it was last, and worse still 
n 1923-4. But he may have been 
“making the poor face” now in 
wder to enhance the boons of 
Budget-night. At any rate let us 
hope So. 

W dnesday, April 5th.—Lord 
Harris captained a team of rural LE 
Peers who loudly complained of the Firs 
lamage done to the country roads jn the Die-hard Ballet 
by heavy motor-traffic, and urged (After the Cartoon by Sir Jon 
that a larger contribution to their 


PREMIER PAS. 


Sir W 





chief of the Coalition Government was 





that it gave Mr. CHAMBERLAIN an- 





t full-dress rehearsal of the Scéen ue Triomphe 
N TENNIEL.) 
Joynson-Hicks AND Mr. Ronatp McNetce. not pre tend to solve the pr yblem. 


from entertainment-duty flower-shows 
where bands are employed. “A band,” 
he sententiously observed, “is not one 
of the products of horticulture.” 

I think Mr. Cuurcniti must have 
had aneye tothe Die-hards’ forthcoming 
motion when he framed his reply about 
the Ministerial crisis in Iraq. At any 
rate the House took it so, and punctu- 
ated his references to the resignation of 
the local Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
“very anxious about his Budget,” to the 
hope that the Ministry, being “ organised 
on a non-party or coalition basis,” would 
be quickly reconstituted, and to the 
fact that ‘“‘the Press of Baghdad is 
divided, but the country remains calm,”’ 
with gusts of happy laughter. 

This did not make a favouring gale 
for the motion of Sir W. Joynson- Hicks 





(short title “ Jicks’”’) in favour of “the 
establishment of a Ministry composed 
of men united in political principle.” 
The mover complained that, under the 
Coalition, party-divisions were hecom- 
ing horizontal instead of perpendicular, 
and that Ministerial attacks upon 
Labour leaders were driving the poli- 
tical working-man into the ranks of the 
Labour Party (approving cheers from 
the Labour Benches). Mr. R. McNernn, 


who seconded, declared that the mis- 


that it put persons before principles. 
The chief merit of the debate was 


other chance of displaying himself 
as a humourist. First he con- 
gratulated the advocates of prin- 
ciple on their ingenuity in framing 
a resolution ‘for which every critic 
of the Government could vote,” 
and then devoted special attention 
to Lord HuGcna Cercin, “ who called 
himself a Conservative but was 
Anarchistic if he was anything,” 
and who was never so distressed 
as when hefound himself in agree- 
ment with anyone, “above all 
the Party to which he professes 
to belong.” The Resolution was 
defeated by 288 to 95, and the 
minority actually contained more 
Labour men than Die-hards 

Thursday, April 6th.—The difh- 
culties of the Irish Provisional 
Government are patent to all the 
world. But the non-release, after 
months of captivity, of the Ulst 
“specials” captured at Clones 
does seem rather odd if, as Sir H. 
GREENWooD averred, they are in 
the custody, not of De VaLEra’s 
gunmen, but of the Free State 
authorities. 

The Unemployment Insurance 
Bill was read a third time, although 
Dr. MAcNAMARA admitted that it did 
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Mistress (to new butler). “1 MusT TELL You, PARSONS, THAT WHEN YOUR MASTER MAKES AMUSING REMARKS AT DINNER YOU ARE 
NOT EXPECTED TO JOIN IN THE GENERAL MERRIMENT.” 
Parsons. “I’M SURE YOU'RE QUITE RIGHT, MY LaDY. WHEN I TOLD THEM IN THE SERVANTS’ ‘ALL, ADA SEZ TO ME, ‘ ALF, YOU 
OUGHTN'’r TO "AVE DONE Ir.’” } 
{ 
Soe we = = pars ea ee ee . irre 
i We gave him milk in cups, and kegs From Broughton Hackett tothe Dean, | 
THE BALLAD OF BRAVE HECTOR. Of brandy by the stoup ; O’er valley, hill and dale, | i 
(A Worcestershive Worthy.) Yet Hector couldn’t move his legs It is his artless habit 1 
| Ovr Hector was a restive hound And made a noise like croup. To chase the flying rabbit, ! 
Whose limbs were hever si ill; We] | - 1 Hi ith all the village constables still hot | ; 
s 2 > Te Dp oO 1? yed* ] ? j ‘ 
He chased the bunnies round and round | Y& XePt th er a hi — upon has trav. 
, , ‘ < el ~ 
And worked his wicked will We piled the blankets high ; | a 
Tey g We gave him ipecac. on bread } 
On every bit of fur he found And SS ceil wale; “Wat’s is a NAME? 
| I'wixt Crowle and Breedon Hill. gee nt ee acess lee rae ti 
[he Vet. from Worcester shook his head, O thalmic ’ Ho pital changed its title 
j From Speichl 7 on to Shernal Green, He said the dog would die. yesterday to z hye Ho pital {not as the | 
| nm * «iw © 4 : sid Chairman said because they could not spell 
| Through Bredicot and Sale ' ’ , i. 7p | 
| . . : ~—? . rv sat up all night long ‘opthalimic.’ ")—Provincial Paper, 
From Broughton Hackett to the Dean. His master sat up all night long re ; ; | 
O'er valley, hill and dale And sacrificed his rest [hen what was the reason ? 
It was his artless habit To make a poultice hot and strong etme At 
i = Ul "Sih ’ . +? ‘A skeleton, believed to be that of an early | 
¥ chase the } For Hector’s heaving chest ; ‘A skelet achdeg : ; . 
Naa, To chase the flying rabbit, \ ' i. pany , ¢] Vet was wrong | 2onk, has been found in a stone grave at 
! Til alti the village const whl § were he B44 "A es 1 we “tor & 4 ring Said ree Kenilworth Abbey. Evening Pape | 
~~ & And all was for the best. ‘ ‘ : : : } 
upon his trail. , We should have thought it was that of | 
| But rough on hounds are Nature’s laws: For Hector gathered strength amain a late mon! 
Dist sper got the d Despite the Vet.’s decree ; RRR Gli ie ib 
istemper got the dog ; pite tne P nikal :; "es oats 
ms 5 : om a Dutch bulb-grower’s cata- 
He sniffed at food, he shut his jaws, | He lost his cough, he had no pain, ro g ata- | 
—_ 7 . ( 1G) ° x ' 
And lay there like a log: Could wag his tail i nd see; e. a: a - 
, . i ia =’ a ‘ ee. * Our prices quoted are suc 1at every body 
We put hot bottles on his paws And soon he took the road — who “recta pare piece of gre nil should hash 
And tempted him with grog. For Upton Snodsbury. tate himself to send us an order.” 
, . ” . 77 oe - . _ } a 4 les ; ] , levis 
We gave him marrow-bones and eggs, I roi Spet hnley on to Shei nal Gre ity In ac cordat Ce wit h this kindly advice 
Warm w ater, caudle, soup; Through Bredicot and Sale, | we are hesitating ourselves. 
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AT THE PLAY. 
‘Runsinc Water” (WynpHam’s). 
Tre novel from which this play is| 
taken is one of the few of Mr. Mason 's}i 
that I have never read; and I confess 
that for a good part of the first two 
Acts I could have wished that its title | 
(which turned out to have practically 
nothing to do with the subject) had 
been what it sounded like—the name | 
of a Red Indian Chief or else a lady of 
Hiawatha’s tribe. For I have a great 
regard for Mr. Mason in his exotic vein, 
when he writes of people and places that 
are strange to me, such as Argentina or 
the French Foreign Legion. Not that 
his set of second-rate gentleman-crooks 
belonged to a type re ally familiar to me; 
hut they were at least Londoners, and 
so I felt that I might permit myself to 
dispute their plausibility. 

| take the liberty, then, 
of doubting whether the sud- 
appearance in their 
inidst of an innocent young 
girl, 
them, buta stranger to them 
all, would in true life have 
had so little visible effect on 
their offensive behaviour. 
As for Sylvia herself, escap- 
ing from the impossible en- 
vironment of 
had been separated from her 
husband the 
birth, and seeking a home 
with the father whom she 
had never seen, her position, 
when she found what sort of 
company he kept, was sufhi 





den 


the daughter of one of 
n 


a mother who 


before Irl’s 


. ' LUCRATIVE 
ciently embarrassing; and | Cleveelt ial 
am bound to say she made hi ; 
me share her sense of un- oii 
comfortableness. How she would be 
likely to conduct herself in the en 
cumstances I cannot say witl 


assurance: but 1 can contidently assert 
that it would not have been after the | 


PUNCH, 


| good terms with themselves. 


ai 


ithing less 1 pla 
any Romecteeune a a kindly nature ; 


OR THE LON 
is subsequently staggered by the swift 
intelligence with ‘which, from the 
vaguest of clues, she deduces a plot to 
murder the youth for the sake of his 
insurance money. But by this time 
| the interest had quickened to the thrill- 
ing point; and an excellent curtain, 
where a telegraph-boy refused to dis- 
| close the contents of his official pouch, 
on the ground that they were “ His 
Majesty’s Mail,” put the audience on 





But during the exciting episodes which | 
followed in the last Act we remained 
conscious that our interest in Sylvia's | 
relations with the other sex was suffer- | 
ing a certain dissipation, due to the 
fact that the object of her chief absorp 
tion was not identical with the hero of | 
the piece. Her attitude towards the | 
man to whosesalvationshe wasdevoting | 





the bulk of be er enthusiasm was some- 
tonic, being merely 
while 
, though at the end | 


cod out of the cai 


the man of her heart 
he intervened 


manner to which Mr. Mason com- bowery was for the rest tle more } 
mitted her. Ifer little speech, when | j ths an incidental apparition. I am | 
her health was drunk in what was! not e« mplaining that all this was un- | 
deseribed ‘the bubbly-ubbly,”” con-|orthodox, but only that our sympa- 


tained a touch of sentiment ineredible|thies were 
1] 


in such surroundings 

At first her father persuades her that 
he is really the guardian angel of the 
youth whom his gang has been rooking 
that he has encouraged hi tole 
his houselest heshould bedrawn into bad 

ociety elsewhere ; and, though the cal- | 
Lass and ill-bred boy has no attrac tions | 
for her (nor, | should 
else), 
elsewhere, she volunteers to join wit! Ih | 
her father in a league for his protection. Is 
In the pursuit of this purpose she allows 
herself to be imposed upon so long and | 


| 
} 
| 
| 
m to come 
' 
| 


guess, for anyone 


with so childlike an innocence that one} weakened her appeal as a woman. 


icrook with hy 


| RENEE 
her heart being privily engaged | thorou 


stead) ly diverted from the | 
love to a character that wasn’t 
worth worryl aah. 
Mr. Girpexrt Harr played the arch 
reat subtlety ; 
nfederates, the sham snob Parminter | 
and the sham warrior Barstow, were 
soundly presented by Mr. Max Lreps}| 
and Mr. Spi Trevor. Mr. Com-| 
| 


interest 


and his two | 


NCER 
was good as their victim, and 
ly convinced me that I must 
never adopt the cocaine habit. As| 
sylvia, Miss Epona Best's rather boyish | 
air, that served her well when there was 
| noed for rapid action, perhaps a little | 
She| 


hb 
} 
on 


‘DON CHAR IVARI. 
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played very sincerely, yet without quite 
succeeding in making me believe in 
her alleged passion for plucking her 
pigeon from the snares of the fowler. 
Mr. Seacram, as Captain Chayne, the 
lover, had little enough to do, but he 
did it with a quiet confidence in the 
cleanness of his heart and the 
of his limbs. The most. satisfying 
character sketch—far too brief— 
that of the moneylender; Jarvice 
mirably played by Mr. 
HRATHERLEY. 

When I saw it, the play held the at 
tention, without 
slasm, of an audience that may 
been disappointed—for we wer 
pu MAurigEr’s own pitch tof 
stage crooks are not always very 


olidity 


WilS 


} 
, a- 


have 
son Mr. 
nd that 


attrac 


tive. Tocreate a sense of romance it i 
not obligatory to have a strong love- 
interest, but there must be 


something to take its place ; 


after the proofs he offered 
of his gifts as an im 
(gifts that 


seemed 


his di 





for she was very quick with 


her inexactitudes in a good 
cause), we found it diffi 
cult to accept these senti- 
ments and almost impos- 


sible t to believe in his re- 
demption as adumbrated in 
the Beaks. 


This is not to 


MURDERS ARRANGED ON A “FIFTY-FIFTY BASI 
ine ~ ws -« 6 ¢ «2 BR. Gument Bane. 
a - « « Mr. Ciirrorp Hea 


predict 


HERLEY. 


for Mr. Maso 
‘ f 


interest of its action 


N'S p! Ly, {ol 


the progressive 
more than compensates for the 
unsympathetic qualities of most of 


characters. O. 5. 


rathet 





A POKER PROBLEM. 

We were talking about t! 
disappointments—the saddest 
tions—of our lives; 
story. 

“Allof you, he began, ‘ 
on purely superficial troubles. 
deeper. It is peculiar, too, in this, that 
although I was in a sense the sport of | 
fate, 1 could, had I dared, 
absolute purity of motive, 
fate into my own control. | 
through my own decency and stre ngth, 
aw rare cause of disaster. 

“Tt happened years ago, 
a young man and thorefo xe a foolish | 
I was earning about three hun- 
dred a year and finding it far from 
enough, and so I had to be ce: areful. 


i@ greatest 


trustra 


one, 





and with | 
have taken | 
suffe red | 


when I was 


| 
| 


CLirrorp | 


arousing the enthu- | 


and it was difficult to find 
any romantic qualities in ow 
trio of villains. Mr. Harr’s 
Garrett Skinner threw off 
irom time to time little 
paternal sentiment but, | 


to have inherited, | 


anything short of suceess } 


the | 


and this was B.’s | 


1 1 | 
hi ive toucl ed 


Mine IS 


} 


| 
| 
} 


— 





Q 
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| H ATS 
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Projiteer (after examining outside of exquisite grand piano), “WerLL, THIS ALN’T TOO BAD HOUTSIDE; JUST PRISH OPLN THY Lip 
WILL YER, AND SHOW ME WHAT THE HINSIDE LOOKS LIKE?” 


The kind of things that I liked I denied | 


myself; among others, cards. 

“It chanced that I met some new 
people, influential in my line of busi- 
ness, and after dining with them I was 
asked to spend a week-end. They were 
vealthy and open-handed, and I found 
staying at their house an almost too 
agreeable change from my ordinary life. 

“On the Saturday evening a number 
of neighbouring friends came in and it 
was agreed that we should play Poker. 
[ knew quite well I ought to decline, 
being in no position to lose; but there, 
I was very fond of the game; I was 
young and excited by being in this com- 
pany at all; [ had not the courage to 
take up an uncompanionable line ; and 
there was always the chance that I 


| might win. It might be my evening ; 


the ecards might take a fancy to me. 
You never know. Besides I rathe 
prided myself on my skill. 

“T soon found out that although it 
might be somebody's evening it most 
einphatically was not mine. I could 
hold noth ing at all, or if I did hold auby- 
thing some one just beat it. Thad three 
Kings twice and backed them freely, 
but three Aces or some other stronger 
combination were waiting to rende1 


them idiotic. Other players’ bluff came | wanted on the 





off; mine didn’t. For the most part I 
had depressing luck: a single pair, for 
instance, unfortified by the other three 
cards; or two pairs, that insidious snare, 
raising one’s stake on which, according 
to the saying, has filled America’s poor- 
houses. 

“And all the while I was losing 
money. I lost consistently for two 
hours, until all my little luxuries for 
the next year had dissolved into thin 
air. 

“tf LT had been older and braver | 
should have stopped. But I lacked the 
nerve. I felt that it looked mean and 
squalid to leave off because one was not 
winning; nor did [ want to convey the 


impression that [couldn't afford to lose. | 


False pride is at the bottom of so many 
follies. 

“By the time we entered on a final 
round of Jack-pots, when it cost double 


to come in, | had seen two months’ | 
i hecause [| had been alone in the room. 


‘ 


salary melt away. And then followed 
a series of hands when no one had the 
necessary openers, so that the pool be- 
came enormous. 

“The next deal had just been coim- 
pleted when a maid entered to say that 
Mrs. Blank, one of the neighbours who 
had joined us for the evening, was 

telephone; and we w aited 





fov her. After afew moments she came 
back to say that she must return home | 
at once as one of the children wasn’t 
well—she lived close by, [ gathered— 
but we needn’t stop the game: her hus- 
band, who had been sitting out, would 
play her hand for her. 

‘And so she went, everyone going | 
into the hall to see her off, leaving me, a | 
comparative stranger, alonein theroom. 

“ Perh ips you see what is coming ? 
No? Well, they all came back and 
took up their cards again. I also took 
up mine, which I had not yet looked | 
at, and was electrified to discover what 
it consisted of. For the first time in 
the evening the luck had come to me. 
It was the finest hand possible—a Royal 
flush. Ace, Ning, Queen, Jack and 
Ten of Spades. On such a hand as that 
I could safely bet every penny I pos- 
sessed. But then my blood turned to 


ice, for I reali I that 1 could do nothing 


And after losing all the evening, too! 
“T had a winning hand, but didn’t 
dare to play if All those lost luxuries 
were in array before my eyes, and I 
hadn't the pluck to recover them. 
‘The struggle was not one of con- 
science. l was aS innocent as Mrs. 


Blank’s sick baby; there was no ques- 
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ame 














Mother (fo « hild who has been sent out of the 


Peggy. “No, THANKS; I 'PRECIATE THE QU! 


tion of rightorwrong. It wasa struggle 
between timidity and poverty, compli- | 
cated by sophistication. I could not} 
play the hand because I was afraid, the | 
avoidance of suspicion being impossible. 
I had had time to select five unbheat- | 
able cards. I had not done that, but I} 


| had had time to do it, Everything was | 


; none had. 


against me. If just one other of the} 
party had remained in the room with 
me I should have been on velvet. But 
The most guiltless of men, 


I was destroyed by a possibility of guilt. 
“The result was that when the dealer 


asked me how many new cards I wanted | 
I replied, in as nonchalant a manner as | 
possible, ‘ None, thank you; I’m away,’ 
and threw down my hand. 

“T then had the additional mortifi- | 
cation of seeing that magnificent kitty, | 
with all its surrounding wealth, fall to| 
the holder of three paltry eights.’ 


| 
E. V.L. | 








“Ler Ex 
» speak better than our fathers ? 

South African Paper. | 
Possibly; but the less said about our | 
spelling the better. 


LIsH FLOURILH. 


I Jo W 


| 
“Station "Bus, Passenger and Luggage, foi 
Sale.”——Provincial Paper. | 
We should like to know if the passenger | 
was consulted or literally “thrown in.” | 


| Let 


om after severe scolding). “It 


AFTER JHE 


YOU ARE 
"STURBANCE 


THE MISONEIST. 


(Showing the unfortunate results of com- 


} ulsory Greek: « the mind of an 
elderly CYNIC.) 
THovuacH Premiers grow hectic and tear- 
ful, 
And markets, when viewed in the 
lump, 
Are still only “ spottily cheerful,” 


While rubbers are still on the slump ; 
ie) 
Our confidence seek to destroy, 
them 
keep Saying 


or yap pedec prot. 


| The hopes of vindictive VALERA: 


The chances ofGrirrirHand“ Mikr;’ 

The feats of Dames NELuIE and Ciara: 
The fears of a general strike ; 

Lord Thanet’s return to the tropics ; 
His staff's inexpressible joy ; 

[ listen unmoved to these topies, 


Or yap peAee ror, 


| Let others with strident emotion 


Acclaim the dethronement of tune, 


i Or utter their fervent devotion 


To Rickwarp or SHANKSand Sassoon: 
Let them chatter of Coares orof Crocr 
Of Max or of Bax or of ‘“Poy”’: 
Let them talk, I observe sotto voce, 


Ob yap perc port. 


OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. — 
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now, PeaGy, you 


9 MAY COME DO 


DOWNSTAIRS.” 


Let episcopal scribes or decanal 
Indulge in censorious frowns 


At the eult of the vicious or banal, 





The cost of our Countesses’ fOWNS : 
Such tales leave me calmer and colde 
Than that of the Women of Troy; 
I turn them my chilliest shoulder 
Ov yap pérXer prot. 
| Let Freudian novelists, plu Ding 
Humanity’s dustbins and drains, 


ai ; rary : : — | Expend on their psychical slumming 
Phough pessimists, fiercely inveighing, | . ¥ 


I listen unmoved to what passes, 


Minute and meticulous pains ; 


_| Let them glorify all self-expression 
say what they please and| ; 


The feeble and frail to decoy 
Let them trumpet the Creed of Trans- 
gression, 


Ob yap peer pot, 


\nd yet, though too frequently showing 
A mood that is childish and crass, 
The heart of the nation is growing 

Dog-sick of a diet of gas; 
\nd, since on the moderate masses 
This diet must finally cloy, 


Ob yap péAee pot. 








“a 


ised in the 
ibundant 
winter has 


Heavy avalanches are being ca 
Hautes and the Pyrenees by thé 
snowfalls which the unusually lat 
brought.”-—-Daily Paper. 

Similar phenomena are reported from 





the Alpes and the Maritimes 
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Ardent Disciple of M. Covet. “I’m Not FALLING !-—I'y 
OFF BEFORE I’VE FINISHED SAYING MY PIECE.” 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mr. SterHeN McKenna is still paying the penalty of 
“the atrocious crime of being a young man,” a longer and 
more penal business nowadays than it used to be in my 
brief youth. But he is settling down; and those who like 
their novelists best when their effervescence has slightly 


| subsided will agree with me in hailing T'’he Confessions of 


| The Secret Victory. 


a Well-Meaning Woman (CassELL) as a great advance on 
It consists of a dozen monologues, in 
which Lady Ann Spenworth, a middle-aged wife and mother 
with a house in Mount Street, holds forth “to a friend of 
approved discretion ” on the stimulating topic of her own 
benevolence. From Mr. McKenna’s chastened but still 


| youthful angle I can see that Lady Annis merely the typical 





female Pharisee, the sort of woman who would have made 
a very good wife for Carapuas if she had been born in B.c. 20 
or thereabouts. Yet I doubt if any of the old and young 
Philistines he uses as foils to her calculating self-righteous- 
ness—her divorced brother-in-law, her mercenarily-married 
brother, her expensive niece and her expensive niece’s 


syndicate-forming suitor—are likely to come off any better 


than Lady Ann with the Recording Angel; and the ruse 
she adopts to detach her elderly husband from a costly 
entanglement seems to me at least as, pathetic as Mr. 
McKenna finds it ludicrous. 





_I was never one for the notion that a critic should soak 
himself in the atmosphere of his subject to the extent of 
transferring its characteristics to his own composition; and, 
while admitting that some very suggestive work has been 


NOT FALLING !!—I‘m Nor 
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— [To horse} Dasu IT ati! YOU’LL HAVE ME 


done by this contagious method, I think that Mr. W. H. | 


Hamitton’s John Masefield (ALLEN) rather loses than gains 
by it. 





| 


His prose, for instance, which can be sufliciently | 


pregnant and familiar in its moments of independence, | 


suffers from sympathetic relapses into a recognizable poetic 
vocabulary ; not, I hasten to add, the vocabulary of The 
Widow in the Bye Street, but the vocabulary of Mr. Maser- 
FIELD's Celtic Twilight days—days that have provoked 
(not only, nor indeed chiefly, in Mr. Maseriecp and his 


admirers) some of the most inane and pretentious diction | 


in the English language. However this excessive absorp- 
tion in his hero’s manner has not prevented Mr. Hamiiron 
from doing detached and adequate justice to his matter: 


His attitude towards Mr. MaAserizip’s buccaneering vein | 
—a vein which has produced, among other excellent things, | 


that gem of compressed enthusiasm, the Preface to Hakluyt’s 
Voyages—is a trifle too remote. But his treatment of the 
more distinguished of the long narrative poems, of the 
Japanese play of 1915, and of certain stray lyrics, makes 
what scholastic philosophers would call a ‘ suasive,” if 
not a compelling, bid for the reader’s whole-hearted ad- 
miration of the poet's art. 





Mr. C. E. M. Joap, who is apparently a philosopher by 
trade, has written a distinctly diverting first novel, The 
Highbrows (CAPE). 
one of those very clever young men who adventure in social 


His hero pour rire, Arthur Pramp, is | 


service (Boys’ Clubs and camps at Oxford and East-ending | 


at Carfax Hostel); he further occupied his time in philan- 
dering, respectably at Oxford, and less conventionally in 
Brittany ; in Socialism with the “ Midwivians ” (commonly 


known as Fabians) in London and at a Midwivian cara- | 
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late love of Maureen sc aaah 
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vanserai (alias summer school) beneath a windy hill in 
Wales; and finally in endless talk and ikon-sm: ishing at 
9 e Ephemeral C lub, which is composed of “ Pacifist poli- 
icians, writers and publishers of books hostile to the War, 
members of the U.D.C. Russian revolutionaries 
young men with long hai young women with short 
hair whose sex was undetermined both as to costume 
and yoice, and those who were neither men nor women but 
Slade.” You will gather that our author has a pretty 
taste in labels and a sense of epigram. I take it that he 
has been annoyed for six or seven years by various modern 
types, and that his feelings have burst the dam of thei 
professional philosophic calm in this diverting and certainly 
irresponsible book. His publisher, by the way, is to be 
congratulated on setting a notable standard both in adie 
to attractiveness of format and modesty of price. Here is 
the six-shilling novel with us again and not unduly com- 
pressed. Will Mr. Carr be turned out of his union? 


In the life of hbo and offic’ ials in East Afriea Miss 
MarGArRET PETERSON s — - 
found a seldom- 
traversed setting fo 
herstory, Dust of Desir 
(Meu ROSE). It is cei 
tainly a novel of action, 


has 


with Indian sedition-| _ am 
eg om 
ists and native kings ,. 
; e's) 
and witch doctors and ep 7 
nd ch do 2 oS ee 


fighting and murders if : ! 
lmportan 
features, and as its cen- 


% — 
4 
5 


ald Kenyon, «a planter, 

es . 4] — a 
son of an Irish fathe) = ae 
and a Eurasian mother, 





: a 
a fact suppcsed to ac- a, BS 
count for some of his} 2=2Z ne 
peculiarities. Simpson, 
° *() . H st M C I ING I As (¢ N . W 
like many other hus- H, OM, SOMETH HAS GON] 
- ONE OF THE COWS HAS GOT CHARGED 


bands, takes his wife re Ba ne ees wed 
and love itself, as a matter of course; and Keny n, “quite 
the opposite type of man, easily wins her away from him. 
Maureen flies with her lover to his plantation; but, on 
finding there an Indian dancing-girl to whom Kenyon has 
been making love, she retires very much affronted. I hoped 
myself that this disillusionment would lead to a new be 
ginning of sane and tender affection between the husband 


and wife; but Simpson is killed in a native rising, and, after | 


many chapters of suffering and misunderstanding 
ghosts, Maureen and a repentant Kenyon are happily and 
respectably united. The setting of her story would have 
made Miss Pererson’s book of more interest than might 
appear from all this, but that her slipshod style, which 
not improved by her punctuation, leaves the truth of he: 
descriptions too much in doubt. She 
Indian we come up against an old perverted civili 
warped code of morals which nothing can alter.’ 


lf thi 


refers toa particular race w hich supplies most of the Indian 


emigrants to East Africa, she should say so; as 
it seems a somewhat sweeping statement 
the majority of the wenjecte of the Britis} Empire. 
Readers of Edmond Warre Citmenes 
culty in believing that Mr. C. R. 
task of writing it a labour of love. 


But although 





and 


1S 


writes: “In the 
zation ; a 


it stands 
to make about 


will have no diffi- 
FLercHer found the 
he has 


seen WARRE through sympathetic eyes he h has not 
sympathy to interfere with his sense of justice a 
of view. In this admirable book he makes apparent to us 
the mainsprings of Warre’s influence and the re 
his hold upon the affection of all who came into 
with him. Of Warrr’s 


allowed 


timate 


contact school-days at ht n only 


a little is known, but at Oxford we begin clearly to see the 
qualities that made him so outstanding a figure in the years 
tocome. Of his University career Mr. FLetcuer writes: “ It 
has been stated that he was perhaps more proud of having 


| been President of the O.U.B.C. than of his First Class and 
his Fellowship; but, even were it possible to associate the 
inotion of pride with him at all, | should consider this a 
misstatement. He came to Oxford to read and to win intel 
lectual honours, and he read with the strength of ten 
This wanted saying for the conviction of those many peopl 
who refuse to believe i in intellectual athletes. It is inte est 
ing to note that Warke’s return to Eton as a master w 
almost in the nature of a fluke. On his work there fo) 
nearly sixty years I have no space to comm nt. A tiedl 





he retained the Hi a 


| 
mastership a tle tos 
| long One « OWN 
| oldest friends and most 
| affectionate lmnirers 
Lord Ky Lie Hervey 
thinks tha H}] ld 
have heen 1 right 
vear for resignation. 
He did resign in 1905 
and four years later he 


Was appointed Provost 

It. is impossibl read 

thris book wit t loy 

ing lis humanity : not 

only Eton but every 

p Lite school ) thi 

land owe cal 

culable aept itn 

No man wi e re 

sponsible iO e sub 

eC cle \ } eT ¢ 

nena WITH _ ELE Irie HLKEI A he public +4 | piri 
eB acevo _____! than Warr n the 
Nazi irdous years before us we shall he wise ti ember 


| wha t we owe to it and to him. 
| 


\ FOOTPRINT OF 


SPRING 


Wen daffs ; uppea before the swallow d 
Or chift-cl + Soar Qtereevandbearad along the e, 
Or one hedge-bank a gen of violet bears 
Then, say our village folk, “ Spring's hi 
Or walltlo cent, blown through one 
door, 
[Is a good pro f eally come to 
But we like one ola bit o stic lore 
That shows she’s extra « uly dow) 


Soon as our old ite) on the greet 


Can set one ioot on dais ~ pine togeti 
Though neve othe: 


blossom mav be seer 
There is the end, we Say 


_of Winter tethe 


That was the simple test ol long ago, 
And our old grandfer tries it still to-day 
He once was our policeman, you must know, 


Andee, Spring * S always early down our way. 
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CHARIVARIA. 


Tt j IS a great lend W he ‘re even the. news- 


| paper proprietors are oj ptimis! s. 


hedonec on soda-water he is caused some | 
amusement, %e 


Berore sailing for Europe Dempsey * 
announced his intention of fighting A man has been summoned for A New York schoolboy has married 
Carventier, Weits and Beckett. | scraping off the paint from the inside | his teacher, aged forty-five! We do not 


Some curiosity is felt as to whether 


of a Tube It is denied that he 


Carriage, 


know what school he belonged to, but he | 


his opponents will adopt open order | scraped it off with another passenger's | doesn’t seem to have learned very much. 
or mass formation, } face during the rush-hour. gh 

‘The shortage of ambulances in Lon 

Ai spaper expresses surprise that | In the opinion of Dr. C. W. Sanersy | don has caused much discussion,” says 


Mr. ¥ Loyp GrorGeE has taken his golf | the great need of London is more sun- | The Daily Express. There is some talk 
clubs to Italy with him. We can only |shine. There is some talk of the famous | of the newspapers being asked to sus- | 
suppose that he had in view the Golfo |eugenist first trying the effects of a| pend their insurance schemes until | 
di Genova for which that coast is noted. |letter in The Daily Mail upon the | accidents can be carried out along more 

Ag j natter. comfortable and congenial lines. 
A correspondent of The Evening | 
Ne u states that during the closing | No ad strict rate is to be lev ied at A Glasg »w miner has been fined foi 
stages of the War a hen of his laid a} Penrhyndeudi we read. We im-j| taking a match into a mine. It was 








record egg. Considering how long th wine this is not an attem mpt to obtain pointed out to the reckless fellow that 
Cens rship has been aa we 7 ee a? ee piers ty : - —— if there had been an ex- | 
abolished, the delay in plosion the match might 
naking this public is | have been wasted 
inexplicable 


destruc- 
hundred 
i gallons 

the Dublin 
House by Lrish | 


During 
tion of five 


the 
1 

tnousal oO 
whiskey 


Custom 


said that even people 


unable swim a stroke 














| ste } 

|. There Has been no | 

| caseof premature burial 
rept rted to the Associa- 
tion for the Prevention 
of Premature Burial for 


It 


twenty 


seven years 


these | 


Republicans, the spec- | | may be that in 
| tacle ; witnessed of | | hard times persons find 
a streai ot it flowing ng themselves prema- 
into the Liffey. It is] iturely buried do not 


bother to lodge a& Com- 


| 7 } 
pian * } 





were with difficulty re- 
strained fron plunging The eXpe ment ol 
in to the rescue. ire idmission to all 
‘ | i Ru in theatres has 
\ gene logist has dis- | 1 been abandoned It is 
covered that Mr. Win | | re ilised that it is more 
STON CHURCHILT is al | stimulating todramatic 
collateral descendant of | niente " — . lart to give the audience | 
one of the founders of |___ ————— Se TOU tan opportunity of de- | 
the Royal Academy. In our opinion it | notoriety, as aes seems to have | manding its money back. | 
is unfair to rake this up against him | made a name for itself long ago. * 
* Si * A man has been sent to prison foi 
‘T was the man who introduced the ‘alking of names, “ the latest orchid | assaulting a boxer. It was high time | 
table-cloth int o the barrack-room,” says | whieh ha heen preted says wok to correct the idea that our pugilists 
Captain R. Ger, V.C., M.P. Nothing | paper, “ is called Sophrolzliocattleya.” | can be knocked about with impunity. 
has yet been heard of the man who in- | But not very often. 
troduced the Sergeant- Major into the | * Entomologists are now sayit ¢ that 
| last war. 2 Grey hair is becoming fashionable, | wasps should not be destroyed, as they | 
ve read. Nothing can be done about | kill flies. Caught young and tamed, a 
\ecording to a Temperance Journal th s, we fear, while the Income Tax is | wasp makes a capital guard for a bald 
j it is dange rous lor any person ovel sixty | st | six shillings in the pound, headed man. * j 
| years of age to take alcoholic liquor. | 
And yet weonceknew acentenarianwho| ‘The Scot's accent,” says Professor From The Daily News we learn that 
| drank a glas heer ten minutes before | Joun ARMSTRON( is regarded as an]a piece of music by Byrp, the Tudor 
| he died and felt no after-effects. | asset rather than a handicap.” We wish | composer, which was recently performed 
could say the same about their|in London, sounds as fresh to-day as 
| 7 . piges . relea ised at Newcastle last oo * when ° weesssncaceg 3h plates senie ne 
; June has just delivered the message it | our contemporary on the phenomena 
| was carrying to its owner at Letch- | «“ We have at times back-slidden, by |} memory of its critic, who must be | 
worth. There is some talk of making|the malicious promptings of a spirit | getting on for four hundred. | 
| this bird an honor: ary post-master. | defiant of continuous rebuke, but we 
| hi ive in the end —— superior,” says A confirmed pessimist is of the opin- | 
‘ Lord Beaverbrook’s message, says | The Mineral Water Trade Journal. The} ion that the Peace will last another two 
contemporary, “ is that ae: lsuggestion that this sort of thing can | years at least. 
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| survive, 
| stupid and antiquated prejudice against aircraft, just as | 
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THE STRONGER SEX. 
Dear Joan, there is a law they cite to-day, 
Silly and viewed by me with much aversion, 
Which says that, when a couple go astray, 
The husband made her do it by “ coercion ;” 
That, if we fall into some pit of sin, 
‘Twas I that pulled you in. 


The early wags by whom this law was booked 
Forgot with antique precedent to grapple, 
Ignored their Genesis and overlooked 
The episode of Eden and the Apple; 
Ifow, when he ate of it, the guileless ADAM 
Was moved thereto by Madam. 


You'll note that this coercive deed was done 
Before the marriage rites were consummated ; 
\nd similarly, ere we twain were one 
My manhood by your arts had been abated ; 
"Twas you coerced me, hesitant and pale, 
Up to the altar-rail, 


Not that my own compelling powers were naught ; 
I had, no doubt, constrained you b yy my beauty, 
My figure on Apollo’s model wrought, 
My features so refined, my voice so fluty 
I do not boast; these 


gifts the gods confer— 
A kind of force majeure, 


Put, when my human will is matched with yours, 
What is the issue of that clash of genders ? 
Why, every time the eternal female scores, 
And like a lamb your Algernon surrenders ; 
Bows to your judgment on the jazziest hat 
And takes it lying flat. 


Therefore | disapprove this ancient Act, 
Though it may flatter my assumed virility ; 
Nay, if in any trespass we are tracked, 
1’d throw on you the full responsibility ; 
I'd waive my manly pride, and you, my Joan, 
Should go to jail alone. O.S. 








BABBLE OF BABYLON. 
(By our I leet Street Flinewr.) 
DvurinG the hunting season which is just at 


t an end it 
has been very evident that many of the present generation | 
find the sport less satisfying than their predecessors did, 
and there is no blinking the fact that, 


Masters of Hounds will have to overcome their 


they were obliged to become reconciled to motor-cars within 


| comparatively recent memory. 
This aspect of the case was put before me very strongly | 
| the other day by Lord Peregrine Wyndrush, whose opinion 


is entitled to respect as being that of one who is both a 
keen foxhunter and an enthusiastic aviator. Lord Pere- 
grine assures me that it is a simple matter to construct an 


aeroplane to carry a couple of horses, and he hopes shortly 


to carry out experiments with a parachute of his own | 


invention which will enable a horse with its rider on its 
back to descend upon the hunting-field. By this means, 
he points out, a man with his private ‘plane hovering in 


attendance could see something of the sport with three or 


four packs in the day and fly back to Town in good time | 


for dinner. Lord Peregrine predicts, in fact, that before 
long it will be difficult to sell a hunter that is not broken | 
to aircraft. It is quite clear that what the old school will 


if the chase is to | 
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| have to bring itself to realise is 
hunting is in the air. 
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that the future of fox. 


* * * 


From accounts that reach me of the preparations for the 
forthcoming New Poor Fair at the Multicultural Hall, 
is evident that no effort is being spared to ensure success 
The patrons, prominent among whom are Lord Fi erum, 
Lord Brothermere, Lord Possumtree and Sir Cyril Ba 
itch, are keenly alive to the needs of those more baled 
than themselves, and it is far from a passive interest that 
they are taking in this scheme for promoting co-operation 
| among what may be described as the hard-hit cl 


ar- 


asses, 


| The main purpose of the Fair, of course, will be to 
| enabl e the less resourceful members of the Nev vy Poor to 
| receive object-lessons from others who have triu np! ae 
adapted themselves to altered circumstances, and J an 
permitted to indicate a few departments in which this will 
| be done. 

In a model dressing-room Major-General Groombridge, 
| C.B., formerly famous as the best-turn ed-out man in the 
| Services, will give daily demonstrations of self-yaleting 
| Godiva, Lady Ripplel head, will give similar displays for the 


benefit of ladies who find their 


toilets toilsome without a 
maid; and Father Heely, 


the popular incumbent of St. 





Crispin’s, Mayfair, ne ed amateur cobbler, | 


) will be seen in the actual per ‘formance of what he faceti- 
ously calls “the cure of soles.” The sight of the Society 
Laundry Girls at work under the supervision of Lady 
Lathery should be a further incentive to the New Poor to 
take in one another’s washing. 


. 7 ® 


One of the brightest 


mor 


features of London life in recent 
iths has been the Divorce Case Tea 


oe ; ; 1) 
but even t] it seems 


likely to be thrown into the shade by the Old Bailey Break- | 
fast, which is already a favourite form of ent ent | 
with some of the most progressive and enterprising of our 


hostesses. That the vogue for the present is limited toa 
| comparatively small circle is due to the ridict 


| quate accommodation inside the Central Criminal 


uO Ly Inade- | 


land the difficulty about reserving even the seats that are | 


provided. 
however, 
| realise t 


If the present influential pressure is kept up, 
it may not 


|in the matter of advance bookings. 
Lady Goole’s 
Cannib alCase | last week consisted of Coloneland Mrs. Corbie; 
Mrs. “Jack” Hall; Lady Grizel Gallowglass; the 
| Hyde-Thicknesse; Miss Glote; Miss Gore-McCurdle, an 
Wyndham Carnifex, the well-known amateur criminologist. 
Most of the same people were among those whom Mrs. 
Wulfhere Glote brought along from the Fritz on t! 
morning ; and as the guests of Mrs. Fitzgibbett, on the con- 
cluding day of this popular trial, they were all present to 
hear the verdict and sentence. The Old Bailey set, in fact, 
are proving that London holds plenty of brightness for 
those who know where to look for it. 


{Sir 





A Speculative Company. 


‘The company is now sailing for Palestine by way 


of Egvpt f the 





purpose of filming the ‘Shepherd King.’ They expect to locate the 
precise spot where Goliath slew the lion, where they expect to re-enact 
the scene.’’—Cihilian Paper. 

‘For SareE—Piano, cheap; two and a-half years old. Sire 1 by 
International Champion, Kootenai. Very companionable, Will sell 
for $50, if given good home.”— American Paper. 


be long before the powers that be | 
he necessity of coming into line with the theatres | 


e second } 


s party for the first morning of the Kilburn | 


Hon. Mrs. | 


We have always heard that the piano makes quite a nice | 


| pet if not too noisy. 
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| THE POWER OF THE PRESS. 


Mr. Luoyp Georce. “AH! MY FRIEND, YOU NEVER HAD A CAMPAIGN AGAINST YOU IN 
THE PRESS.” 

Eart Batrour. “ON THE CONTRARY, WHEN I WAS ABOUT YOUR AGE, I WAS TOLD 
THAT SOME OF THOSE VERY PAPERS USED TO SAY, ‘B. M. G.,’ WHICH I UNDERSTAND 
TO HAVE MEANT ‘BALFOUR MUST GO;’ BUT THAT DIDN’T CRAMP MY STYLE. AND 
NOW I HEAR THEY SAY THAT I’M THE GREATEST LIVING STATESMAN, AND THAT 
DOESN'T WORRY ME EITHER.” 








A IEE Ra TUT OO ema ees - asiiinmeieinateaihinsiaiinstaaaaiiaii 














| 
i 
» 


eer 


nen NE Eee nee eS nner etn rs Son meg eat rene 


EZ: UNC 








| 

| Peggy. ‘* BuT WHY DO YOI 

M: lly cy nic). ** “WELL, 
_—S—SSaaae ars 

| TO A RED SQUIRREL. 

| ‘The red squirrel is in danger of becom- 


| ing extinct in some parts of England.” 
Daily Paper. 
You ‘re ndt so common as you were 
In parks and woods of Cockney air, 
You prick-eared knave in red ; 
Perhaps (some tell me so) you 've bowed 
Before the tough Colonial crowd 
Bustlers and “ get-a-bits ” avowed, 
Who push so fast ahead. 
The grey Canadians that I note 
(Crude, or as Araminta’s coat) 
| In urban neighbourhoods ; 
| ‘I hey ‘re bold assertive sorts, no doubt, 
Ready at any time to flout 
| Old fashions and to hustle out 
The dearer home-made goods. 
But when afar in rural copse 
I glance into the beeches’ tops 
I sometimes catch a glimpse 
| (And name it as my ramble’s crown) 
Of your pert Puckish face and brown, 
| Around a tree-trunk peeping down 
Like some Italian imp’s. 
Though here, small friend in Titian fur, 
The woodman and the gamekeeper 
Are critics leather-bound ; 
Did Dryads walk, such minds of mud 
W ould likewise clamour for their blood, 
Who ‘d shared with you the bitten bud 
Or yolk of eggshells found. 
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MY CHILDREN ARE 
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so younc?” 


50 DREADFULLY NAUGHTY I’ 


VE GOT 


So > white a ‘Nendioe’ years ay gone 
(And you therewith), when forests don 
The garb of Spring come back, 
Her bards, who walk abroad as I 
And scan the green pavilions high 
Where once you played, shall breathe 
a sigh 


And wonder what they lack. 


Though, haply, one among them then 
Shall steal apart, with fire-tipped pen, 
Beneath some haunted tree, 
And in the sun-splashed solitude 
Indite, and see it to be good, 
“To a lost Fairy of the Wood,” 
Your deathless elegy. 


‘The Princess 
moleskin ¢ 


herself wore a_ beautiful 





at of blue satin.”— Daily Paper. 
| The “ little gentleman in black velvet 
| seems to have changed his material. 





“A very large circle of fiends will regret 
Mr — emoyal from Halifax.” 
Canadian Paper 


; 


Which recalls the traditi 
between Halifax anda 


onal association 


t 
warmer locality. 


From an account of the work of the | 
Disposals Board: —_ 


“ Tlandcuffs were sold for bieyele locks, a 
anti-gas spravs for garden fertilisers and 
fue ComnxG Evecrion 





Scotch Paper. 
A very proper precaution. 








rO PUNISH 


THEM SOMEHOW.” 


“TEMPORA MUTANTUR.” 

WuatTeEVveR else may be said of Tu 
Times by its detractors in thé 
no one can say that it is not full vu 
prises. It is rumoured however that to 
many old-established readers | some of 
the more recent surprises have c SO 
suddenly as to be in thenature of shocks 


| 
} 
| 


and for their benefit we are glad to be | 


able to give the following warning of 


the new developments which ma or | 


may not—be expected during thi r- 
rent year — 

On May Ist the price of 7 Times 
will be reduced to a penny to any p 
who fills in a coupon and guarantees to 
subscribe for ten years. 

On May 2nd a Dental Supplement 
will be published. 

On May 4th the price of the paper 


will be ween ei, = for everybody, 
whether they have filled in coupons ot 
not. Those who have guaranteed to 
subscribe for ten years will receive the 
| De ntal Supplement absolutely free of 


| ch: urge. 

May 15th. Special article by Mr. 
| Maurice HewLert, describing the mat- 
| ing of water-snails in the South Dow 1S, 

FE rom May 20th each issue wil 
=~ a Special Fashion-Plate fou Men, 
by Bobbie Anstruther. 
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From June Ist the leading articles 
will be written in blank verse. 

On June 4th a grand new feuilleton 
will begin. Order now. 

On June dth a gigantic scheme of 
| Free Insurance against Indigestion, 
| Insomnia and Mental Worry will be} 

opened, All regular readers will be | 
forcibly insured. 
From June 8th the paper will include 

a superb Children’s Page, a special 
i feature of which will be“ Uncle Alfred's 
Chats with the Chicks.” 

On June 10th the price of the paper 
will be reduced to a halfpenny. Regular 
subscribers will be entitled to free inocu- 
lation against cold. 

June 11th. A powerful leading article 
will appear, pointing out that the Coali- 
tion is doomed. 

From June 13th the paper will in- | 


























; =, { 
clude a Special Page for Domestic Ser- | 3 gee [hres 
vants. , , as ! i 

From June 17th the leading articles - =F) 


will be illustrated. } 

From June 18th the leading articles | 
will be written in rhymed couplets. | 

From June 20th the Children’s Page | 
will include daily a series of whimsical | 
pictures by “ Bert,’’ illustrating the | 
adventures of Whizz, Bang,and Walter, | 
their droll baboon. 


On June 30th, in response to an | 
overwhelming request, the Dental Sup- 
plement will be reprinted as a pamphlet | 
and distributed in the streets. 

On July Ist the Dental Pamphlet 
will be entirely sold out. This will 
make a deep impression. Zhe Times | 
will announce the inauguration of a 
great campaign for the Preservation of 
the Nation’s Teeth. 











July 7th—14th. Toorn Week. All | 
regular subseribers will be expected 
to have their teeth extracted (free of | 
charge). | 

August Ist. Opening of great Fre nt- | 

| 














Page Correspondence on “ The Manners | - : — 

ag Manners | — eee a [HOT bore 

of Old Men.” | eed | fe 
August 15th. Second phase of great } 


Front-Page Correspondence, with new “PORT FOR MEN.” 








| heading, ‘ Should Spats be Worn?” “WELL, MY BOY, WHAT DO YOU THINK OF THIS?” 
From October 1st the paper will in- “Top-HOLE, WHAT IS IT? SOMETHING NEN 
clude a daily page for Stamp-Collectors. : | 

From October 3rd the paper will be} December Ist. Special Supplement | * The rough diamond may be one of Nature's | 


4 . . ) } ' on? ~ gentlemen, but if he sits at meals with one 
increase ‘ty-six oes ; va | das e with Mr. Luoyp GEORGE’s im- | 5& , le" | 
: a ed to thirty IX page ad and the ae aling ween = [i I LOYI 7EOR = | elbow on the table while he picks his teeth | 
front page to eight columns. The re-| pending fall. | with the other the world may only discover 
Maining pages will be expanded to December 24th. Gigantic Christmas | after he has gone what a good fellow he really 
sixteen columns, and a pocket magnify-| Present. From this date The Times \was.”—Provincial Paper. 


ing-glass will be attached to each copy.| will be given away. Readers of the} And very clever, too. 








On October 15th a powerful leading Lioyp GrorGcE Supplement will be paid | ; OS 
| article will appear, pointing out that} a sum of money. “Sam WeLLER.— What ithe Di kens of he 
the Coalition is doomed. I'rom January Ist, 1923, a Special | aie wegeoagee Nien tidinne abe be 90 6 
Un November Ist a powerful leading | Page will be devoted daily to th > yin the £, 1 cal Boot ro matali Se Sam 
article will appear, pointing out that | publication of news. | Weller’s recipe for Happiness. Spend 19/6 in 
the Coalition is doomed. From February 1st regular readers | the £ at ’s Leather Stores.”—Local Paper. | 
November 14th. Issue of Times|of The Times will receive a pension,| As Micawber observed on a seen | 
oe) Supplement and Railway | payable retrospectively on the last day | occasion, «Ain't nobody going to be | 
ruide. ;, 


of every month. 


A. P. H. | wopped for this?’ 





| 
j 
} 
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THE STEAM-GIVERS. 


An Epic Fracment.—Part III. 


THE most suitable way of ending this fragment seems to 


be to attempt to give some parallel to the fine dialog 
which occurs at the close of Mr. Noyes’ Torch 


ie 


Bearers 


between the Sun, the Earth and the more popular Stars :-— 


Puff followed puff. 
and with wheels, 


Shadow on shadow passed. 
The whole land filled with engines 
Tunnels and viaducts and termini, 
Till one lone spirit larger than them all 
Loomed, and one voice spoke clearer than the rest 
Over the whistling tumult of the years. 
I knew the voice for his that took the fire 
From SterHenson and Wart and passed it on: 
Gerorce Brapsnaw. Holding up his little book 
In passionate and yearning tones he spake, 
And railway after railw: ay answered him. 
Grorcr Brapsnaw. 
“Steam! How they pant away into the distance! 
Steam! But the soul of man for ever climbs 
Beyond that music of your throbbing pistons ; 
‘Ye need,’ I said, ‘some table of your times.’ 


‘I broke their fiery transports into sections ; 
I tamed their fleet expresses with my bars; 

I proved the value of their through connect 
[ tested which of them had dining-cars. 


ons, 


‘In eryptic columns, working late and lonely 
My single object was to write the truth, 

And if men missed the f for Fridays only 
I felt no rapture but I had no ruth. 

“ For knowledge and naught else I loved to linger 
All day about my task with heedful pains ; 

I raised my hand, I stretched a strong forefinger 





Ever towards the search | ee FOR OTHER TRAINS. 





‘Systems of England, by your handbills vocal, 
Who join the dark Black Country and the sea 
With frequent services, main line and local, 
What are your glories were it not for me?’ 
G.W.R., 
“ Fair combes and river-sides [ set my vaunt on, 
And rose-cheeked apples in a land of mirth ; 
I run to Ilfracombe and Bath. At Taunton 
You get the best ham-sandwiches on earth.” 
L.N.W.R. 
‘I keep the earliest engines unfonguiten 
Around my pgs: rn tracks the curl a wail 
I steam thror all the lands that live by 
You chan ge | at Crewe to catch the Trish 
G.N.R. 
; Bradford and Huddersfield have heard my anthem 
3y Boston and by Nottingham I fork; ; 
I pound through Pete rborough, Selby, Grant] am ; 
There is a nice refreshment-room at York. 
{ §.C.R. 

‘For me the Channel waves grow calm or w) 
Across my shining sands the children rove 
Eastbourne and Hastings, Littlehampton, Brig hton 

Bognor and Seaford, Angmering and Hove. 


Cotton ; 


Mail. 


iten;: 


M.R. 
“ Nottingham, Derby, Belper, Water Orton, 
Cheltenham, Gloucester, Fishponds, Ambergate, 


Worcester and Droitwich, Birmingham, King’s Norton 
Hereford, Croxall, Mangots field and Yate.” 





| 
Many Orner Lives. 
| Ss—ss-—ss—ss—ss—SS—S8S 





GEORGE BRADSHAW. 
“Enough! Ye wheel about your petty orbits ; 
Not one of you escapes my eagle ken ; 
Ye throw out branches and ye add on more bits 
L know the How, 


Systems of England, by your handbills vocal, 
Who join industrial centres and the sea 

With frequent services, main line and local, 
What are your glories were it not for me?” 


The shadows dwindled. I was left alone 


the Wherefore and the When 





22 








| 
Save for the levers in the signal-hox 
And him that worked them. As I clamber — 
I noticed that the 7.59 
Was due from Norwood Junction, and I said, 
“ How shall man doubt the empery of man | 
Over the Infinite Deeps of Space and Tim | 
Yet what is man? His mightiest works dep 
On P rovidence. Compare Habakkuk j li. Dy 

THE SECRET EASTER EGG. 

I was racking my brains over an Easter present for | 
Kathleen (my wife). I don’t know why presents should | 
be expected at Easter, but they are. At least they are in | 
my family. I dismissed chocolate, gloves ar nt as | 
} obvious. Chocolate, gloves and scent are expected as casual, | 
| by-the-way week-end presents. Something more i) dual | 

|and striking is expected on great festivals. 
As my eye roved frowningly round my study rested 
suddenly upon a photograph of Veronica, bare-legged and | 
| wearing a sun-bonnet. That photograph had taken | 
|nearly two years ago. Aha! the very idea. | 
| I went to the door. Veronica was being a in al 
| pond on the hall-rug 

| ‘ Veronica,” I said persuasively, ‘come here. 

| ‘ What noise do frogs make ?”’ replied Veroni: 

| ‘“ Brekekekex, koax, koax,” I said promptly. \t least 
they ‘re supposed to say that in classical circles 

| “ Brek-ax,” said Veronica; “I’m swimming t Ww, 

| You ’re a water-rat friend of mine.” 

| I emitted a sound suitable to a water-rat. S$ an 
|across the hall into my study. 

a Veronica,”’ I sald, as I closed the door, Cal keep | 
a secret ?”’ 
Bee Yes,” she said, “I’m a nawfully good secret-keep 
| ‘Would you like to go up to town to the Zoo this | 
|afternoon ?’ 

‘ Yes, please But she spoke Without entl n I 
jnow remembered t! Kathleen had taken hi » Z00 
ithe week before. 

“And we'll have ices after lunch,” I said pet bys 04 

‘Lovely 1” 
| We went tothe Zoo from the photographers. “1! Mun 
|my asks where we went,” I said, “ you must the 
|Zoo. The photograph-shop is a secret.’’ | 
| She nodded wisely / 
‘I told you I was a Lau} ily good secret keep he | 
| said, and her blue eyes were fixed dreamily upon the distance. | 
{ 

| It was a good photograph, as photographs go. I took it 

| down to breakfast with me on Easter morning, carefully tied | 
|up and addressed to Kathleen. Kathleen was already in 
| the dining-room. 
| “I’ve got an Easter present for you that I thi yu ‘ll 
| like,” she said proudly. 

Upon my plate reposed a large photograph of Veronica 
” | sitting on a chair and reading a book. I hastily slipped 
|my packet behind the sofa-cushion. 

‘T couldn’t think what to get for you,’ went on Kathleen; 














PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 








Aprin 19, 1922.) 


THE DOWNWARD SPREAD OF THE SPATS HABIT. 





TO BE TOLERATED IN A 


CONFIDENTIAL CLERK, 


THE JUNIOR AND PERHAPS 


PERMISSIBLE IN 


IN THE CASE 


BECOMING 


PARTNER 
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‘and then I suddenly remembered that V eronica hadn’ t | christened at the Cavalry Barracks chapel, Bethnal Green, 
"hens taken for ages, and knew you ’d like that.” | on Monday. The Countess of Ballybroke, the baby’s grand. 
“ Er—thanks, ‘awfully,’ ‘I said. | mother, is ‘the first peeress to run an efficient hand- laundry, 

At this moment Nurse entered with a clean and fresh and | Lady Ballybroke i is there every day, and personally s uperin- 
very attractive-looking Veronica. Nurse laid a small ob- | tends all the work.” 
ject upon the table-cloth in front of Kathleen. “A small 
ote gift, ’m,” she said; “I thought there was nothing 
you'd care hat better, so I got it done at one of those do- | 
them-while-you- Ww ait places ‘when I took her to the Zoo last 
week, you know.’ 

Kathleen gazed at it in silence for a moment. Bs did 
Veronica less than justice. ‘Thank you so much, Nurse,” | “The marriage of the Honourable Martha Service to 
she said at last in a small voice. “ How perfectly sweet of | Lord Bertie Lackboodle will take place at Peckham parish 
you!” | church on Friday. The Duchess of Wangleborough, the 














| 

| As more and more of our aristocracy are forced by com. 
| parative impoverishment into trades ‘and professions, this 
| alliance between the social and business sides of life in May- 
fair may be expected to ventilate itself in even less ambi sigu- 
ous puffs. Thus :— 


With a smile of self-gratulation Nurse departed. Kath- | bridegroom’s aunt, is the first peeress to become a worki ng 
leen and I looked at each other. | member of the Federation of Charladies. She is at present 


‘What did you put behind the sofa-cushion ?”’ s: aid | engaged for the first five days in the week at the offices of 





Kathleen at last. i ear : Se we The Daily Extremist, but is 
I was saved by the entrance ie anxious to obtain a lucrative 
of the post. Beneath the letters appointment for Saturday 


was a flat oblong packet. Kath- 
lee n put her hand to her head. 
“Tt can’t be another,” she said 
faintly. 
[openedit. It was. It was | 
Veronica looking at a gold-fish 
in a glass bowl. 


mornings. She is honest, truth- 
ful, a lifelong abstainer and 
entirely trustworthy.” 








“On Wednesday, in Mr. | 
Justice Robinson's Ci urt, Lady 
Amelia Blinkinton was granted | 





la decree nisi against her hus- | 
“ Dear KATHLEEN,” ran the ’ | band, the Honourable Aubrey | 
| Blinkinton. Earl Potts of 
Thomas, “I so wanted to give 
| 
! 


Wigan, the respondent's step- 
you a small something for 


uncle, is a pioneer in pig-breed- 


aster, and I noticed when IL ing on amass producti n seale. 
was with you last month that The Earl confesses that when 


you hadn’t any recent ones of 
the infant. So I swore her to 
secrecy, whisked her off to 


he first entered the piggeries he 
felt a little out of place, but | 
| states that he has now become | 











town (ostensibly, if you re- | perfectly acclimatised. (‘Yo 
| member, to see the Z00) and | want the best pigs? | HAVE | 
got it done. THEM! Telegraphic address : | 
ovker th ”” | 
I groaned. Porker, West Grun | 
> ‘ } | 
Kathleen tuined her eye] “On Saturday the Official | 
upon me sternly. “ What did | Receiver will conduct the pre- 
you put behind the sofa-| | liminary examination in bank- | 
cushion ?” she said. “ Show | Hon (consoling f vr after topped tee-shot). “Dap, THAT BALL | ruptey of Sir Algernon de 
it tome. I can bear it.” | BOUNCED TWENTY-FOUR Timus, I'M SURE THAT's A BRITISH | Vere.ffontleroy, one of whose 
= . | RECORD, | : . | 
Without a word I handed a __tancestors on the naternal 





it to her. It fell from her nerveless fingers and she covered | side is traditionally believed to have occupied the post of | 
her face with her hands. The table seemed to be strewn | Heredit ary Bo’sun to Henarst and Horsa, The Countess | 
all over with Veronicas. Crookes, Sir Algernon’s first cousin (twice removed to Hol- | 





I turned to the real Veronica, who was studying her- | loway), is the first lady of title to make a real success olf 
selves with a frank and critical interest. “ Veronica,” I shoplifting. Her favourite ‘beat’ is Kensington High Street, | 
said reproachfully, “ why didn’t you tell us ?’ | but she has extremely broad views where — ess Is con- | 

A Because I’m such a nawfully good secret-keeper,” said | cerned, and has been met as far afield as Clapha am Junction. | 

| Veronica proudly. ‘ But,” she admitted wistfully, “I did | Lady Crookes takes the keenest pe rsonal interest in all th | 
get rather tired of the Zoo.” | bi iggest Stores, and on one occasion com plai ave L bi tterly 7s 
Sa a manager about the inferior quality of the silk hose » then | 

PUBLICITY AND THE PEERAGE. being stocked by his firm.” | 

In these hard times—and no tax-payer will care to dis | 


“ Colonel and Lady Bedelia Dashem are celebrating the 


jute their hardness, except, possibly, members of Allie ; ‘ oe 
I Pt, I : I Allied coming of age of their son Marmaduke by giving a Shrimp 


Commissions in enemy countries—even the Peer: ) 
1e Peerage is find- r 1 ‘ ..? 7j ‘} y 
: ea : ‘ 3 . and Winkle Tea : erlo s ay scount Chutney, 
ing it increasingly difficult to make, in the vulgar phrase, the br he ry “ “$ felia. ik ye “fb Visec ‘ to be 
, _ Reis: ; ; yrother of Lady Bedelia, 1s the only peer, as yet, tO De 
— ao meet. This may account for the blending of come a night-w: tan He “1 ju Fes a a n entire 
fashionable gossip and ¢ ; ’ 8 3 
$s gossip and astute advertisement oce asionally charge of kk he C . 1 Road, where | 
discernible in the ‘ Social and Personal” columns of t] bs smports sat work in the Commercial Road 1) 
Ss i 4 ) 1e 7 
exten > re > F being carrie 
Press. Thefollowing paragraph, in which only thenames have sive repairs to the drainage system are b ie , | 
been changed, is a good example of the New Publicity: out. At the Atheneum recently Lord Chutney was over: 
yh ' } e New Publicity heard to remark to Dean Binge “that it w: as ‘quite like old 
ager and Lady Jane Smith's little daughter is to be | times to be coming home with the milk.’’ 


a ~ —— $$$ —$— — 
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| not be made of any of the more precious 
| metals. They had accordingly ordered 


| with auricomous varnish was indist 
| guishable from gold. 





| jected the remark, “Say the greatest 


| with Lord Thanet’s coat-of-arms, viz., 


Aprin 19, 1922. 











KENTISH FIRE AT FEVER HEAT. 

(From our Special Correspondent.) 

Ewecate, April 16th. 
Last night a densely crowded meet- 
ing was held in the Town Hall, Ewe- | 
gate, to consider the arrangements fo 
the forthcoming Thanksgiving Cele- 
bration of the return of Lord Thanet. 
Sir John Todeson, the Mayor, whx 
presided, said that they were all united | 
by the enthusiastic desire to do honour | 
to the greatest living Englishman. At} 
this point Councillor Grigsby inter- 


man in the history of the world,” and the 
Mayor promptly accepted the emenda- 
tion. VProceeding, he briefly recapitu- 
lated the services of Lord Thanet in} 
the last few years—how he had won the 
War, downed the Kaiser, made and 
unmade Generals, Admirals and Prime 
Ministers, and, in the opinion of 
Mr. Lyrron Srracuey, surpassed the 
Prixck Consort as a designer of hats. 

As the Chairman of the Committee 
empowered to draw up a scheme for 
the Celebration, he was now ina position 
to communicate the results of their de- 
liberations. They had decided to confer | 
on Lord Thanet the Freedom of the | 
e 
Borough of Ewegate, and he had graci- | 
ously conveyed his acceptance of the | 





honour, with characteristic considera- | 
tion suggesting that the casket should 


a brazen coffer, which when burnished 
in 
(Cheers.) ‘The 
casket, he added, would be ornamented | 


azure two fids of wood-pulp in saltire o/ 
banded in the centre gules between fow 
limousines volant of the second. (Loud 
applause.) The ceremony would take 
place in the Town Hall, and it was | 
proposed that Lord Thanet should b: 
escorted thither by a special guard 
drawn by lot from the Ewegate Auto 
Suggestion League mounted on pogo 
sticks and fully habited and accoutred 
in the vestments of the discaleed Car- 
melite Friars, 

Here the oldest inhabitant of Ewe- 
gate rose from his seat and exclaime: 
“God bless Sir John Todeson! ”’ 

After Lord Thanet had signed the roll, 
a special cantata in his honour would be 
periormed by the North Boreland Goll 
Choir. In the interests of euphony 
they had approached the famous com 
poser, Mr. Gustav Ho st, and pointec 
out that the transition to “ Thanet’ 
from “the Planets” was obviou 
that they felt sure he would find in- 
Spiration in the noble ode which ha 
been written for the occasion by Miss 


| 


‘ 
50 





Margery Butterfield,the Enns WHEELER 
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TO 


BRIGHTEN THE MODERN PICTURE-SHOW COULD NOT PEOPLE 
BE PERSUADED TO POSE IN FRONT OF THEIR OWN PORTRAITS? 








Mr. Hotst’s reply had not yet been 
received, but he made no excuse for 
eading to them the words of the Ode, 


which were as follows: 


of heart. Brighter waxes the sun, 
rounder the moon, as Your Radio-acti- 
vity pogoes upward and onward to the 
zenith of untrammelled supremacy. 

* Reverently, with folded hands, closed 
eyes and bowed heads, we offer the 
homage of our inexpressible adoration,” 


‘Now that our supreme Overlord has 
een restored to our midst, after his un- 
paralleled periplus of two hemispheres, 
t is that the streets and lanes 
should resound with hymns of thanks- 
ziving and songs of uplift. High and 


meet Mr. Grigsby had suggested that in 
the last sentence the words ‘‘and on 
all-fours’”’ might be added, but the 
low, let the people dance with gladness; | Mayor thought it would be a pity to 
et the poplars droop their heads and | tamper with the exquisite simplicity of 
oyfully brush the adamantine cheek of | the original. He added that the ode 
ur beloved benefactor ; let the flowers | had already been translated into Esper- 
that deck the earth with vernal blossom |anto and would be wirelessed to all 
ain incense on his lightning limousine. | quarte: s of the earth on the day of the 
«“ Whithersoever Your Ebullience ex- | Celebration, June 18th, which would in 
tends, the voice of eulogy ecstatically | future be known as Thanet Day. 
nites the astonished welkin. In the | Arrangements had been made for a 
hvthmical movements of hands and | special service of excursion trains and 
eet. in the waving of Sandringham | motor char-d-bancs from London, and 
rats, in tl 





ul 


Wincox of Ewegate. (Great applause.) | bunting, we all show forth our sincerity | 








} 














| 
| 


i 
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e undulation of unlimited! to cope with the influx of visitors five | 
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Mistress (at luncheon), “JANE, WHAT IS THE MEANING OF THIS COSTUME?” 


| Maid, “1'M PLAYIN’ ’ARF-BACK, MUM, IN THE FINAL THIS AFTERNOON, AN’ THI 


KICK-OFF 'S 1WO-THIRTY SHARP.” 


thousand tents would be erected on the | others that a colossal chryselephantine THE FAITHLESS SENTINE! 
“ : : a - 4 . 1u5)s Sh! INIvt 
beach. Invitations had been sent to all | statue of Lord Thanet should be erected “The th mks 
" + j , é ory iat noses act as hiter a | 
available crowned heads, and accept-| on thetopofthe town gasometel sthatall| ..o ionger held by doctors.”—Daily | 
ances had been received from Miss Mary | twins or triplets born in Ewegate during} 1, Nose. you have no suardiat 
PickrorD, the Rev. B. G. Bourcnier) the year 1922 should be presented with A TEA, he ills tl see 
: : : Against the ils that come by 
and Mr. James DouGhas. an insurance guaranteeing them free} wo Ofcet to that dull abuse 
< ; NO Offse li abuse 
In conclusion the Mayor expressed | treatment for mumps, megalomania or | 


: ; Your shape encounters every here, | 

the confident hope that the inhabit-| hydrocephalus. But they had all been nage ee 4a acer spars, 
. : ’ ‘ ‘ .« ( af cee SC sere! 

ants of HKwegate, man, woman andj overruled by the niggardly timidity of aie. 


; : 
; : he Possessing you, now I have seer 
child, would rise to this great occasion | his colleagues. (Murmutrs.) Y een acta 

: our hollowness laid bar 
and, with their spirits finely touched} A considerable section of those pre 


to fine issues, make the Celebration|sent sympathised. with Councillor} Not useful like the elephant’s 


unique in the annals of the Kingdom | Grigsby, but the general sense of the Nor cunning in the hundred 3 
of Kent. (Prolonged cheering.) |meeting supported the Mayor. It was| Of noses that belong to ants 


Councillor Grigsby, who followed,|freely admitted that the Celebration 


Or preying flies on summer d 
said that while acquiescin 


g in the} would fall short of the merits of Lord}. Yet modern man dare not discl 








| 
recommendations of the Celebration | Thanet; but that was inevitable in times His sentiments about you, Nose, 
Committee, on which he had served, he | of financial stringency. So magnanim- Because through you he pays. | 
did not ‘think they had gone half far|ous a man, it was felt, would overlook a Ee 


enough. Men like Lord Thanet only | these shortcomings and accept thei 


: ate eg “Gs a . ‘*Wigs on the Green” Again. 
emerged once in a hundred million} homage in the spirit in which it was 


I 








? OF . | ft “Mr. Collins journeyed to Wexf t 

| years. When they did it was impos- | offered. sisi dempites binding “at hebed 

sible to do too much in their honour, on 8 d ~ Provincial Paper 

In the words of the poet ur Modest Olympians. : : 
| “Sheer adulation’s widest stretch | From a testimonial: “Somehow a curiods « reor has rept 
ote (o ‘ and a cireumfk vwecent 18 
In wonder dies away” | “Me. H. G. Wells writes I am glad to not (on p. 94) and a cir umflex 
: shin} ¢ » | tell you of mv complete satisfactic th the placed over the u; none of the half-dozen 
| before the intolerable sublimity of this | °°" It " ott “tl gg ably r 1 the! French authors I have consulted accentuate 
| . .* Is exactiy the typewriter yr ar 
| culminant apex of human achievement. 1 


he . — ’ l 2 7 , , 
. | author like myself,’ It is so sound and fool- |‘? lett pa Gangeneng Paper. 
He had made many suggestions, among! proof.’ ” Curiotiser and curiotiser. 
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OUT OF IT. 


SHape or CuristorpHer Cotumpus. “A WORLD CONGRESS IN MY NATIVE TOWN 


I’LL LET SOMEBODY ELSE DISCOVER HER NEXT TIME. 
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| Lords. 


| the disbanded R.1L.C. 


| BURY, Who wanted to know whether he | i 


| Frisian cattle recently imported from 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 






UNDER SECRETARY. 
LORD H.CECIL.- 






HOME SECRETARY - 
M® J.H.THOMAS . 







WAR SECRETARY. 
COL. WEDGWOOD. 










™ NISTER 
GRICULTURE - 
LLORD RCECIL- 





=\UNDER es 
M2 HOGGE. _ 


\ HOLIDAY 


Monde 
FORD, in 


Minister, 


April 10th.—-Lord Craw- 
his new dignity of a Cabinet 
stated the 
He also attempted to explain 
to Lord DonovuGHMoRE the rather com 
plicated conditions under which pen- 
sions and allowances would be paid to 


business before the 


But his remark 
that certain payments would be * re- 
coverable from the Free State Govern 
ment "’ Lord SAuis- | 


was too cryptic for 


meant recoverable by the British Gov- 
ernment or by the individual constable. 


And Lord Crawrorp had to confess 


that he was not quite sure, but ‘fan- 
cied” it was the British Government. 
On the Diseases of Animals Bill 


Lord An¢ ASTER explained the el: iborate | 
precautions taken to prevent a hundred | 


South Africa from communicating to 
our own herds anything but their : in- | 
comparable milk- producing capabilities. 
‘or the purpose of coping with the pre- | 
sent shortage of that fluid, however, | 
am not sure that the introduction ‘of | 
a lew sjambok-wielding Boers, with 
power to apply the same to recalcitrant 





FORECAST OF THE 


| CURZON Was anxious to know 





Se OF EE 

EXCHEQUER-F 

MS NEI MACLEAN 
NEIL MA 


FINAREIA 
SECRETARY- 
SIR F.BANBURY- 








FIRST CORD OF | PARLIAMENTARY 
THE ADMIRALTY - SECRETARY. 
LT COM. KENWORTHY ADM. SIR_ R. HALL 


, i yy 


COL.GRETTON. ‘| 


PRESIDENT OF 
GOARD OF TRADE . 
ENDE RSON 


A MINISTRY OF ALL THE TALENTS. 
NEXT COALITION, BASED ON A STUDY OF SOME RECENT Divisron Lists 
Judging by the appearance of the} with him, and argued that it was an 


House of Commons one would imagine 
that half its members had accompanied 
Mr. Lioyp GreorGe to Genoa for the 
opening of the Conference. Viscount 
vy how many 


persons, other than delegates and 
| offici hale had taken advantage of the 


travelling facilities provided, and was 
agreeably surprised to learn that the 
number was only sixteen, and that it 
included none but delegates’ wives and 
journalist S. 

The Home Secretary stated that, as 
& proposal to substitute permanent 
railings for the unsightly wooden struc- 


| tures at the entrance to Downing Street 


had been dropped from motives of econ- 
omy, the temporary barriers would be 
retained. The Prue MINISTER is said 
to have expressed the view that the 
matter is of no consequence, and 1 that, 
so long as the railings in Carmelite 
Street and Printing House Square con- 
tinue, his safety is suflic iently assured. 

Although Dr. MacnaMaRa ‘explained 
that the reduction of four millions in 
the Vote for the Ministry of Labour 
did not mean that his Department had 


farmers and dairymen, might not be| been extravagantly conducted in the 


even more effective. 


past, se -veral Members declined to agree 








expensive superfluity. Mr. Hopkinson, 
for example, asserted that its object was 
to keep wages above the economic level, 
and that therefore it created unemploy- 
ment reducingit. Mr. GrorGr 

{0BERTS, however, believed that but for 
this Ministry, of which he was formerly 
the chief, the Government would not 
have got through the last few years 
with so li ttle trouble ; and the criticism 
of most of the Labour Members was 
that it done and spent too little 
rather than too much. 

A Private Bill giving power to the 
Railways (North-Western and Midland 
Group) to run road-vehicles produced 
the most disruptive effect upon the 
various parties in the House. Die-hards 


instead of 


had 


voted against Die-hards, Wee Frees 
against Wee Frees and Coalitionists 
against Coalitionists. One of the 


strongest opponents of the Bill was a 
Labour Representative, Mr. Kennepy, 
who described it as an example of 
“up-to-date industrial syndicalisim ; 

while its most vigorous defender was 
Mr. J. H. THomas, who said it was in 
the interest both of the railway-workers 
and of the travelling public that the 
railways should receive the powers they 
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| and passed the Unemployment Insur- | Minister to maintain the habit—almost 
| ance Bill and half-a-dozen other meas- 
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Sore, 
<<“ 


« - 
Sip 
, a ws 
¢ 
Father (lo son who has decided to have a go). “Br cannru’, WuLLIE, A’ THESE FOLK ARE OOT TAE SNARE THE PUBI 


sought. TheSecond Reading was event | piece of good news to impart. The 


aw rough road in Committee. or unwilling to release were at last free 


Tuesday, April 11th.—The Lords} Also it was not true that Mr. Coiiis | 


had a long programme before them,|had requested that the evacuation of 
and Lord Sauisnury made the stereo- | British troops should be suspended. 
typed complaint that the Government | Nevertheless “ grave issues were draw- 
were making it impossible for the House | ing to a conclusion.” \fter this gloomy 
to fulfil its revising functions. He] utterance he left the House. 
warned them that some day there But a few minutes later he was back 
would be another Administration in|again, wearing on his face a cheerful 
sen but omitted to add that, accord-| smile and on his head, ys. his mas- 
1g to all precedent, it would behave in | | Sive brow, a hat—a tall silk hat! Mem 
rr ane exactly like its predecessors. | bers looked at one another in wonder. 
The rest of the Peers, howe ver, be ing | Wh at did this portend? Since the 
as anxious for a holiday as humbler | present Coalition came 





into existence 


universal with the great Parliament- 
ures before eight o'cloc} arians of the past—of wearing his hat 
Every day the House ol Commons | while on the Treasury Bench. Dix 
grows thinner and thinner as more] Mr. Cuurcuins intend—hats and revo- 
and more Members “ auto” themselves | lutions having often been associated—to 
to the country or the seaside. Hene e|.¢ halle nge the authority of the LEADER 
there was a very small audience to enjoy | OF THE Hovse; and was he, like the 
the little comedy of “ The Rival Hats.’ | old- time boxer, throwing his castor 
At Question-time Mr. CxurcHis. ap- = the ring as a gage of battle? 

peared as usual with bare head and grave | ’resently Mr. CHamBertarn himself 
demeanour to undergo the customary siacanen to the House. At once he 








catechism about Lreland. He had one! observed Mr. Cuurcniny’s unusual ap- 


perce an a — 


| pearance, but, instead of te 
ually carried by 146 to 141; but it looks | Clones prisoners whom the Provisional | offending hat from its place 
as if the railway char-d-banes would find| Government had hitherto been unable | i 


} 








it on the floor and jumping 
proceed d to his seat, his face w 
with smiles. “And this was sé 
odd because,” in point of fact 
himself the author of the con 
had “dared” Mr. Cuurcnini 


}hat adventure. 


The PostMAsSTER-GENERAI 
inhuman ogre we are apt to thi 
When some critic of the tele) 
service observed that there we 


\fewer complaints in the United St 
than there were here, Mr. Kenna 


swiftly retorted that the hon. Me 


should just see the American 
j j ' i y 
| mortals, were not at all obstructive,| Mr. CHampernarn has been the only! 


ate rs, 

Captain Martin was very ! 
vrieved because the SECRETARY 0! 
Tre ASURY did not at once jump 
proposal to put an end to the 


among the working-classes by hal 


the duty on beer, and expres 
belief that the Government wer 
to bring about Prohibition in an ind 
way. Mr. Himton Youna hastily 
claimed having said anything 
rise to that impression. 


From the discussion on the Vote 


House of Parliament Buildings 1t! 











emesis 
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be supposed that the House of Commons 
had become the worst club in London, 
instead of the best. Members com- 
plained of the lack of seating accommo- 
dation, the quality of the meals and the 
vagaries of the ventilation. The old joke 
about “cold feet and hot heads”’ was duly 
trotted out, and Sir Wiin1Am Davison, 
who is nothing if not breezy, urged that, 
instead of spending thousands of pounds 
on cooking the air of the Chamber, the 
Office of Works should open the win- 
dows. setter a few smuts on the 
| nose than streptococci in the lungs.” 
| Commander BELLAIRS’ grievance was 
also the superfluity of hot air, but of | 
the oratorical variety. He proposed the 
| introduction of time-recorders, in order 
| that Members might observe for them 
selves how long-winded they were. But | 
the proposal met with little support. | 
Needless to say, Sir F. Bansury, who | 
| owes his Parliamentary position to his | 
capacity to talk at any length on any | 
subject at any time, was one of its| 
strongest opponents; and Sir J.D. Rees | 
sententiously observed that ‘loquacity | 
| wasfarless lasting in its injuriouseffeets | 
than legislation.”” Mr. CHAMBERLAIN 
declared that to speak in the presence 
of the proposed recorders would be as 
depressing as to watch the threepences 
being ticked off in a taxi-cab, but left the 
motion to the free vote of the House, 
which unhesitatingly rejected it 
199 to 21. 

Wednesday, April 12th.—-The Lords 
passed the Third Reading of the Gaming 
Act, heard the Royal Assent given to a 
number of Bills and then adjourned foi 
| the Easter Recess. 








by 


The Commons kept | 
| things going a little longer. Colonel | 
| Lowrugn, under the Ten Minutes’ Rule, | 
introduced a Bill to enable the House | 
| of Lords to reform itself, and seemed 
surprised that nobody thought it worth | 
| while to oppose it. On the adjourn- | 
ment motion Mr. Asevirn denounced | 
| the Safeguarding of Industries Act, and 
Was answered by Mr. Batpwry, who 
thought the measure worth while if} 
only because it occasionally induced 
|the Wee Free Leader to address the | 
House. Mr. I, P. O'Connor talked 
| about Asia Minor, and Lord Roper 
| Cecin about Ireland, drawing a fairly 
hopefulstatement from Mr.Cuurcnty1; | 
| and then the House, like the old soldier 
; 12 the song, siinply “faded away,” | 
being counted out before five o'clock. 








_ “General Knowledge ” at a Girls’ 
' School :-— 
“Most of the roads leading to Mecca are 


| pugrim roads, and the sacred book of the 
Mohamnx lans is called the ‘ Pilgrim’s Pro 
Gress.’ 

In the Hindu re ligion people of the priestly 

Caste are called Brahms, and they 

y Requiem,’ ” , 
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stinquished artist). Wy 


> WANT A COUPLE 0’ PICKSITERS NE 
ANYTHING IN THAT 














FOR 
LINE?” 








“TINKER, 
(A Chald s Guide to the Profe 
Tur C 


RASLASs.6.8- 
l Sic ns.) 
INDUCTOR. 
It sounds like lions badly fussed, 

It si 


unds like bears at bay, 


Bu am told that it ts just 


t | 
A Symphony in a 


The evmbals erash, the trumpets blare, 


tis a trantic noise; 
The little man with lots of hair 
Alone preserves his poise. 


He waves his baton to and lro, 
With truly British phlegm ; 
Hlowever fast the others go 


He keeps in time with them. 
The cornet and the clarinet 
Are blowing fit to burst, 
For each and all have made a bet 
That they will finish first. 


The fiddlers’ locks fly east and west, 
Though fastened down with lard; 
The vulgar trombone puffs his chest ; 

They cannot 





gain a yard, 
Oh, what a race! He makes a face 
And crossly shakes his head ; 
Alas, the sly old double bass 
Is seven notes ahead. 
The puny flutes may flag and faint, 
But he is not t 
Ile finishes as fresh as paint, 


And not a bar behind, 


hat kind; 


And everybody cheers and claps ; 
But, oh, my eyes are dim— 
Ile fondly thinks the other chaps 
Were keeping time with him. 


There lies a lesson for us all 
In this mistake of his; 

Unhappily I can’t recall 
Exactly what it is. 





A. P. H. 
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A LITERARY GENTLEMAN. 

‘Excuse me, Sir, but 
gentleman to see you.” 

‘You know I’m working,” I 
severely. “You know that I am never 


interrupted when I am working. Is 
your mistress out?” 
“Yessir. “E said it was most im 


portant to you, Sir.” 
oo Who is he?’ 
“T don’t rightly know, Sir. ‘E’s a 
ry well-spoken young feller, Su 
“What does he want?” 

“ OR didn’t say, Sir. 
portant for you 
you. 

' “Qh, let him come in 
don’t do it again, Mary.” 
Mary is an excellent 
must be careful of herf 

kind, these days. 

He came in. 

‘Good morning,” he 
said breezily. “A 
! ice day. | 

The statement was 
ex iegerated, but I made 
no comment. | 

He placed a large bag | 
by my desk and, unin- | 
vited, sat down. 


that he should 


see 


only please 


Lean- | 
ing forward he opened 


the bag 


‘I'm very busy-——’ 
I began. | 

‘Lknow; that’s why 
I came. I know that 


you writing gentlemen 
work under very great 
pressure, and I won't 


waste either 
or mine. | 


your time | 
want to 


‘CH, OR THE _LONDON 


there's a 


said | 


Said it was im- | 


maid, and one: 


affectionately—affectionatel 
|—of Harbottle.”’ 
“ 1'm very sorry, 
| But I tell you what 
“ THackeray, Sir.” 
duced another volume. ‘“ In forty-seven 
volumes. A classic if ever there was 
No home complete without a 
THackerAy. Think of the unending 
joy—joy, Sir—that THacKERay gives.’ 
[ was a little staggered by the com- 
plete change in his attack. 
| **T have all the works of THACKERAY 
I want,” I said. 
‘You should have him e 
No educati 
read every w: 
thought. 
‘Have 


} } 
iskeC, 


but I don’t want it. 


He had pro- 


one, 


WN pee le, Sir. 


wd the great thinker 


read THackrray?” I 


cH ARIVARL 


| THACKERAY, 


| don’t go. 


nm is finished until you've | 
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Y, ssavk you The haunting charm of res Wist ful per- 
| sonality saturates the books. 


And all 
for shillings. Han all! 
| Ill let you have them for sixteen. A 
}man who has read every single word of 
THACKERAY Is entitled to a discount.” 

**T don’t quite follow, Sir,’ he said. 

‘*No? Don’t you see I haven't 


seventeen r it 


= 





body to do it for me like poor lear | 


do it my 
The 
said of my last book 
book is marked 
You 
the novels.” 

He was backing towards the doo 

“T can see you don’t like my books,’ 
I said. “ But no matter. I have 
Bon’s Decline in eighty-four 5 


so I must 
Let me read to you what 
Ol; Serre? 


haven’t paid me for 


by— ee | ae | say! | 


You can have it very cheap, ielivered | 





= 


gS an een 


— to your notice, ; , ; » ta 
z r—HERE 8S HAT : S is \ I SA 
he oreatest labour-| ! 
, the greatest labou COULDN'T POSSIB K HID rows 


saving device — for an 


invented, 7a 

wT ] _ . 

Wot the ordin- 

but Har- 
} } } 

Voi umes, hali- 
i half-calf 

‘Sir, 


author—that was eve1 
/ ttle’ s En icloned 1. 
ary encyclopedia, mark you, 
bottle’s. In fourteen 
ealf or cloth. | 
for 
There is no subject on 
you will not find ti 
mark you—here.” 

He patted the large ungainly volume 
which he had abstracted from the bag 

‘T have already two encyclopedia 
that I never look at.” 

‘ Precisely,” he said. 


recomme 
you—wears, MV dear 
; this earth 
eated fully 


wears 
that 
fully, 


“This is one 


that you wi/l look at. As fascinating | 
asa novel. Half furnishes a room, lends 
it tone,’ he added as he glanced, with- 


out approval, round my study. 
“ But I don’t want it,” I protested. 
“ Pardon me, Sir, youdo. Once you 
know the enormous yalue of this work 
you could never be without it. The 
leading literary men of the world speak 


, every single word. In 
ived the cost in less 


1 SIX months by not 


this edition | si 
buying papers 
couldn't read 
THa KERAY at my elbow.” 

Then if that is the effect of THAck- 
ERAY I don’t think I like him. I write 
papers.” 


LOL the se 
isn't everybody who can 


and suchiike Simply 


Ah, it 
THACKERAY, Sir. Only 
‘You and 1?’ 


biting irony 


read 
v the few——_” 
l ventured with that 
which Thi News 
| deplored in my last book. 

‘Now 


not buy 


Wigan 


he smiled deprecatingly 
T put ‘T will 
THackeray. I books: I 
want to sell x my books. I have here my 


} i - 
iOOK Lere, 


rile 


| last two ni 
and-six. Seventeen shillings the two 
Dirt che ap Tl ey ‘re great books. No 
education s/ be complete without 
them. They are written by a philo- 
sopher who is a man of the world. 





vels, both pu iblished at eight- | 


| 
| 


free on the « rstep 
| Well, if you must 
; go a 
| “Re ‘losed the door 
| after him very quietly. 
I felt rather mean the 
|moment he had gone, 
i but, after all, he was 
la little too insistent. 
| However, he had gone; | 
| thatwasthe: thing. | 
| On the whole I was 
| pleased. { L end 
| up by capit l ng ig- 
}nominiously i buy- 
| ing somet! ng which I 
don’t in the least want 
t lunch Janet had 


| returned. 


“We had sue : nice | 


young man ere this 
Baa morning,’ shesaid. ‘I 
| met him as | S 
‘ ‘HANG ing back 
I RM BUT I | “Oh! 
ae ct ete “Poor vou a in. he 
seemed hungry. I gave | W rdei 
for three volumes of Bri Lb | 
thought it was bound to con n useful 
in your work.” 
* Janet | protested, wie it ¢ lly 
use have I for British Birds 
“ You often wonder what a bird is,’ 
she protested. «And you art Vays | 
vrong. Only yesterday you said a reed- | 
warbler was a water-wagtal Still, it } 


won't come out of housekeeping, dear, 
so don’t worry.” 
That’s all 


right then L said. 





Whenever Janet has been w y ex- 
travagant the theory is that it doesnt 
‘come out of” housekeepit It 1s 
| understood that the last word has been 
said when that point is reached 
But I regarded it as my duty to give 
la word of advice to Mary after lunch 
“ Never,” I told her, “a im t anyone 
again if your mistress is out. 
‘Very good, Sir,” she sniffed. “ But 
peers — 


SON an - 
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'e was that pressing. “E did seem so 
anxious. And it'll be quite useful.” 
“What will?” I asked. 

t “ Why, didn’t Missus tell you, Sir? 
I’m going to have five volumes on 
‘‘Ousehold Management.’ Tells you 
everything about an ‘ouse, Sir—from 
| blackberry jelly to babies, ‘e said.” 

| On mature consideration I rather 
| admire that young man. He is a credit 
| to THACKERAY. 























| THE WHIPPED TOP. 
| fA writer in The Daily Mail, discussing the 


mystery of the punctual vernal appearance of | 

















































































































pegtops, implies that they are propelled by | 
whipping | 
Way boys whip pegtops in the Spring, 
When all the year ping-pongers ping— | 
This problem, W rapped in baffling mist, 
Intrigues the curious publicist. | 
; : | 
In April, as the days grow longer, 
The tyranny of tops grows stronger, | 
Until The Daily Mail asks why ? | 
But can discover no reply. | 
° i 
Pegtops, in days when I was young, | 
Were from the shoulder deftly flung, | 
And, as the coil of string uncurled, 
> } " } 
Erect and free they hummed and | 
* 4 = | 
whirled. 
F “F ° 7° | 
(The tops which then required a whip 
To cause them to rotate and skip j 
Were never fashioned like a pear, 
As the Victorian pegtops were.) | 
If, then, ingenuous youth to-day 
Treats pegtops in this horrid way | 
It proves the need of further strain 
To make the human boy humane. 
Public opinion bans the rod 
For children, but its ways are odd, 
Since it illogically stops | 
At banning cruelty to tops. 
The child is father to the man, 
Yr mon as ’ ver . » : ° o 
And, growing upa he be gan, j Man from “way back (getting his first experience of an oyster patty). “Say, Bo, 
May come in time to treat his boys SOMETHING 'S DIED INSIDE MY BUN.” 
Just as he did his childish toys. : y 
? , . ‘Tis she henceforth must meet the! 
Wherefore, O Montessorian folk, MAXIMA CARTA. bill 
Your gentle influence I invoke; i +r? | 
Ene ~~ ea — [ invoke ae By a recent decision Mr. Justice McCarpt Or be incarcerated. | 
suncourage Logo, dancing, skipping, a bachelor, has laid it down that a wife has no Ty iva’ , = . | 
rl } a. = - * tt vs) 1e maker ary 
But banish tops propelled by whipping. | right to pledge the credit of her husband. len drain with me the be ‘tia ary; 
: itt *irst ring « “ i 
Es Nag! Aci ARERR IES % I irst pouring out a large libation 
} ALY enry, When you swore the vow To this new Daniel set on high | 
a = ss : ; ae ae . _° 1 y i j S ) if 
a RG NEORE OF Ae AVERTURER, To your adored one at the altar, For our long-sought en uncip ition 
j ie is an elegant young man, who speaks | « With ; snr Pi Eaeen tee a (Boge Capen | 
| British fluently .”- Liverpo 7 ee I 7 ith all my ge is I thee comet Who, nobly blending Fas with Lez, | 
| } " ing ge . ss sighed to hear your accents faiter; : a ae Ss — ; | 
| Probably a Young Scot. Ty on Fnac _ _ Showed pity for the married martyr, 
PDe. th ae was patent you oresa ms ie pact { pheld the honour ol his sex 
| “Sir JaJmesJ CJraig3 leJitII London for Wouldall t 0. soon require restriction ; ‘And signed the Husbands’ Charter. 
| | Belfast last night.”—Evening Papen That she w« uld take for solemn fact 3 Se 
The Ulster Premier takes the precau- What, more or less, was fiction. A Transparent Fraud. 
ton, we gather, of travelling “incog.” “Lady wl tweed coat and t | 
But now no longer may your spouse could be seen beneath her opaque ie 
From a house-agent’s advertisement:| Pledge in her own sweet way your} kin coat .. ."—Daily Paper. — | 
“This ideal English home can be easily credit ; ae ey | 
worked with two maids, one coming, the other} You're master, Henry, in your house ; From a football report: 
gong.” — Manchester Paper. McCarpte (bachelor) has said it; “Their tackling was effective and the kick- 
Our own home is not ideal, but it is| For, should she act against your will | ing almost per feet."— Daily Paper. 
| Worked just like that. And spend until her tastes are sated, | Why ‘almost’? 
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LUCK OF THE WEEK. 
I.—Awn Irisn Basoo, 
Tue ordinary source of begging-letters appealing for re- 
instatement is India. But, if the subjoined epistle from a 


| railway employé on behalf of his son is typical, another 


distressful country can mounpete with success, The recipient 


| is his station-master 


“Srr,—My Son has now outlived the Very Unsatisfactor 
his youth and is growing into a solid sensible young man. Indeed I 
blame the Probation Period in —— for his failure as his discipling 
there was neither modest nor modern, as he had to substitute self 
defence for useful training, which produced false impression and 
obstinate temperament—Viceful Facts which are now vanished and 
replaced by commonsense and selfrespects’ and all other essential 
qualities found in the making of the Stirling Man 

“On account of this beautiful and permanent reformation I beg to 
appeal for his re awe ment, and as he is sweet tempered and humble 
with no sign of his relapse into his former follies, I beg you to be kind 


¥ re riod of 


| generous and forgiving and consede to my soquest for —_ h I shall be 


| is tired of the 


ever grateful. Your cbedt. servant, - gnalman.” 





That has the true Baboo touch. 


1I.—More 


In order to fill in the time occupied by the interval— 
why doesn’t a manager try the experiment of the continu 
ous performance of a play ?—I am in the habit of reading 
le confessional reports in the programme. Reduced to 
despair by their lack of originality—here’s little Trini 


CONFESSIONS. 


The Fun of the Fayre as her favourite pla 
Dean InGE gave St. Paul's as his favourite church and 
Sunday as his favourite day, Mr. Garvin gave The Observe 
as his favourite newspaper or Mr. Liuoyp GrorGE gave 
the Riviera as his favourite resort—I have been drawing 
up something revolutionary for any performer who also 
obvious :-— 


It hasn’t been built. 
Any but the one I am 


What is your favourite theatre ? 

What is your favourite play? 
now assisting at. 

When do you feel at your best? When I'm alone. 

Which are your favourite cigarettes? Other people's 

What would you do to make London brighter? Leave it. 

Which is your lucky day ? To-morrow. 

What is your favourite Christian name? Horatio. 

Who is your favourite actor? The singing duck. 

Whom do you hate the most in the world? The manage: 
of this theatre. 

Whom do you despise most? The audience 


III.—Racenorses’ NAMeEs. 

The perusal of An Historical List, an Account of all thi 
| Horse Matches run in 1727, a compact little book for 
the pookst, published in that year, shows that 
more casual and often convivial habit of naming the lh: 

in those days than now, nearly two centuries later. 1 fi nd 
these : Creeping Kate, Unhappy Thisbe, Tickle-me-quickly, 
Brown Betty, Pretty Betty, Smiling Jenny, Kiss-in-a corner, 
Blue-eyed- Susan, Smiling Molly, C harming Sally, Sporting 
Molly, ~ sem Batchelor, Blue Bastard, Bald Bess, Small 
| Hopes, Now-or-never, Would-if-I-could, Sweet Li aps, Patch 
Buttocks, Run-now-or-hunt-for-ever, Tickling Jenny, Will- 
| if-I-can, I-am-very-little-pity- -my- -conditi n, Flea-bitten 
Lady, Catch-him-if-you-can, Frosty Face, Billy-the-gardener, 
| Mer rily -too, Peggy -grieves- me, C linkham - Clankh 1am, 
| Tumble-down-Di ck and Five-pound-and-a-bottle. 
Awkward names, some of these, to shout quickly in a 
bookie’s ear. We have become more practical. But some- 


thing light-hearted and jovial seems to have passed from 
racing. E. V. L 


there was a| 


“ar ‘as ‘ . ‘Cause ‘32’ 
giving the London Pavilion as her favourite theatre and | 


, as though | “ 





| 


THE HOUSE THAT WAITED. 
(Home Thoughts from the East.) 
“ You goin’ Home?” 
was you ; 
It's diffrent there, it’s difficult ; it’s nasty there, it ’ 
Everything costin’ double and everyone talkin 
It’s not the place you think it is; 
said. 
But I said, “ Stop your frightfulness ; I'll bet you fift 
That there’s one house that won't have 
it never did,”’ 


said the stranger; “I wouldn’t if | 


Ss new 
Red 
it isn’t,” the st inge} 
\ quid | 
ehanged A Te | 
changed, because 


‘Meanin’ yours?” said the stranger. And I said, “No, 
not mine, 
But a little house you get to, g 


Line; 
| 





It belonged to two old ladies and in twenty vears and odd 
It never changed one door-mat or a single curtain-1 
And I’m going Home to see it and I'll take it as my 


test, 
And if ‘32°’s gone Bolshevist, well, then I ‘ll cive \ hest 
‘Yes, Ill run North by Athol, by Dava and Dunpha 
And Eastward a bit from Forres, and readily I'l! go bail 
That ‘32’ will weleome me with the same old s ! face 


\nd never a sofa shifted or a pict ture out of p! ice | 
And nothing new whatever and no improvements made, | 


was always right, and knew it was—and stayed 


And the garden won't be different ; the 
mown, 


Prass il be eauiy 


And a blackbird nesting up in the yew (for birds é 
alone 

(nd don’t go looking for trouble), and the same lly 
hedge, ’ 

\nd plots and paths the same to an inch, and tl \\ vl 


round the edge, 
(nd some primulas and pansies to give us as 





| Wonderful? No, but it won’t have changed since twenty 
years ago.” 
‘ You're lucky, then,”’ said the stranger, and I sai Phere 
you're right ; 
['m sorry if Home’s gone silly, but I look at it this 
“light :— 
Maybe you've got downhearted or you ‘ve 
" stood, 
And it isn’t so bad as you make out, in whi 3 ell 
and good; 
But if you're right and it’s all gone West I've still got “ 32,’ 
The house that’s waited to welcome me, the faith! sé 
and true.” —— eee Hi. b. 


| 
3 | 





Our Yellow Press. 
‘He was then axieous to go homee by himseelf, | 
tter to takee him in an ambulance.”—Daily I 





‘NURSE. 





Insane hospital nurse wishes position Ing 
» country.”—American Paper, 
She'll be m: adder than ever when she reads her advertisement. | 
“Mr. W. S. has transferred his gentlemen's outfitt part- | 


ment to Mr. M. — 
the department.”— 


, Who has for over 
Trad Paj cr. 
Outfitting evidently is the thing to keep one fit. 


200 vears been 1 





“This gave the boy the idea of making a collect { auto- 
graphed letters and he got busy writing to famous peo} ong 
fellow told him how he happened to write ‘The Barefoot 5 ind 


Whittier told him how he happened to write * Excelsior 
— Paper. 


It was good of WuitTIeR to take the blame 














i picked up a casual weekly and lighted 








| vulgarised country-town, “ The Real Thing,” have an appeal | 
| which I should take to be enduring. 





—— 


| Philosophers (Conus), a title which has no particular refer- 
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“SHOW HIM THE BIT 


ia 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, | 


1 


(Dy Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


s/U * 
I pon’r know how many months have passed since | 


on an original little 


idyll called ‘A Devon Estuary,” a piece of work which, | 


like the scent of the estuary itself, was “ neither pleasant 
nor unpleasant but sound and good.” In Mr. H. M 
Tomuixson’s Waiting for Daylight (Casseiy) I have got 
back my idyll again and thirty-two other sketches, pastoral 
and suburban, narrative and episodic, most of which deserve 
at least as much commendation as my old friend the Estu- | 
ary, and many of them more. ; is that of the] 


. 


Their outlool 
demobilized officer to whom post-war England calls for at | 
least as much justification as pre-war Germany. Their | 
strength lies in their generosity and single-mindedness and | 
their writer’s delightful turn for poetic prose; their weak- | 
ness in his excessive use of irony to cope with evils that 
have defied, or at any rate evaded, a painstaking analysis. | 
This being so, it stands to reason that the purely critical | 
studies (such as the peevish little jibe at Rusk1n’s views on | 
War) are the most ineffectual ; while such descriptive pieces | 
as “In Ypres,” “A Raid Night,” “ Breaking the Spell,” | 


i 
‘Old Sunlight,” and that poignant little study of a} 
: | 





Mr. F. Scorr FirzGErawp’s eight stories in Flappers and 
P 
ence to the contents as a whole, are of the long-short variety 
peculiar to the better sort of American popular magazines. | 
They are above the average of such accomplishment and 
have a twist of unexpectedness, after the O. Henry style, 
Which makes them sufficiently piquant reading. Nor are 
they notably stereotyped or over-sentimental (or snoopo- 
pathic, to use Mr. SrepHeN Leacock’s excellent term). 


| 
| 
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} SC 


| CarHertine II. by exclaiming : 


| Finally, in two short chapters he describes the present 


| after a stirring appeal for “a re-valuation of our Western 


| | 


"LL 


AND IT’S HIM LEP UT LI! 


Also Mr. FirzGERALp sees beauty out of alert eyes and can 
“The Offshore Pirate” is quite 
an excellent story in the bizarre manner, even if the } 


t some of it on paper. 


eroine, 


just emerging from the Pacific after a twenty-foot dive, does 
. ’ : . <: ” 
immediately let her voice “ float up to him again,” saying, 


«And courage to me meant ploughing through that dull 


gray mist that comes down on life, not only overriding 
people and circumstances but overriding the pleasures of 


ving, a sort of insistence on the value of life and the 
worth of transient things.’ She was climbing up now and 
at her last words her head appeared on his level.’ 
From which you may suppose that incident rather than 
plausible talk is the author's strong suit. But this, I 


admit, is not quite a fair sample. 


} 
il 


The Emperor Joseru II. concluded a long and futile 
discussion of the Eastern Question with the Empress 
“ Enfin, que diable faire avec 
Constantinople ? Substitute Europe for Constantinople, 
and that is my feeling on laying down Mr. ALFRED 
ZimMERN’S Europe in Convalescence (MILLS AND Boon). 
[In three brilliantly-written chapters he describes the effeet | 
of the War on the economic, political and intellectual life | 
of Europe. Then in thirty odd pages he deseribes the 
events leading up to the Peace Conference, the nature of | 
the Conference itself, and the settlement achieved by it. 


political and economie situation, and leaves us breathless 


values.” As between ourselves and the French, Mr. 
ZIMMERN is to their faults ever blind, while to our own 
virtues he is not even kind. To ascribe the failure of 
M. Ciemenceau’s policy at the Peace Conference to The 
Tiger’s inability to recognise that the British ship of state 
id “‘no English gentleman at the helm” seems a little 
fantastic in a thinker of Mr. ZimMeERN’s acumen. | 
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Then, too, is the political assassination of President Wrson 
to be laid at the door of No. 10, Downing Street? His 
own Senators have usually been credited with administer- 
ing the coup-de-grice. Mr. Zimmern tells of a delightful 
old lady (recognisable to students of Punch, though he does 
not acknowledge the source of his story) who in 1914 
refused to believe in the possibility of War because “ the 
Powers would intervene.” In this optimistic spirit I share 
Mr. Zimmern’s belief that Europe may yet heal herself. 





Sabine and Sabina (Uutrcntinsoy), like most of Mr. W. 1 
Norris's novels, makes me feel mentally short-sighted; I 
find it so very difficult to see his characters distinctly. 
Perfectly made they are, no doubt, but 1 can only dimly 
perceive them, as though they were living behind thick 
glass, creatures in an aquarium. I never feel their breath 
or touch their hands even for a moment, and yet he makes 


| me believe that, in their own remote sphere, they really 


are alive, which is certainly very clever of him. His story 
is told by an elderly man, one Sabine, whose god-daughter, 


| the Sabina of the title, is disappointed in her husband 


the 
according to Mr. Nor- rifle’s muzzle: or, again, 
ris—because he is not | commenting on the 

| sufficiently self-asser- amenities of travel some 

| tive to prove himself her mh | twenty years ago, re 
master. As a matter of | marks that he has heard 
fact Charles, the hus- | dusky cannibals sing 
band, was, as far as I |ing round his camp at 
could gather, a some- | aermembibih MEH} | night, ‘White man, 
what unromantic and l= ) w | White man, we ‘ll dance 
conventional but gen- a | to-morrow with you 
tlemanly soul, who felt \ >» | head on the end of a 
that a man owed his an | spear.” He has shot un 
wife her freedom in i | numbered butfalo and 
every aspect of life and % lother dangerous big 
never dreamed of doing game, but alv for 
anything so elemental ib | food, and has travelled | 
as trying to master her. 3: | more than once right 
Be that as it may, | across the “dark con- 
Sabina has a love affair \} | tinent,”” certainly not 
with an artist, and for the fun of the thing 
Charles drifts into an THERE IS AN ALARMING INCREASE IN THE NUMBER OF PEOPLE WHO DISAPPEAR | Moreover he ca speak 
entanglement with the MYSTERIOUSLY IN Loxpox. PH} ALOVE INCIDENT, FAMILIAR TO TRAVELLERS BY | oy incredible nu her of 

°” ; ‘ . UNDERGROUND, MAY HELP TO THROW SOM LIGHT ON THIS OBSCURE SUBJECT. P ° 

wife of a Spanish noble : native dialects and can 
man, Who has him stabbed in a dark doorway in Seville. | whistle to lure wild guinea-fowl to his feet. He | ena 
Sabina, sent to Spain by her unsuspecting family to nurse | monkey swinging from a branch to tantalise a crocodile snap 
him, finds that Charles, gentlemanly and considerate to the | ping beneath, and knows a native albino lady who does a 
last, is looking forward to an early death as a good oppor- roaring trade by selling locks of her hair for love- ms 
tunity of getting out of the way of his wife’s happiness; after \ll this, I say, though fascinating exceedingly—to read of 
which the end is obvious. All this, with Mr. Norris's dis- | is only the by-play of a writer who is quite seriou ly con 
tinguished style and pleasant outlook on life, his descriptions | cerned with the origin and history, the legal and linguistic 


| 


| 
j 


| plete?—Ellewoman. 


| 
| 
| 








] 


absolutely selfish artiste is as clever as it is cruel. Jeka 
used her friends as pawns to be sacrificed in her pursuit of 
fame; and, although I can understand her attraction for 
men, I cannot see why Serena Godfrey, a most sé 
girl, should have been fascinated by her. It is a heavy task 


that Miss Srrarrorp has undertaken, but not, I t! 


snsible 





00 
heavy for her powers. Her book leaves its mark. I haye 
no especial wish to remember Jeka, but it will not be easy 
to forget her. 

No one could read Mr. DuGaup CampBetw’s impressive 


study, In the Heart of Bantuland (Sreuey Service), wit! 
out profound admiration for the author. 


So unprejudiced 
is his work that only his name suggests nationality, an 


5S LSO 
impersonal that one never learns with any certainty from 
this book just what he has been doing for twenty-nine 


years in Central Africa. Many references to his own most 
thrilling experiences are indeed included, but they are in- 
serted only incidentally, almost casually, to illustrate his 
subject. Writing of the slave trade, for instance, he men- 
tions that he has rescued slaves from their captors at t] 














of Spanish scenery and delightful people moving in delight 
ful society, makes up a book which, if its colours are pale 
and its lines famt, has yet a charm of its own derived, in 
part at least, from those very qualities. 


The Ellewoman (HeavH CRANTON) is the first lady of the 
kind that I have had the privilege to meet, and t! 


the early 
information about her was not alluring. 


From a conversa- 


| tion between Hugh Godfrey and his sister Serena I eathered 


that the “ Ellewomen” of Norse mythology were sweetly 
smiling creatures when seen from the front, but that they 
had no backs and were scooped hollow inside. Suffering 
from these physical disadvantages it is not perhaps to be 
wondered at that they had no hearts and could not pity 
anyone. I can vouch that Madame Jeka Purchase, world- 
famed dancer, was heartless enough, though in other re- 
spects she was not a complete—or ought I to say incom- 
Miss Susan Srratrorp’s study of this 








| 
| 
| 


ns 





ystems, the superstitions, funny stories, moral codes and | 


loathsome secret societies of a people surprising] different 
from, yet surprisingly like, ourselves. 

The scene of The Green Moth (Murray) is laid in Burma, 
a country which Miss G. E. Mirron (Lady Scorr) and Su 
J.G. Scorr ean be relied upon to 


treat with knowledge 


and understanding. The heroine, a charming En; girl, 
Is decoved by Chinese and concealed in a cave | rom this 
position she is rescued by the arch-villain of the piece, who 
absconds with her on his launch, and then she is once more 
rescued by a Deputy Commissioner. This constitutes a 


series, you will agree, of sufliciently moving pictures. 
Indeed the authors are inclined to be a shade too cin 
graphic ; but their familiarity with various phases of life 
in Burma gives distinction to their story, and the chia 
are clearly and carefully drawn. I hope that Ziv 
Moth may have a prosperous flutter. 


mato- 


reters 


crreen 





we 
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Tur Bolshevist Government is said 
to have asked the Allies to pay them 
a war indemnity of £5,000,000,000. 
Lentn may be ill, but we are confident 
he is not suffering from nerve trouble. 


| University College Hospital Dental 
| Department, “there will be many open- 
ings for women dentists.” We can 
imagine the eager openings of the little 
patients. 


* Diamonds,” writes a lapidary expert, 
“have a greasy feel.” This is one of the 
An American newspaper correspon- | drawbacks of shaking hands with the 
dent who has just returned to New| New Rich. 
York from Petrograd says he was only | 
fredatthree times. It is rumoured that 
| he intends to demand his money back. 


An American actress, writing in a 
Chicago newspaper, says she has been 
married three times. The theory in Los 
“Much of the world’s great verse,” | Angeles is that she has not been trying 
says “ Aupax ”’ ina weekly journal,“ has | or is merely an amateur at the business. 
| been written on an empty stomach.” | 
| Our own verse ia, of course, not great, | 
| but we do at least write it on paper. 





“Spurious Bank of England notes 
}now in circulation,” says The Daily 
Sketch, “are so like the real thing that 


According to «w New| 





item, “has just been wounded in the 
head.” It is peculiar how often these 
men manage to get injured just where 
it won't make much difference. 
"+ 

A proposal to use public lamp stand- 
ards for hanging advertisements has 
been opposed by Marylebone Borough 
Council. It will be remembered that 
the idea of decorating street lamps by 
hanging a few profiteers from them in 
festoons was dropped on sentimental 
grounds. “ 

A cyclist has been fined for allowing 
a motor-car to draw him along without 
the consent of the owner. Itis thought 
that drastic measures will be necessary 
to check the growing practice of pedes- 
trians getting themselves pushed along 





| York expert large ears 

are - advantage to 
| wirelessoperators. The } 
| only objection is that | 
| when they are very big | 
lthey have a tendency | 
| to flap in the wind. | 
| 
| The Lyrid meteol 5, | 
| which have lately been | 
| passing through the | 
learth’s orbit, will not} 
i veturn for nearly four 


| hundred years. We can 
| only hope that in the 
| meantime the Brighten 
| London Society will 
have thought of some- 


thing. 





i 
. : | \y. 1 ‘ 
{ An unoflicial ping- | { Star ra oa Cyclones and torna- 
j pong match hetween | “WHAT'S THE GOOD OF YOUR POOR OLD FATHER FILLING IN THESE AC . | does have been occur- 
| 5 Ni uw | DENT INSURANCE COUPONS IF YOU GO ON SPOILING OUR CHANCES BY BUYING poe N ake? Tl : 
| Oxford and Casnbridge | madam eaaeeee iaeve maacore?”™ | ring in America. 18) 
| has been played in Lon- 


'don. We trust that the University | detectionis very difficult 


authorities will take a lenient view of | be surprised if the counterfeiters made 
the doings of these dare-devils. jthem like that on purpose to mislead 
| 


| people. 


3 


According to The Daily Eapress a “ 
. . : } ; ny +h 
determined attelmp is being mide to] It has been discovered that BrouGu- 
bring ping-pong bac s into fashion 


can only say that 


nothing shall tear us| gloves, is buried in Westminster Abbey. 
away jrom our | 


fretwor'! i When the inventor of the modern glove- 
| ficl is caught it will be time enough 
| “Last spring,” writes Mr. F. J. Dyer! to decide where to bury him. 


\ 
‘I not 


lin The Daily Mail. ified the 
| arrival of a few migratory birds.” Ow | Bercxrrr, the British heavy-weight 


tour with a 
The lions are said to have made 
tol police protection. 

+ 


: «- ] 
; Contemporary seems to have omitted |champion, 
| to reeall this 


news, 


as ac cepted a 
interesting item of world- | cireus. 


} 
\ | 


Mr. Dyer has done the} 
attention to 


and 
i reght thing 
the oversight, 


a request 





n drawing f 

We read of the discovery ol a Char- 

| woman who writes poetry. We should 

“As soon as the schemes for dental |like to see the compliment returned by 
clinies for childven are got under way |some of our poets. 
¢ > ° . . c * * 

and every ‘schoolchild in the country i 

will have its teeth seen to,” says Mr.| “A Berlin anarchist connected with 

. > . bo ’ » eer. f a ee as 

ALrrep Barritt, consulting surgeon at|the Kapp rising of 1920,” says a news 





ee 





VO. CLXII, 





.’ Weshouldn't| vacuum created by the departure of 
Mr. Dempsey. 


We} ton, the pugilist who invented boxing- | a development of this device will enable 








without asking the per- 
mission of motorists. 


A Birkenhead-Thanet | 
| corridor train service is 


| announced for July. In 
| 


| spite of its non-political | 
|character Mr. Lioyp 
| GEORGE i3 not a party 
| to this vapprochement, 


In view of the in 
creasing apathy with | 
| which the Moorish war 
jis regarded by the | 
| people of Spain it is be- 
| lieved that the manage- 
| ment is considering the 
|introduction of some 
| new songs and dances. 


iS 


are attributed to 


the 


The oscilloscope is an invention which 
makes an engine working at high speed 
appear tocrawl. Itis now believed that 


the movements of a bricklayer to be | 
followed by the human eye. 
¥ 

ee Knickerbocl ers, one learns,” says a 
writer in The Evening Standard, with 
reference toa woman’s summer fashion 
in New York, “are making great 
strides.” Of course they rather lend 
themselves to this. 








“At a meeting last night of —— District 
Council, Major - who has been clerk to 
the Council for 280 years, asked the Council 
to reduce his salary by £25 to £200 per year. 
He said he had never once applied for an in 
crease, and thought the time had arrived for 
a decrease." — Welsh Paper. 

It looks like a case of senile decay. 








pa A At 


peenrvorrenrsensrwen=n new an—in 





dank cinintnkantans I 








Sages TTT 


—" 






PUNCH, 


OR THE L 





THE MAY-DAY BUDGET. 

(To the CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER, with apol 
in which the ass on the opposite page desires to join, for 
taking the liberty of addressing him by his familiar name 
of BERTIE.) 

Now for her lovely advent the herald blossoms blow, 

Month of the turtle’s mating, the nicest month I know; 

And you will move among us upon her opening day 

A sort of a Queen o’ the May, Bertir, sort of a Queen 

the May. 


Others may boast more beauty, but we shall pass them by 
And you will be the object of every curious eye ; 

Others, with notes more birdlike, will undergo eclipse 
And we shall all be pendent upon your speaking lips. 


You will unlock those features, now silent Sphinx, 
And make a final ending of cryptic nods and winks ; 
S the secret in darkness long rehearsed, 


/teés, 


0 


as the 


So will emerge 

Debouching from your mouthpiece, and we shall know the 
worst. 

I recognise (apart from sex) the difference between 

Your personality and that of Tennyson's May Queen, 

And yet I nurse a sanguine hope that in your case occur 

The same ecstatic visions he attributed to her. 


And, though she had a programme safer than falls to you— 
To lead the maypole dances and hear the rustics woo, 
While he that makes the Budget, our Master of the Fise, 
Must dare to take his chances and run a splendid risk 


Remembering how that artless girl was understood to say, 
“To-morrow ‘Il be of all the year the maddest, merriest day, 
Promise yourself a merry time, merry as hers, my lad; 
And whatifmadnessliesthat way? Never you mind; Br MAD! 
O. 8. 


BALM FOR 


THE BALD. 





ProBaABLy very few of its readers realised the tremendous | 


significance of a short paragraph that appeared recently in 
an obscure corner of a daily newspaper, which stated that 
‘an elderly seaman, whose completely bald head 
tattooed ail over, was remanded yesterday, charged 
Thames Court as a suspected person.” 


at 


, and Sir Artnur Conan Doyte. 
usual reward for displaying original genius. 

But just think what this discovery really means. | 
heralds nothing short of a trichological revolution. 


stave off or conceal what has been looked upon as one of 
the disadvantages of advancing age. Henceforth, 


| to by all discerning men as an opportunity for artistic self- 
expression. 

To meet the enormous demand that will inevitah ly arise 
as soon as these wonderful possibilities are realised, 


have already secured the exclusive services of several « 


the most expert pri wctitioners of painless tatt« oistry, who 


may be relied upon to render bald men the objects of envy 
to the most hirsute. i 


In this connection, Calvo & Cie. also guarantee to ant 


cipate Nature by means of a perfectly harmless tre sheen’! 


and to produce for the most confirmed suffers rs from super- 
fluous hairs a permanently smooth scalp with just that| 
satin-like texture requisite for the most ele gant effects. 

| Calvo & Cie. are confident that, while many of 


N | 





was 
Of course he was suspected ; so were SocratEs, GALILEO 


He was but reaping the 


For untold centuries man has striven short-sighte dly to| 


thanks 
to this nameless martyr-mariner, a condition of baldness, 
| the more complete the better, will be eagerly looked forws rd 


Calvo | 
& Cie. (as they kindly informed our re presentative ye et ay) 


their 
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allate will doubtless prefer to lana their own ins pira- 
tions and colour schemes carried out for them, those of 
moderate means will easily be able to satisfy their artistic 
| proclivities from the firm’s stock series of representative 
designs. 

By the courtesy of Calvo & Cie. t 
publish a description of two or three specimen designs 
taken at random from their latest Art Catalogue , beauti- 
fully illustrated, which will be sent free of charge to all in 
terested: 


| Moper 8. 


we are permitte 1d to 





The Patriot. 
A Map of the World, Mercator’s Projection, with t] 
British Empire coloured red. Border, Flags of the Allies 
| Instructive, inspiring, inexpensive. 
Mopet 18. The Pact. 
A lifelike representation of Mr. Luoyp Gronrce standin 


| 
| 
| 
j 
| 
i 


ng 
just above the right ear and shaking hands over th e mes 

cranium with M. Poincaré; Peace, in the act of bles 

the gentlemen, on the occiput. Beautifully tinted. Es. 


clusive. 

Mopen 35. King of Beasts. 

One of our special designs for the artificially bald. A 
jmost beautifully-executed Lion’s Head, the client’s own 
| hair being allowed to remain, as requisite, to form the mane 





lete. Extraordinarily effective when viewed from above. 
N.B.-—We specialise in these composite effects. See | 
No. 44, Ruth amidst the Corn; No. 83, Lady Godiva, | 
etc., etc. 

Clients’ own bumps incorporated in individual di 

Texts, heraldic designs and regimental badges, etc., executed 

i r very low fees. 
Moruers! have your babies’ scalps tattooed now and 


afford them a delightful SUTprise ii late r life ! 


As our representative was taking his leave of the Maison | 
Calvo, after a most interesting visit, the Management 
quested him to explain to our readers that, although they 
at present cater only for gentlemen, they confidently look 
forward to a time when ladies’ toupets, transformations, 
etc., will be things of the past, and that they are already 
busy upon a series of designs of a more feminine genre. | 
Inquiries invited. 


3n a Good Cause, 

As one whose work brings him into close association with 
| many of their profession Mr. Punch hopes that he may make 
a personal appeal for a fund administered by artists for the 
relief of the less fortunate among their brotherhood. The 
| Artists’ General Benevolent Institution gives help not only 
| to professional Painters, Sculptors, Architects and En- 
|gravers who are suffering from sickness, old age or unde- | 
served neglect, but also to their widows and orphans when 

left in need. Since its foundation some twelve thousand | 
grants have been made, amounting toa total sum of nearly 
| a quarter of a million pounds. It must be generally recog- 
jnised that whatever small payment—if any—is made for 
‘the opportunity of enjoying their work does not cancel the 
{| publie’s debt to our artists; and this gives assurance to 
| Mr. Punch that he may confidently appeal for the support 
‘of such as have fallen” upon evil times. The occasion for 
_ {this appeal is the annual dinner, to be held on May 3rd, 
-| when it is hoped that a large sum may be raised to meet 
the increasing claims upon the Institution. Among the 
| stewards is Mr. Punch’s friend, Mr. Lewis Baumer, to 
whom he begs his readers to send, in this good cause, as 
jmuch as they can possibly spare, addressing their gilts to 
,|5, Greville Place, N.W.6. 
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| STRAITENED CIRCUMSTANCES. 


Tue Ass (to Sir Roperr Horne). “NOW THEN, BERTIE, WHAT ABOUT IT?” 
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, Spring day. 


| off my fur-lined gloves. 
| kicked aside my goloshes, I went into 
| the sitting-room. 


she asked. 


| ing to note how, 





(WO GUESTS 





MY HAT. 
Ir was a typical un-Browningesque 
In the hall I removed my 
heavy overcoat, unhitched my respir- 
ator, unmouffled my muffler and pulled 
Then, having 


Mollie swung round from the oval 


| mirror above the mantel-piece. 


“Well, what do you think of it?’ 
I detected a certain nery 
ousness in the casual quality of he: 
tone. In view of what affronted my 
gaze it would have been the sheerest 
affectation to have pretended to mis 
understand her. 

“My hat!” I cried. (It is interest- 
emotion, schoolday phrases recur to 
even the most erudite of us.) 

‘‘No,” smiled Mollie; “mine 

‘And when,” I asked with corroding 


| bitterness, “is the fancy-dress ball?” 


“There's nothing extraordinary about 


| my hat,” she expostulated; “it’s just 


a smart Spring creation.” 


AT A FANCY-DRESS DANCE COMMIT THE 


in moments of deep | 


For some moments I contented my- | groundwork of it appeared to be a vol- | til, absolutely on my own initiative, I 
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SOLECISM OF COMING IN THEIR OWN FACES. 
self with gestures—real gestures, not | cano of sealing-wax in active eruption, 
the kind that journalism has just dis-|on the summit of which was precari- | 
covered. I registered amazement, con- | ously perched a miniature macaw, pris- 
sternation and revulsion as well as any | matically ablaze. 
kinema-star could have done. | « Away with it!” I gasped, shielding 
| Mollie laughed—a laugh that had | my eyes with my hand. 
| been carefully stropped. Then she] ‘ Pooh!” said Mollie. “What do you 
| threw a simpering leer at her own re- | know about women’s hats ?’ 
| flection in the glass. “T know what suits you,” I affirmed 
“7 call it tweet,” she gurgled mad- | doggedly. 
| deningly. Mollie laughed rudely 
This was too much. Mark you, in “Tf you know so much,” she said, | 
| my strong silent undemonstrative way | “ you'd better goto Feélicité’s and choose 
}{ am quite fond of Mollie; but this | one instead of it.” 
| was too much. Mark you again, she On the instant I made up my mind. | 
| has, according to her lights, been a good | I always think that to make up one’s 
| wife to me; but this was foo much. | mind on the instant is the acid test of 
|“ Tween?” Why, the dreadful thing | a strong character. I constantly do it. 
she had on her | 


ead would have won me | “T will,” I said; just like that—*1 


a divorce in almost any one of those | will.” 
| closely United States: in some, I sup-| And I did. It wasn’t easy. Indeed 
| pose, { should have been allowed to|it was hard. At Feélicité’s (her real 


| lynch her with impunity. But here we | name is Susy Brown and she was at 
jare in England (where the Spring is), school with Mollie) I had to battle my 
| and it might be libellous to describe | way through a tempestuous sea of 
| this abortion of a hat to you. Besides, streaming ribbons, iridescent beads, 
I have no pen for horrors. I shall | flaunting feathers, dangling tassels, 
therefore quite simply say that the| brazen birds and bizarre brocades un- 
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} shop. 
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| needed but one setting —Mollie. 


| want.” | 
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arrived at the haven where I fain would 
be: asimple cap affair, the colour of the 
mist which broods over bluebells in a 
wood, encircled by fairy rosettes of 
silver faintly shrouded by dew-spangled 
cobwebs. Directly I saw it I knew it 


“There!” Ieried. “That’s what I} 
Instantly Félicité and her three satel- 
lites exclaimed that IL had selected the 
most haughtily exclusive model in the 
With a superb gesture I pro- | 

duced my cheque-book. | 
“Ah,” breathed Félicité, who affects | 


deal 





French idiom, “to with a} 


| gentleman of a discernment the most | 





profound! What happiness!” | 

In spite of the entreaties of the three | 
satellites I insisted upon taking the ex- | 
elusive model with me. In my study | 
I unpacked it. Then, carrying the hat | 
of my choice, I went into the sitting- | 
room. | 

“Ob, gasped Mollie, not looking | 
at me, ‘the puck!” | 

“ This,” I said, not unkindly bot with | 
intention, ‘is ‘what I know of women’s | 


| hats." ”” | 


In a twinkling it was out of my} 
hands and on Mollie’s head. And at! 
that moment I freely admit it was worth | 
all I had paid for it. 

“Suitable, I think,’ I suggested re- 
strainedly. 

When Mollie had moderated her} 


| transports I returned to my study and, | 
J : | 


| it upon him. 


| monstrosity as soon as possible, as it 


in removing the band-box from my} 
table, noticed for the first time a little | 
three-cornered note in its interior. It 
was not addressed. I read it: 

“Dear oLp Txinc,—It was as easy 
as powdering one’s nose. We‘ forced’ 
And, what's more, he’s 


paid for it. Please return the decoy- 





ought to prove useful in developing the 
taste of other husbands. 
“Thine, Susy (Fiuicitk).” | 





=== | 


“TINBDeE, TAILOR...” 

( i Child's Guide to the Profe Ss7on ) 

THe Racine Many. 

My gentle child, behold this horse 

A noble animal, of course, 
But not to be relied on: 

I wish he would not stand and snort; 

Oh, frankly, he is ot the sort 
Your father cares to ride on. 

His head is tossing up and down, 

And he has frightened half the town 
By blowing in their faces | 

And making gestures with his feet, 

While now and then he stops to eat 
In inconvenient places. 

He nearly murdered me to-day 

By trotting in the wildest way 
Through half-a-mile of forest, | 
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ORGY OF “SPARE MOMENT” TRAINING AMONG OUR HEAVY-WEIGHTS. 
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And now he treads upon the kerb, 
Consuming some attractive herb 
He borrowed from the florist. 
I strike him roughly with my hand; 
He does not seem to understand ; 
He simply won't be bothered 
To walk in peace, as I suggest, 
A little way toward the West— 
He prances to the No’th’ard. 
And yet by popular repute 
He is a mild well-mannered brute 
And very well connected ; 
Alas, it is the painful fact 
That horses hardly ever act 
As anyone expected, 


But there are men prepared to place 
A sum of money on a race 
In which a horse is running, 
An animal as fierce as this, 
As full of idle prejudice 
And every bit as cunning ; 
And it is marvellous to me 
That grown-up gentlemen can be 
So simple, so confiding. 


l envy them; but, oh, my son, 
I cannot think that they have done 
A great amount of riding. 


A. P. H. 











Our Erudite Contemporaries. 


“| hear that on this occasion he [Mr. Lloyd 
| George] is even more academically equipped. 
For he has taken a fancy to the ancients, and 

is deep in Seneca himself. ... There is a 
| contemplative turn to the old Greek’s philo- 
| sophy, which must be rare and refreshing 
fruit to a wearied statesman.” 

Sunday Paper. 





It is officially denied, however, that 
the Premier is studying PLato in the 
original Latin. 

Nursing Home, to Mr. and Mrs. 
——, Durban, a son. Both well. A chip of 
the old bloke.”—South African Paper. 

It will be remarked that three indi- 
viduals are here mentioned, but the 
health of only two of them is accounted 
for. We hope that nothing has gone 





“At 








wrong with the “ old bloke.” 
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| There are also great rivers in Africa, 
‘ WEST HAM AND HELICON. 


| THE announcement made recently that the borough of 
West Ham was in search of a poet to celebrate its forth- 
coming Educational Week and Festival has caused a 
considerable stir in quires and-places where they sing. 
Unhappily many of our well-known poets failed to observe 
one of the rules in the competition, which was that the 
writer must be living or working in West Ham to-day. A 
large number of odes, canticles, epics, songs and so forth 
vere for this reason disqualified; but Mr. Punch is the 
gainer, for he has fortunately been allowed to publish a few 
of them here. No names are attached to the poems which 
| have passed into his hands, but the following is believed 
to have been the contribution of Mr. J. C. Squire. It is 
entitled— 


STREAMS. 

Rivers, I have frequently noticed, 
Have one ineradicable habit, 
| Which is to run down from the cold hills 
Into the silent sea 
| From rain-pools in far-away places 

That did not evaporate swiftly 

Nor drain themselves off through the subsoil, 

Dreamwise, they come to be. 


Jolly good rivers, Wye and Wensum, 
Were formed in this way, and the Avon, 
Wide-curved under Warwick ana Stratford, 
Affording remarkable views ; 
And the same thing applies to those fair streams 
Of childhood, the Witham and the Welland, 
Made one in the broad Wash basin 
With the Nen and the Ouse. 


Not all these have similar courses, 

For some are torrential, precipitous, 

And some down long leaf-hidden valleys 
Wind always a thread ; 

And some change always their own speed 

As they pass under low woods and high walls, 

Which is due to the altering gradient 
Of the river-bed. 


Various again are the wild flowers 
And the shapes that flit under the wate: 
As new geological formations 

Affect the course of the stream ; 
Now reeds spring, now dark watercresses, 


Now under the clear wave are trout, carp, 

Char, chavender, sticklebacks, roach, dace, 
Minnows and bream. 

| love all these beautiful rivers, 


Not only the rivers of England, 

Whose banks I have frequently walked on 
Wherever a tow-path was, 

Hearing sometimes a water-rat plop- plop, 

Seeing sometimes the nest of a dab-chick, 

And sometimes the helm of the wand-bearer Mercury 
Swoop swift across. ; 


But I love too the rivers of Europe, 
| Those rivers of Germany, Oder and Rhine, 
And the rivers of France, the Gironde, the Garonne, 
Oise, Sadne and Seine, 
Not to speak of the numerous tributaries 
That with confluent waters increase them; 
| I love too the Tagus and Ebro, 
Stout rivers of Spain. 








} 





Limpopo, Zambesi, Ubangi, 

That pour through strange tropical regions 
From sources hid deep as the Nile’ 

There are rivers of Asia, the Obi 

And the dark brooding strange Yang-t 

Whose length, so geographies say, is 
3,200 miles. 


In the far West there also are rivers, 

In that land of omnivorous readers 
Stretching right away from Oregon to New 
From Erie unto Mexico 

Mississippi, Wabash, Colorado, 
Snake River, Alleghany and Hudson, 
And the soft, sighing, musical waters 


Of the Ohio. 


South again is the great Orinoco ; 
But ah! that great river the Orinoco, 
That rolls through (I think) Venezuela 

Its glorious milk-white flood ; 
Every one I have loved of these rivers 
That glass the strange leaves of the forests, 
That bear noble barges, or end in 

Nasty grey mud. 


se- Kiar 


York, 


sut the proudest of all proud rivers 
And the loveliest stream I know, 
Yea, mightier than the old Brahmaputra 
And the Volga and the Cam, 
Is the little river Lea at Bow Bridge, 
For there you suddenly pass 
Outside of Municipal London 
And see West Ham. l:vor 


HOW TO FIND WINNERS, 


Norxine could be simpler if you carry out the foll 
instructions : 





Ing 
Work out carefully the form of all the horses 


OW 


engaged in any particular race from any of the sporting 
guides. This done, find out which jockey is riding which 
horse, and why, and whether it is about his turn to win, and 
whether he is suited to the idiosyncrasies of the horse, and 
whether the horse is partial to that particular course, and 
whether the owner wants the horse to win, and whether 
the trainer wants the horse to win and whether the jockey 
wants the horse to win. j 
suy as many dailies and 10 a.m. evening editions as 
you can afford, and tabulate the tips of the racing experts. 
Find out the relative percentage of winners tipped by these 
experts, their personal history, antecedents, s: lary, travel- 
ling expenses and stable connections. 
Ask your favourite publican what he has got “ good,” and 


whether he has heard of any commission being worked for 
that particular race by a particular pal of his. 

Give your wife a complete list of runners, the night before. 
Send her to bed and get her to dream that she has seen the 
winning name in letters of flame on the wall. 

Place another complete list of the horses in front of your 
infant son, and ask him to stab his fancy with a pin. 

When eventually you have worked out the Theory of 
Probability to your logical satisfaction and selected your 
‘cert.” the most important step in the whole system now 
remains to he taken—go and back something else instead. 





“At Pontypridd, a couple of Welsh lightweight Pomuny 
Phillips (Neath) and Francis Rossi (Pontypridd) met to go fifteen 
rounds for £50. The bout proved rather disappointing, for Joncs 


retired at the end of the fourth round 
JONES, 


.”"—Provincial Paper. 


*, was the referee. 


we infer 
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' Doctor. * You 
Patient. “1 


MUSI 


'M 


AN 


THE 
| PROM 


EMIGRANT’S 


InpIA 


RETURN ; 
APRIL. 
ed 


To AN ENGLISH 
“Courace!” they cried, and point 
to the shore: 

Yon rift among the headlands that 


appears 


“a 


[s Plymouth, and in sixty minutes more 
Thereby we anchor and the ending 
nears.” 
But [ was drinking toddy in the bav 
And wishing | were back in Bow Bazaar, 
For the thermometer was lower far 
Than I had seen thermometers fo: 


years. 


| And presently I ventured on the deck 

| And saw a bleak land buffeted by hail, 

| Whereon it seemed no isolated speck 

| Oflight or life or colour could prevail; 

But black trees bent beforean icy breeze, 

| Lead-coloured cliffs confronted sabl 
seas 

And all things said, “ You will most 
surely freeze 

On landing here and perish without 

fail,” 





_—_— 


TAKE A COMPLETE 
ANARCHIST.” 
Doctor. “ WELL, DON'T THROW ANY MORE BOMBS FOR A MONTH AT LEAST.” 


THE LONDON CI 
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REsT. By Way, 


rHE 


| hard, 


| Where is thy English April which the 





| W herewith the poet peoples Av alon?”’ 


| 


So, loud-protesting, 1 was led ashore, 


and more 
And the rain 


sleet 


smote me and the subtle 


Yet sudden there was something in the 
all 
That said, “I may be desolate and 
bare, 
But I am England; do not yet despair, 
for vou will find me rather hard to 





beat. 


And found me in a little cobbled street | 
’ | 
Where the rude Boreas vexed me more 


ARIVARL 


ata | | 
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WHAT'S YOUR OCCUPATION? 


Ah. frore and bitter island, why so} And so Odysseus won to his hotel 

















And real hot water running from a tap | 


So loveless to thy late-returning son? | And rosy maids responding to the bell 


And fires of coal and many things 


bard ”’ to hap 
Thus I reflected—‘has enthused | The body in content ; and no more noise 
upon ? }Of peons and coolies, watermen and 
| Where is the laughing goddess of the | hoys, 
| Spring, | But kindly countrymen whose simple 
The bleating lamb, the lark upon the} joys 
wing, | Lay, it would seem, in waiting on a 
The daffodil—and many another thing | chap. 


Then a 
soul, 

And,as the shades of eve began to fall, 
‘Than Blighty, I 1emarked, “ upon 
the whole 
There are worse 
trial ball. 

To Hind the tropic ease, the sun’s em- 
brace, 


t » 
grea ar 


cepded on wy 


peace 


he t » 
spots on the bterres- 


Light, colour and the seasons’ gentle 
pace, 
Blighty is Arctic—yet a sounder place, 
A comfortabler country, after all.” 
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|mediwval and obscurantist methods. 
WHAT TO DO WITH HARLEY STREET. | [ny the course of a recent examination 

THE correspondence on the alleged | of all the doorplates in Harley Street 
Harley Street Crisis has hitherto been | I failed to discover a single instance of 
conducted with a curious disregard for |a doctor who described himself as a 
the actualities of the situation. As a] psycho-analyst. In other words, this 
corrective to these irrelevant effusions|is a congested district of recalcitrant 
Punch has great satisfaction in publish- land prejudiced reactionaries. That lu- 
ing the following letters, which, with a | minous and omniscient writer, the Med- 
sure instinct, some of the sanest and | ical Correspondent of The Times, hits 
wisest of our publicists have addressed the nail on the head when he describes 
to him on this subject :— ithe great weakness of Harley Street as 


‘pessimism in prognosis.’”’ Unmoved by } 


NoMEN, OMEN. the exan ple of M. Covs& they continue 


Sir,—The name of Harley Street must | to ingeminate with the monotonous per 
Of that there can be no manner | 
| of doubt. It has been a sad handicap |“ Every day and in every way you are 
from the very start, for it was taken from | getting worse and worse.” 
a peer who was also a politician and, ' unconquerable tenacity of the British 
[I regret to say, a hard : ra sil 
drinker. Why doctors 
should have ever con- 
gregated in a street suf- 
fering from such ill- 
omened associations 
passes the wit of man. 
But they have the rem- 
edy in their own hands. 
They are still a power- 
ful corporation and 
should lose no time in] | 
petitioning the L.C.C. 
to have the street re- 
named in accordance 
with modern require- 
ments. Fortunately 
this result can be at- 
| tained by the change of 
| one or at most two let- 
ters. Thus, to dispel 
the atmosphere of Old Lady. “Don's 
gloom which always| 08 4 Woman?” 

broods over this y Art Student. “T’mM SO GLAD YOl 
pressing thoroughfare, Old Lady. c ap DEAR?" 

it would only be neces-| , Art Student . “ UNCLE 

/ 4 | TO BE HUMAN. 

sary to change its title! ' 
to Jarley Street, after the genial show- | race is proof against these counsels of 
woman. Simultaneously we should be | despair and, as statistics show, longevity 
paying a well-merited tribute to the | is actually on the increase. Pessimism 
genius of Dickens. Or, as an alterna-|in prognosis is probably the outcome 
tive, I should suggest Starley Street, | of the desire to propitiate Nemesis. But 


ao 
go. 











THINK Mi 


RUDI DEAR, BUT I8 


de- ASK THAT, AUNTIE. 


GEORGE COULDN'T 


TEL! 











in recognition of the services rendered | it is not merely futile, it has ceased to 
to humanity by the inventor of the| pay. Hence these squeals. I may add 
safety bicycle. Under an auspicious | that when I recently asked an eminent 
alias I have little doubt that a bright| Harley Street physician whether he 
future might still be in store for the| had many ectoplasmic patients, he re- 
unhappy consultants who at present | plied that he took no stock in fairy 
have to work sixteen hours a day to} photography. , 


N&0-GEORGIAN. 
make both ends meet. 
} 


| Jesreny Mureox. | More Licut 
ees . me | Sir,—The reasons of the empty con- 
fun Pexavty or Pessimism. | Sulting-rooms in Harley Street are too 
| Sir,—A great deal of misplaced sym-|numerous for detailed examination. 
| pathy is being wasted on the physi-| But one leaps to the eye at once. It 
| cians and surgeons of Harley Street.|is the dismal appearance of the street 
They have only themselves to blame. jitself. The advantages of a breezy bed- 
With very few exceptions they have | side manner have long been admitted, 
| Shown an absolute refusal to march | but the corollary is habitually neglected. 


| with the times. They still adhere to! If the doctor should be cheerful when 


. 
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sistence of so many pessimistic parrots, | 


Happily the | 





rHIS M} 


WHETHER I! 
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he goes abroad he should also be cheer. 
\ful at home. But how can he, when 
| he lives in a street which is one long 
| mausoleum, where even the elfin call] 
| of the milkman is seldom hear 


w) ere 
|the muffin-bell is proscribed and foot- 
| passengers converse in whispers? Those 
| benevolent pressmen who daily | up on 
ithe need of a brighter London haye 





| hitherto failed to recognise the dreadful | 
| destitution of Harley Street. From | 
| end to end there is not a single restaur- | 
| ant, tea-shop, cinema or Grand Gu og. | 


nol. Brass bands are taboo by day and | 


acy 
lat night the “ nictitant coruscations of 
| the sky-sign,” as a modern poet finely | 
expresses 1f, are conspicuous by thei 
absence. In fine, brighten Harley 
Street and the infection of gaicty will 
spread like wildfire { 
the rest of L 

Democritus JuNIOR. 








} 
WON 


| THe Heicur Curr. 
Sir,—The solution 

of the Harley Street | 
| Crisis is simple enough | 

if people would only 

| face the facts. Build- | 

ings of sixty or even | 

=a eighty feet high do not | 
emerge from the envel- | 

\ | ope of smoke and fog | 

hi | in which we Londoners | 

f} | | live. If Harley Street | 

di | were rebuilt with sky- | 


“iy | scrapers, and consult- | 
| ing-rooms and nursing: | 


| homes were located in | 
the upper stories—any- | 








EANT FOR A MAN | where between the | 
twentieth and the for- | 
tieth floors—amid the 
sunshine and clear air, 
I VAS SUPPOSED 


which are the best aids 
ts to healing, the raising 
| of fees would not only be logical, bu 
| would be cheerfully acquiesced in by 
| all the apostles of altitude 
MARCON 


SUCCESS. 





Tinway. | 
THe SECRET OF 


Sir,—The case of Harley Street is 


grave but not hopeless. It needs to be 
| lifted out of the rut of routine and mono- | 
|tony by contact with an inspiring per- | 
|sonality. There are no commanding 
| figures to leaven the lump « f dull pro- 
| fessional efficiency. In earlier days | 
| eminent men in other callings lived | 
there—actors, artists and Cabinet Min 
| isters, including Mr. Guapstone. Now 

we have nothing but an unending pro- | 
cession of doctors from Cavendish 
| Square to the Marylebone Road. Ifonly } 
| one of our great World- masters of | 
| Success could be induced to take up his 
residence in their midst, though but fora 
| few weeks in the year, the whole atmo- | 
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sphere of the street would be changed, 
purified and revitalized. Nothing is 
so contagious as personality. What 
| Pericies did for Athens and Rousseau 
forthe Revolutionaries of theeighteenth 
century, a man like Lord Badgerbeck 
could do for Harley Street. I do not say 
that every consultant in Harley Street 
could emulate that high example, but by 





familiarity with the demonic physiog- 
nomy of such a Titanic demi-god, and | 
by studying his methods, he might at 
least make certain of doublingthe paltry | 
four thousand a year on which he now 
ekes out a precarious existence. 

Attina Perr, | 
Author of “ Is the Devil Dead ? 








“Ts Sir Harry at home?” I asked 
the butler. 
He looked at me coldly, and replied, | 
«Siry "Exery is in, Sir.” 
I was shown into the library. The! 
voom was lined with well-filled shelves. 
_ In the place of honour on the mantel- | 
| piece was a bust of Dr. Jonnsox. On 
| the opposite wall were the antlers of a| 
reindeer. The few pictures were choice 
landscapes, one of a Surrey common, | 
another of a Somerset lane, a third of | 
a Devonshire fishing village, a fourth of | 


| 
| 
SIR HENRY. | 
j 
| 
| 
| 


| a sunset in the fens. 

“You like my pictures, I hope,” said a 
quiet voice behind m>. I had not heard | 
Sir Harry Lauper enter. He was| 
| dressed in morning-coat and vest (with 

slip) and striped trousers faultlessly cut | 
and pressed. In his buttonhole was al 
| 


| fine orchid. He offered me a Turkish 

| cigarette and took one himself, remark- | 
ing that other forms of tobacco did not | 
agree with him. I could not but re- 

| mark the pensive quality of his face 

when in repose, though it was lit by a 

gentle smile as he bade me welcome. 

“Those pictures are of scenes which 
| move me more than any others,” he 
|told me. “I never tire of them.” 
| “They are indeed beautiful,” Il agreed. 

sut I should have expected that you, 
a3 a Scotsman——”’ 

“Ah, yes, in a way I suppose I am 
to some extent a Scotsman, for my 
mother was of Scottish descent. I 
should like that country better if it were 
not so bleak. A little harsh, don’t you 
think? A little cold and forbidding, 
those rugged mountains?’ And he 
shivered. 

“Perhaps so. But, as Ronin Burns 
so truly———”’ : 

“ Now you are entering on what is 
| Strange ground to me,” he interrupted. 
“T have tried often to read the poems 
of Roperr Burns, but his uncouthness, 
his want of delicacy, repel me. 1 prefer 
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Old Genileman. “DOES YOUR MOTHER ALLOW YOU TO SMOKE IN HERE?” 


Son of the House. “OH, Yes—GOOD FOR THE MOTH.” 


Old Gentleman. “ AH—SUFFER FROM MOTH? SO THAT’S WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH YOU.” 














Ye\ts—and Brinars. if you know him. 


In certain moods SwinBburNE appeals | peared. ‘A little home-made lemonade? 


to me greatly.” 
“T share yom affection for Devon- 
shire,” I said, returning to the pictures. 
“| am intensely fond of that county 


so far as its sea-coast is concerned. I} 


seldom go inland—the heather, you 
know; the scent of heather gives me a 
sort of hay-fever. Very troublesome.” 

I thought it time to declare my pur- 
pose in calling. “I hope I may be 
allowed to publish an interview 

“ Forgive me forinterrupting you,” he 
said firmly though politely, “but I am 
old-fashioned, I fear, and the idea of an 
interview for publication is repugnant 
to me. 

“Before you go,” he added, “ will 
you allow me to offer you some refresh- 
ment?’ and he touched a bell, in 
response to which a man-servant ap- 





Or, since the day is chilly, would you 
prefer a cup of cocoa?” Sir Harry 
asked. ‘And, Dennis, bring some of 
those Bath-buns. A weakness of mine,” 
he added. Then, as the man withdrew, 
‘His name is really MeTavish, but I 
could not possibly have a butler with an 
absurd name like that, so I call him 
Dennis.” 

I was conscious of struggling to shout 
for help, and when at last I found my 
voice the discovery was completeenough 
to awaken me from my nightmare. 





From an auction-catalogue 

“Henry VII. antique carved oak chair, dated 
1845, very richly carved with figures and claw 
feet, believed to be the only one in existence 
of that period.” 





| Very likely. 
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MENTE WEA) 


we 


Mother (sending out invitations for Bobby's birt) 


Bobby. “Ou, No, MOTHER 
DON'T SUPPOSE SHE'LL COME.’ 


WOMAN'S SPHERE. 


™ Suzanne,” | said, ** we're done for. 


Ruin stares us in the face.” 


“Then you've been backing horses | 


again. Not content with dropping a 


cool five bob on the Grand National, | 
you have now made a gambler’s throw | 


with the wild idea of getting it all back 
and wiping out the bank overdraft at 
the same time. 
married a congenital punter 
unsuccessful one at that! 
the worst.” 

“Tt’s Professor Jespersen, of Cope: 
hagen,” I said. 

“A sinister name! But how doe 
he impugn upon our placid lives? ”’ 

“«Impinge,’ darling. 
on us out of Zhe Times. 


Let me know 


former interest and 
Times rubs it in.” 

“ Shucks !”’ 

* That,” I replied, “is a striking illus 
tration of one of the changes which 
our good Jespersen notes. Hitherto, he 
says, women have been found to ‘con- 
fine themselves, as a rule, to the more 
ordinary words in the language, and 
avoid the reeondite and the 


sale . ] / 
value; and TJi 


said Suzanne. 


new.’ 
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SHE’S AWFULLY GROWN-UP FOR HER AGE. IN 


Ohi, to think that I’ve | 
and an| 


-| out that, since women have abandoned | he’s leader-writing about ? 


He impinges | 
He has been | 


saying that women’s talk is losing its| 
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day party). “WOULD YOU LIKE ME TO ASK JOAN, OR IS SHE TOO YOUN 


FACT, UNLESS YOU CALL IT A ‘Tuk Dansant’ 


‘shucks’ has the least desire to listen to your 
views on the Coalition or thx 

Navy. For some time back you have | 
provided me with an income that has 
| kept me comfortably in smokes and 
drinks. Now will have to be 
paid for out of the housekeeping money, 
and the children will starve. 

“ But,” faltered Suzanne, ‘are you 
sure that things are as bad as The Times | 
Am I really sunk so deep 
in the welkin of politics ? ’ 

“Do you imagine that the leader- 
In effect it points| writer of Zhe Times doesn’t know what | 
Why, [ve | 
noticed the change in you evel 
| thrown themselves into the hurly-burly | you voted—or attempted to vote—at 
| of public life, their conversation tends} the L.C.C. Elections. Nowadays your 
to deal more and more with policies and | talk is all of public affairs. Only last | 
less with men and manners, and is on| Sunday, when I asked what kind of | 
| that account less worthy of attention.| cake there was for tea, you distinctly 

\rgument has taken the place of epi-| said, ‘Genoa cake.’ Suzanne, for my 
gram; the brilliance, the sparkle is} sake—for our children’s sake—banish 

And that’s why we’re ruined.” | Genoa from the tea-table. Go back to 

‘‘T don’t quite see how.” | your old detachment. Be you old epi- 

“Don't you see,” I said, “that, if 1} grammatie, brilliant and sparkling self 
now send you up to Punch, you'll in-| again. It’s so much more paying.’ 
evitably get turned down? So far my “Well, Percival, I’ve always been a 
readers have tolerated your artless do-| good wife and mother to you, and I’m 
mestic prattle—at least the Editor has,| sure I’m the last person to wish to 
‘and that’s the main thing. But nobody! see the dear children starve. ‘So, 2s 


Your is clearly a sign of the 
| change which he remarks. Then, again, 
women ‘ given 
their sentences unfinished.’ 


J upanese | 
have been to leaving 
That you 
have proved true enough in the past 


The other day I went 


hrough certain | these 


| records of your conversational feats that 
with my connivance have appeared in 
| print, and I calculated that, if all the 
dashes in your talk were placed end to} 
end, they would reach from here to a 


‘Ts there an 


| makes out ? 
. orn i 
y more of Jespersen ? } 
“At this point The Times takes up| 


the running itself. 


y 
a) 


| their position of detachment and have} since 


ry ne.’ 


( 


| 
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MARIAGE DE CONFERENCE. 
Germany (to Russia). “WITH ALL THY WORLDLY GOODS I ME ENDOW 
Auuep Reparations Commissroner. “I TAKE A NOTE OF THAT REMARK.” 
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| gets back into her 
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Jack, “Aunt AMELIA'S OUT.” 
Caller. “I'm so sorry. I'VE NEVER MET HER.” 
Jack, “THEN JOLLY WELL TOUCH WOOD QUICK.” 
you don't seem able to find anything . , 
but me to write about, I shall have to THE DIE-HARD. 


stifle my political ambitions on the 
altar of domestic duty. Shall I sparkle 
for younow? Shall I reel off epigrams 
out of the void of an aching heart? 
But let us first reassure our market. 
Fetch ink and paper and take this 
down 

‘To the 


“ Sir, 


Editor of * Punch. 

~I have the honour to inform 
you that my wife Suzanne has decided 
to give up polities and devote her whole 
attention in future to needlework and 
repartees. 


Shall I re ap. 


As she sews, she says, 
(You see how e asily she 
stride.) You may 
therefore rest assured that the contri- 
butions for which she furnishes the 
inaterial will continue to show their 
old piquancy and sparkle, unspoiled by 
contact with affairs of State. Soliciting 
a renewal of your esteemed custom and 
enclosing a stamped addressed envelope 
out of sheer force of habit, 
“T am, 


SO 


” 
Yours, ete. 
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[ prREAMED the Budget brought relief 
Which past all expectation swept ; 
But still in anger and in grief 


The Daily Bluster shrieked and wept : 


‘The Government has spoilt the Axe, 


Blunting the edge its makers ground, | 


ind that 1s 
Is 


A year passed quickly, and again 


me-Tar 


why your Inc 
four-and-si rpence in the 





A saving miracle we hailed ; 
But still in frenzied wrath and pain 


The Daily Bluster stormed and wailed : 


“The Government is soft as wax, 
Spineless, unprincipled, unsound, 
And that is why your Income-Taa 


Is two-and-eightpence in the pound !”’ 


Things prospered for another year ; 
Incredible amounts were saved ; 
But still with gibe and bitter sneer 


The Daily Bluster screamed and raved : 


“The Government is weak and lax; 
Limpets and bureaucrats abound, 
And that is why your Income-Tax 





Is one -and- threepe ncé vit the pound dey 


ap 
pe und | 














And lastly (in n 
Of all our wildest hopes we held ; 
But still with scorn and savage jest 


iv dream) the crest 


The Daily Bluster groused and yelled: 
“ A Government of rogues and quacks, 


Whose squanderings stagger and 
astound ; 
AND THAT IS WHY youR INcomE-Tax 
Is TWOPENCE-HALFPENNY IN THE 
rounp!” 
Our Tactful Prince. 
“BLazinG Fire my Tokio 
Most of the members in the Prince’s suite 
lost all their baggage with the exception of 
the clothes they stood up in The Prince 
was armed with the warmth of his recep 
tion.” Daily l’aper. 
“A Recorp Sprint. 
Charles Paddock, the famous spr 
day, at Honolulu, has lowered his sarsin Bet 
120 yards by one-fifth of a second, running the 


distance in 11 2-5. 
pion, by 2—6, 6—l, 
Thus becoming dormy, and, 
lucky snick past the referee, 
the odd trick. 


He ran on to the cham 
6—4,"—Daily Paper. 
with 
SOC uring 
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PUN 


WHAT CAN WE DO WITH OUR 
DAUGHTERS? 

Everyone knows that the way just 
now to make one’s fortune in London 
is to open a little restaurant. You 
don't need any training. You just take 
a house, or a floor and basement, de- 
corate it fancifully, give it an odd name, 
and there you are. 

This being so notorious 1 was not in | 
the least surprised when that ~~ 


very sanguine pair of sirens, 
Miss Wade and Miss Wide, 


came to me and asked if I could 
good title for the 
place they were proposing to 
start just off the King’s Road, 
where hungry artists most do 
congregate. For, as 1 sug- 
vested a week or two ago, there 
is an idea going about that | 
vive useful advice in the | 
matter of nomenclature. i 

The proposed restaurant was 
| first commer- | 


by no means the 
cial venture in which these | 
happy-go-lucky partners have | 
embarked. They began, I be- 
beauty specialists, 
with a lotion warranted to re- 
store the tinge of youth to any 
complexion, and a tooth-pow- 
der compounded of pulverised 
cuttle-fish and cigar-ash that 
was to add irresistibility to the | 
smnile even of Mr. Cocnran’s 

Spanish charmers. All their 
male friends, I remember, were 
doomed to spoil the fit of our 
and disorganise our 
whole system of pockets by | 

carrying boxes in 


suggest a 





cun 


lieve, as 





clothes 


the | 
cigar-ash was to be prese rved. | 


which 


The two ladies’ activities in | 
this direction—as Sheba et 
Cie.—did not however lead to 


anything but liabilities. 
Other enterprises such as the 


CH, OR: 








Wastrions ess sisheons some eofthe more 
distressing indications of distemper, and 
the purveyors g got a bad name and had 
to give up the struggle. 

They next, without the least feeling 
of depression, opened a hat shop as 
“Clotilde "—or, as ribald acquaintances 
had it, “Old Clo’tilde ’’"—but this was a 
failure also. Then they became florists, 
| calling the firm Petal and Bloom, Ltd 


THE L ONDC IN cH AR IVARI. 





—you see how little they really need 





energetic fair may engage in INDIVIDUALITY. 

without losing caste followed, First Clubman. “I wean, Jones, THAT YOU ARI 

ineluding an old curiosity shop | '°# PARLIAM! xt. Wat Parry?” 

called “At the Sign of the Bed : Second Clubman, “On, xo Party. INDEPEND! 
aneare 





Warmer,’ which came to an 
| early end owing to a disc vepanc| \ be- 
| tween the number of customers that 
were expected and those that arrived. 

It was then that the inseparables parted, 

in order that one might learn typing 
| and short-hand, and the other massage 

but they shortly reunited with the pur- 
pose of selling toy dogs, the nucleus of 
the business be ing au li itte r of Aberdeens 
;w hich a cousin of mine asked me to find 
| homes for. My casual mention of this 
| fact brought into almost instant being 
the firm of Peek and Pom, purveyors of 
| high-class pedigree puppies only. Un- 
| cents the puppies added to their 


{ 
| 
| 
| 
| 
} 
| 
| 
} 
| 
| 


i of names! 


assist ance » from me in the : m natter 

but the three or four regular 
tradesmen in the same line in the nei gh. | 
bourhood found it worth their while to | 
undersell t a loss which was | 


any 


them, at 


nothing to an old-established firm but | cook P= 


death to two amateurs without capital ; 
and so Petal and Bloom, Ltd., withered 
and fell. 

And now, with a little of their patri- 
monies still left and boundless supplies 
of hope, they had made up their minds 
» achieve riches through catering. 
“We've t said Miss 
Wade. 


: ; 
tken the house 
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“That i is, we ve practic: lly takes n it,” 
said Miss Wide. ‘ All we've got to do 
is to sign the lease and pay a deposit. 
What we want now isthe name. What 
do you think of ‘The Saddle of Mut 
ton’?”’ 

“Will you give saddles ? 
«“ Of course.” 


“Tt’s the most expensive kind of 


’ I asked, 


meat,” I said. “It’s wasteful too, and 
not at all what artists want. I think 
you would be far more practi 
\. sal if you ¢: ulled : ‘ The Ste udy 
Joint,’ or ‘The Faithful LJo int,’ 
or son ething like that. : 
} * Joint’ is rather ugly, 
jsaid Miss Wade; “we were 
hoping for something more out 


of the way. 
| people hate joints. 
fer 
| “There’s a little place called 
| ‘The Good-Humoured Ladies,’” 


said Mis 3 W ide. 


Besides, lots of 
The \ pre 


made dishes,” 


ae 
Couldn't we 


do something on those lines? 
What about ‘The Three-Cor- 
nered Hat’?”’ 

“<The Square Meal’ would 
be better,” I said. Or—if 
you're so keen on the Russian 


Jallet ‘Carnival.’ That 
sounds flesh 





“What about ‘The Fulfil 
ment’? said Miss Wade 
‘That would goone better than 
‘The Good Intent’ near by 

“It's too sweeping, said 
Miss Wide; “we mig dis 

lappoint. Things can go so 


wrong in kitchens.’ 
‘Then ‘ The Good Hope’ ?’ 
I suggested. 

“ Agatha wanted ‘ The La rdly 
| Dish,’”’ said Miss Wade. “ It’s 
| from the Bible, she believes.” 

‘It’s rather a large 


order,” 


r said, 
| “Or The Delicate Eater’ ?” 
isaid Miss Wide. 
| “What about ‘Au Bon 
ping | Appétit’?” I said I’ve | 
i seen that in France, 1’m sure, 
IND |. and it would flatter the ¢ isea 
a | people, who are all going to 
Paris when they die. 


Both the partners : approved of “ \u 


Bon Appétit,” but their complacency 
was short-lived. 
“You are on the track of sood | 
I asked. 
‘Well, we were thinking that per- 


hi aps Agatha could do most of the cook- 
ing,’’ said Miss Wade. ‘She's wonder 
ful with a chafing-dish.”’ 

“She wouldn’t be wanted for super- 
vision ?”’ J asked. 

“ Well, we thought she could super- 
vise in the kitchen, and I could super- 
vise upstairs.” 


” 























Mother. 


yield, 


“ DSHEILA, 


SAY URAC 
Vi 


| “And take the money?” 
“ Yes,” 

| “It’s a responsible post,” I said 

| ‘And you'll want a staff of servants 

kitchen-maids, waitresses, ete. Think 

| of the washing-up !” 


1 asked. 


| “Yes, indeed.” They sounded rather 
| piano, l thought. 
| “And breakages!” I went on. 

“Ldon’t see why things should break, 
said Miss Wade. 

“They will,” I said. “ 1 suppose you 
|} are buying crockery and cutlery and 
napery and all that sort of thing?” I 
continued. “You'll want them; but 
| they're rather dear now.” 

“We've got some things of our 
own,’ said Miss Wide. ‘ Quite a lot 
of silver.” 


j 
| 


“ Real silver?” I said. 

“ Yes, Why not ?”’ 

“In Chelsea? Ha! And who will 
do your marketing?” I went on. 

“Marketing? Shan’t 
shops ? 

“Not il want to be economical 
and get the best too. You will have to 
deal direct with Smithfield and Covent 
Garden ; even Dillingsgate. I suppose 
| You are good judges of meat and fish ? 
| That means early hours. You must 
get up at four o'clock.” 

“Four o'clock?” said Miss Wide. 


we ju tL go lo 


you 
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DEAR.” 


MUTTON, Mummy. I satD GRACE FOR THA 


| * Did 


| four?’ 


you 


.| “Absolutely,” I said, « if you mean 
| 


ito be thorough.” 
| my Fow o'clock! 
Miss Wade, ‘1 


ment isn t 


Oh, Agatha,” said 
‘m so glad the agree- 
Let's go to-morrow 
and see about that perfume business. 
The offer till holds good. We ve got 
the chance,” she explained to me, “ to 
tuke two rooms in South Moulton 
Street, to sell the best scents. Don’t 
you think ‘Frankie and Murr’ would 


be a BE. V.L. 


igned., 


good name for us?” 








“When Hay 


hear a crash 


iron shot you 
of turf fly up 
like a bow 





}and then the ball 


from al 


Or like a1 


Onn away 
nday Paper. 


un 


) 


ifle from a bullet : 


n Steven * The 
in collaboration with his stepfather, L« 
Osbourne, *_. Weekly Papei 

Sir Sipney Convin never told us about 


this. bi 


eWh Wrecker, 


rd 


n wrote 


lifted ber face and the 


one long sweet kiss 


* She r lip net in 


a) — ot 
mecluded next wee } 


(To be « 
Weekly Paper. 
The size of this kiss reminds us ol TEN- 
nyson’s “O love, thy kiss would wake 
the dead.” 





really Say four o'clock ? 





YESTERDAY, WHEN I! 4S nor.” 








LOVELY LADY. 
[ am a lovely lady ; 
I live in a tower by the sea; 
Behind the tower are enchanted hills, 
In front is a meadow of daffodils 
And a little pink almond-tree. 
' 
I have seventy chests of treasure 
With seventy jewelled locks, 
Fans and perfumes and silken shawls, | 
A set of carven ivory balls 
And a painted musical-hox. 
I have three pretty maids-in-waiting, | 
Mavis and Minnie and Merle; 
They dance on the grass in their | 
spangled shoon \ 
While a little brown piper plays a 
tune 
On a flute of silver and pearl | 
I am a lovely lady ; | 
If you will come over the hills 
You shall hear the song of the | 
musical-box, 
You shall have the k ys fthe seventy 
locks 
And a bunch of my daffodils. ie Mer] 
“ Wanted, strong experienced General Sei | 
pant ti Daily Paper. | 
The one thing needful for a domestic | 
Paradise. | 
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“s OW e hauled ’em in by the sli nak QO’ their pants, an’ as soon’s 
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A YARN OF DAN’S. we got ‘em aboard 
‘Now ‘ere’s a yarn as is true,” said Dan,“ an’ you can’t 


say that o’ most 
I was in the packet Mogador an’ bound to the C hile coast, 
An’ there was a chap in the ws atch wi’ r from 
Brazil— 
‘is name it was Pedro (or Josey, 
called ’im Bill; 


‘And ’e 
line 

\s ever you see in your life —leastways 
mine; 

E couldn’t pull his weight on a rope, ’e could ne 
nor furl; 

[ give you my word 
seasick girl. 


me—a grease 


An’ maybe), but we allus 


was the rottenest sort of a bloke in the sailorisin 


as ever I see in 


her reef 


in a gale o’ wind 'e was worse nor a 


‘The mate we ‘ad was a down-East Yank, an’ ’e was sure 


a terror, 


I, fairly wallered in paint an’ pitch, an’ thats no lata 


error ; 

It was ‘olystonin’ an’ scourin’ paint an’ keepin’ brasswork 
bright, 

An’ chippin’ anchors an’ scrapin’ seams, from mornin’ until 
night. 

‘Well, me an’ Bill we was tarrin’ down on the crojick 


yard one day, 
The packet snorin’ 
spray, 

An’ Bill’’e slumped ‘is bucket o’ tar, 
you might expeck, 


along like fun an’ shippin’ dollops o’ 


which was just what 


‘ad done, 
fetched the 
fun, 

| An’ 'e jumped for the shrouds an’ started aloft with a face 
that was fit to kill, 

| An’ into the drink with a flop an’ a spla 
went Bill. 


‘ole o’ the watch below on deck to see the 


sh an’a Dago yell 


“The mate 'e squinted over the rail an’ saw Bill swimmin’ 

strong, 

’e started kickin’ 

‘im long, 

An’ over the rail in a brace o’ shakes in all the 
gear 

’E follered Bill like a streak o’ light—an’ you should have 
eard us cheer. 


An’ ‘is seaboots off, an’ that didn’t take 


rest 


“The Old Man passed the word along to ‘eave the packet to 

‘I can’t afford for to lose my mate, an’ a thunderin’ 
mate too, 

So lower away the quarter boat, an’ pull, my 
will— 

But I’m darned if I’d lower a boat,’ 
o’ stuff like Bill!’ 


good 
lads, 


Says he, 


‘ Well, we lowered the boat an’ w 
ain’t part o’ the y arn, 

\n’ we picked ‘em off o’ the buoy we'd throwed, best part 
of a mile astern ; 

The mate ’e’d got Bill’s ‘ead in ‘is arm in a sort o’ strangle 
old, 

With ‘is fingers twisted into ‘is wool as if 
with gold. 


e pulled away, but that 


‘ed been stuffed 











"Arf on it over a brand-new course an’ the rest on the| 
fresh-scoured deck. 
‘The mate ’e let a roar like a bull when ’e seen what Bill 


| very liberal £2 





with a | 


‘for a lump | 





The mate ’e blew a bubble or two an’ ’e 
roared: 

‘I'll learn ye spilin’ my deck, ye sw 
will!’ : ; 


An’ they give ‘im a pair « 


got ‘is breath an’ 


ab—by thunder so 1 | 
binoculars along o’ savin’ Bill,” 
£ EE aS ad C. F. §, 


OUR CREAT INSURANCE SCHEME EXPLAINED. 
Worrtep.—The phrase “any vehicle” in our great street 
accident insurance scheme covers tanks ar 


i prams, but 
does not include pogos or avalanches. 
Wipowep Orpnan.—Yes, we give £2 per we: fifty- | 
| two weeks if totally ine: apacitated through soups, We | 
cannot extend the period to one hundred and four weeks, 


as you suggest. It would mean an extra premium, and | 
this virulent mpl: unt has generally run its full course in | 


a year, 


Bricuam.—No. If you have four wives in the same 
fatal motor accident you can only draw the benefit for 
of them. 


Wuo’s Wuo.—No deduction — is n 
benefits for advertising the names and addresses of those 
fortunate readers who have sustained a  tolieas or other 
accident. This service is given entirely free. 


Curtovus.—No, cannot cover influenza and income- 
tax. If we did this we should have to raise the price of 
our paper to 13d. 


one 


bg | 
ade trom } 


we 


Many CorresponpEnts.—It is quite unnecessary to have 
our paper delivered and there is no compulsion whatever | 
to read it. If you pay your newsagent regularly you are 
qualified for all our wonderful benetits. 

Stumpep.—Our £250 for loss of one limb would not cover 
the mislaying of an artificial leg in a railway acc 

Domus.—The word ‘‘home” in our Home Accident In- 
surance includes any workhouse or asylum in which you 
may be temporarily or permanently residing. But inc 
of an accident while in residence there we do ni 
weekly rent allowance. 


dent, 


in case 
ye pay our 


Soccer.—Referees are not covered by our famous foot- 
ball accident policy. But in case a referee were chased from 
the ground by a crowd and fell under a moving vehicle, or 
took refuge on the roof of his house and fell and broke his 
neck, the victim would be consoled by £250 under either | 
our street accident or home accident policy. 

Civis.—Our insurance of £250 in case of death when 
riding a bicycle or motor-cycle “for pleasure’? would not 
cover you if you were riding to pay your rates or to visit 


| the dentist, nor could we say without personal knowledge 








;| of your vicar whether it would cover you when riding to 
church 
“Until every boy and girl of normal faculties had precisely the same 
| chance as the rich man’s son or daughter of having the best that the 
| educational resources of the country could give, democracy would not 
rise to its full height.”—Local Paper. 
We note with pain the invidious distinction between the 


children of the rich and children of normal faculties 


“The King has presented to the National Gallery of Scotland the 
celebrated picture, Cimabue’s * Madonna,’ once carried in pro¢ 
through the streets of Florence. The pic ture was exhibited in 1855 
at the Royal Academy, and was bought by Queen Victoria. Since 
then it has hung in Buckingham Palace.”—Sunday Paper, 


Another remarkable fact about this celebrated picture is that, 
in the Academy catalogue, it was attributed to LeicHTon. 
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A PRICELESS CAKE. 


WuHEn | attend a Bazaar I am invari- | 
ably draw nintoevery raffle and guessing 
competition in progress, and I always 
linger until the close of the ente rtain- 
ment in the hope that my name may 
be announced as a winner. It never has | 
been until last Christmas, when I ex- 


perienced the most ecstatic moment | 


of my life. I was spending the season 
in the country with my brother and 


anda, who is a keen social worker, to a 
Fancy Fair which she had organised in 
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| 
‘ 
| 


| 


‘and inscribed 


peas ance. 





26, 


1 APR RIL 


1922, | 


Once again Iw watched the rise; and fall 
of the scales, but this time no inward 
tremor shook me. I experienced the | 
*“ Who was the h: ~Ppy winner of the|calm of certainty. At eight pounds 

raffle?” I inquired bitterly when she | fifteen ounces the cake showed signs of 
returned home. settling. At eight pounds fifteen and a 

“T didn’t catch the name,” she said | half ounces it swung delicate ly balanced. 
airily; “the cake’s up for auction now.’’| A face in the crowd sudde nly shone like 

This Easter I was again staying at | the face of Moses. The name, 
Miranda’s and accompanied her to} E. 
another Bazaar, having previously re- 


There was loud applause, 
which I was too dispirited to acknow- 
ledge. TI left the sale before Miranda. 





Albert 
r . 1 ! 
Tapstick, was called, and a fellow 
| wi th a ms genta necktie wi iS presented 


|solved to avoid competitions of every | with the cake—my cake! 
; : 
sister-in-law, and I accompanied Mir- 


sort. But, when I saw a lady approac h- 
ing me with a cake swathed in silver | “ 


my 


I took my sister-in-law on one side, 
Miranda,” I said sternly, “there is 


“Guess weight for'!some error somewhere. That 


gross 





aid of local charities. At this 

function there was a lovely white 

iced cake festooned around with 

ruchings of silver paper and 

‘Guess my weight for sixpence” 

| inscribed upon the top in pink. 
I gravitated towards it on the 

instant, tested it in my arms 

with earnest deliberation and) 

| wrote nine pounds eight and a 
quarter ounces opposite my 

name in the note-book of the | 

young lady in charge. 

Some hours later a bell was 

| tolled and it was announced 
that the cake was about to be 

| weighed. I edged my way close 
| to the table, and I flushed and 
paled alternately as the cake 

went up and down in the scales. | 

When it began to settle at nine 

and a-half pounds the room 

turned misty and black specks 

floated before my eyes. An infi- | 

nitesimal weight was added and | 

I heard a voice as from afar off 

saying, ‘“ Nine pounds eight and 

a quarter ounces.” There was 

a pause. Then my name was | 

proclaimed as the winner. A| 

roaring of waters sounded in my | 


ears, the faces around me ap: | 

peared like distant moons, a | Lab 
great blackness descended on} “Tua 
me, succeeded by a dazzling | BLAST F 
silvery whiteness. The cake was ee 


in my arms and [ was bearing it tr 
umphantly towards the door. 

On the way | met Miranda. 
looked shocked. sic My dear boy,” 
protested, ‘“‘ you mustn’t keep it.” 

“Not keep it?” I gasped. “Why 
mustn’t 1? It’s mine. I’ve won it.” 

“It’s never done,” said Miranda in 
the same shocked manner. “ You must 
give it back to be raffled for or put up 
toauction. It’s got seventeen new- laid 
eggs init. We expect a cake like that 
to make a lot.” 

She drew it from me and the next 
minute the Secretary was giving out 
that the winner of the cake had gener- 
ously waived his right to it, and it 

| would now be raffled for at sixpence an 


She 


she | 





| ci ake to- day Weighs eight and 
| three-quarter < ouges less than 
lit weighed at Christmas. Can 
| 


you explain it?”’ Miranda looked 
| horrified. “The mice must 
| have been at it,’’ she said. She! 


dashed after Albert E. Tapstick | 
and conversed with him cajo- 
lingly. I saw his features con- 
| vulsed with agony, then by de- 
grees his mouth twisted into an 
ashen smile and he surrendered 
the cake to Miranda. S!} 
appeared into an inner chamber. 
Some ten minutes elapsed ; then 


1 
1@ dls- 


the Secretary announced that | 
the winner of the cake having | 
generously renounced his prize 


in the cause of charity, it 
now be sold in slices. 
It realized a large sum, 
was informed by Mu 
wards. I was not m 


would 


so ] 
inda after- 
yself hd 


chaser. “I've got rid of it all,” 
she said, “even the mousiest 
bits.” 


“ AMATEUR CHAMPION IN Fine FOory. | 

In the 
|} scratch player by one 
dentally 


he beat a 
ind incl 


went round in 15 strokes 


fourth rou 





| while in the afternoon he was round | 
in one fewer than in the morning } 
Agitator (after witnessing his first football 
’s wat I CALL ORGANISED LABOUR, comRADE. One | Eighteen holes in_ seventeen | 
FROM THE WHISTLE AND EVERY MAN STOPS IMMEDI- | strokes! We should have liked | 


fs 





| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| Li a? Paper. | 
match), | | 

' 


more details of this remarkable | 
Did the ball bounce fi 


hole into another ? 


It was | round. 
| 

I should have known 

The dazzling cake which 


$l ixpe nce,’ my heart throbbed. 
the same cake! 
it anywhere. 


om one 


—___— | 


for one short blissful minute had been | “ The Spring flowers everywhere are very 
mine. | backward, owing to the late East 
ninc Pr 

How had it spent its time since 


|These movable feasts seem to 


functions 
everything out. 


How many | 


Christmas? At how many 
had it been carried round ? 


unhappy winners had waived their | “The smaller Powers are to-day organising | 
right to it at the mstigation of Mir- petition to Signor Facta, the Italian Prime | 
anda? How stale was it? | Atinist ter, ass president of the conferen . 
rily Me 
Of all these things I was ignore ant. Doty a | 
One thing I knew. It should be mine | Is this the latest atte mpt by the — | 
“ ) 
now. No power on earth should de- cliffe Press to wreck the Conference? 
rive me of it a second time. I did not on : tist’ 
“ yubl es take it i yor I wr | “The Fre = of an Ideal Li — 
oubie to take 1b In my arms, Wrote | Residence to be Sold at really lo w _ 


_ a 
Nine pounds eight and a quarter| Advt. in D 


ounces” and waited until the bell tolled. | Poor little chap! 
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Robust Traveller. “Buck up, oLp cHaP! 


THERE'S NOTHING LIKE THE SEA—FINEST TONIC IN THE WORLD.” 
Friend with weak stomach. “*Goop EMETIC TOO.” 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE |but sadly at the expense of movement in his story; and | 
| et a eee may surely movement is necessary in this kind. Nor ought he to 
| (By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) have made it so easy for his readers (1 speak for one of them) 
| I pip not read The Gay-Dombeys, and I can see no par-|to skip. Rodriguez, gallant of “the golden age of Spain,” 
| ticular reason why a writer of Sir Harry Jonnston’s re-|a time unspecified but apparently not long after the inven- 
| source should embark upon the business of writing sequels | tion of gunpowder, poor in gold pieces but rich in the pos- 
| to the works of Dickens, a process he continues, with the} session of an air, a sword, a mandolin and a voice, goes 
| last chapter of Our Mutual Friend as a starting-point, in| forth in search of a war and to win a castle; sees Serafina; | 
| The Veneerings (Cuatro aNp Winpvus). To begin with, | does a service to an outlaw ; finds, rather too easily, his war, 
| Dickens and his self-constituted heir have very little in| his prisoner and his prisoner's ransom—a mere “ castle in | 
|common, and anything more remote from the soaring| Spain,” and is rewarded by the outlaw with a real castle | 

buffoonery of the Boffin legend than the microscopical | built, as it appears, of entirely unseasoned oak, and by | 
| earne stness with which Sir Harry treats his Veneerings | Serafina with her hand, Thisallseems good enough measure ; | 
} and Lammles and Harmons it would be hard to conceive. | but the actions are rather enumerated than described, and | 
Yet you will find much that is uncommonly interesting in his | indeed I have seldom met a hero of romance who through so 
new creation. The Chicksey, Veneering & Stobbles’ count-| many pages did so little. And his wooing is surely the most 
ing-house in the drug-flavoured region of Mincing Lane] perfunctory in all romance, Nor do I think the author's way 
becomes a vegetable drug-company of world-wide repute, | of intruding disquisitions and allocutions in ultra-modern | 
| and young Melvin (now Mervyn) Veneering’s researches | phrasing very happy. They might have come off—but I 
among the fauna of the Pyrenees and Nicaragua are both | don’t think they do, in fact. I found the chronicles a little 
absorbing and convincing. This is more than I can say| disappointing. I suppose I really like a tusher to tush— 
for his suecessive mar iages to Hetty Harmon and her sister which is probably dense and narrow of me. But there it is. 
Elizabeth; and on the whole I think Sir Harry is happier | —_—_—— | 
with vegetables than with rational beings. He is a trifle | There are novelists who are for evi r seeking out fresh 
apt, as the scientific-minded usually are, to ‘see men as | fields into which to entice us; others who invite our con- 

| 





trees walking,” and this, of course, disqualifies him at the| tinuous attention to the manifold charms of one well-culti- 

| outset from carrying on so eminently humane a tradition | vated plot. It is tothe latter class that DorotTHea Conyers | 
as that of Dickens. ; i belongs. When I find myself in the presence of her latest | 

novel I know precisely the kind of entertainment that is in 

Lord Dunsany has evidently attempted, in The Chronu les | store for me, and it is quite unnecessary for the publishers 

| of Rodrigue: (PuTNAM), to bring some touch of poetic beauty | to embellish the cover with a picture of a pretty Irish girl | 
to the ordinary romance of adventure. He has succeeded, | perch d dexterously on a robust horse. The fare is not | 
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the less to my liking because I know what the dish is to 
be, and the most graceful compliment I can pay Mrs. 
| Conyers is to say that, though the horse and all that goes 
| with it bore me to extinction, I can always enjoy her latest 
| romance. I enjoyed The Toll of the Black Lake (Hutcnts- 
son), and, if I followed but superficially the vicissitudes of 
| the chase, or, at any rate, of all the chases after the first 
seven, there were still a perfectly delightful heroine and one 
| or two quite real old ladies to hold one’s attention. The 
| author’s Ireland, with its kindly, democratic, easy-goin 
| “Quality,” and its amiable, child-like, sport-loving an 
commendably respectful peasantry, doesn’t bear any more 
| resemblance to the Ireland of to-day than it does to Moscow, 
| though, like Lord Mayo and other good Irish propagandists, 
she pretends that it does. However, as her book makes no 
profession to be anything but ALERT ALIS TN 
fiction, we don't mind. It is 
| a story about pleasant people 
who appear to have a jolly 
good time; there is a useful 
| if somewhat transparent plot, 
' and everything ends happily. 
For the moment fiction 1s the 
only thing in Ireland that does 
so, and we must be proportion- 
| ately grateful. 


d 








Admirers of Mr. Krpenina will | 
| remember how in William the | 4 
| Conqueror the magician sud- | 
denly transfers us from the 
Punjab to “ the flat red India 
of palm-tree, palmyra-palm and | 2 
rice, the India of the picture- | 
books, of Little Henry and His | 
Bearer—all dead and dry in| 
'the baking heat.” This is! 
a part of India that has| 
| been somewhat neglected since | 
|the days of our youth, and | 
“Crvinian”’ is to be thanked | 
for handling it for us in the| 
book to which he gives the | 
rather clumsy title of The} | 
Civilian’s South India (Lane), 
It is well that Madras should | 
‘have her champien, and aj ‘ 
champion with a keen sense of 
| humour, who is not afraid of | 
laughing at himself, even while | 
| he hints that Mr. Kipnina’s ge nin TR Mi 





‘A correspondent in Sussex i 
oT nm 
I WANT TO SEND OFF A WIR} 


Stranger. SORRY TO 


) ‘ sf ie 
Postmast 


Ss 


ranger. “No; I’ve sus 











rROUBLE YOU AFTER Hi 


. “SOMEBODY ILL?” 


There is somathing rather likeuble about hooks 
deal with.quite every-day people and happenings 


Which 
Mrs 


Wintrrep I, Peck’s new novel, The Closing Gates (Hopper | 


| AND SrouGHron), isa good example of this type. 


|“* making do” 


no experience, and the young man who without any training 


Its thems | 
| +} vesenth . - | 
|—the young woman overwhelmed with the difficulties of 

on a small income with inefficient h ‘Ip and | 


| for an occupation has to earn a living for wife and child——js | 


all conscience. Its effect is, perhi 
in parts just a little monotonous for the ordinary read 
but all the Gileses and Celias of real life ought to find 
| very cheering to see their portraits here, particularly 
| Mrs. Peex’s sorely-tried hero and heroine sail into very 
| smooth water in the last chapter. ; 


j 
| 


‘familiar enough in 


Of course most of the 
young couples who found life so difficult in the vea 
a. ae ae after the 
younger members of 
\ families, however hard up, but 
Giles and Celia Hert) rd en 
jdured more than enough in 
i their hapless baby’ 


5 just 





Armistice were not 


county 


s Sulferings 


circus that started him on his 
| career as a collector of 
gen and if you will 
| 


savage 
uce pt 
mm Lo 


my recommendat read 


| Trapping Wild Animals wu 
| Malay Jungles (FisHer Uxwin 
' 
i 


| . 4 } 
}you will see what a wonder 


+ ——S== | fully adventurous career it was 
=~ | His job was to catch and not 
SSS | to kill—* in my business,” he 
SSS | says, “adead animal is no ani- 
SSS | mal at all’’—and the chapte 
SS SS}: . 1 ‘ 
FAAS | In which he describes the cap 
iture of two enormo 


is orang 


niorins us . loutangs is as thrilling a tale 


Daily Press.) 
URS, BUI 
oe This is one of many adven- 
tures that came his way while 


HEARD A NIGHTINGALI - : ; 
: collecting animals for various 





omniscience hardly extends to the Benighted Presidency 
and famine relief therein. “Crvinian” is clearly not the 
ordinary collector, lineal descendant of our old friend, Jos 
Sedley. You shall find him openly advocating the capture 
of butterflies as a healthful exercise, and his chapter on 
| Shikar Country is likely to prove Dead Sea fruit to the 
| anxious sportsman. Apart from a few rather irritating man- 
| nerisms—he is too fond of fables with capital letters, and 
_ he writes of himself throughout in the third person—I en- 
| joyed his book from cover to cover. There is plenty of 
amusement in it, besides valuable information. Read the 
| chapters called “The Roof of the World” (about the Nil- 
giris), or “ Indigenous,” or “The Agency,” and you will 
know more about Southern India than many who have 
| lived there a decade or so. For, as the author very justly 
| points out, the worst and most exasperating type is the man 
| who has dwelt in the country for years with eyes and ears 
| hermetically sealed. ‘ ’ : 


Zoological Gardens. I regret the absence of photographs 
| from his pages, but he was always too busy and often too 


| precariously situated to be bothered with a camera. In 


i to equalise matters with th 
javerage case. It is a humar 

A little story, very pleasantls 
i told, and, though it certainly 
{could never set the Thames on 
| fire, it might 7. ve to produce 
| quite a good domestic supply 
‘of hot a sal 
| Mr. Cuarues Maver tells us | 
| that it was the lure of the 


as I could ever desire to read. | 


| 


| 


|cidentally I learned a lot from him about the natives ol | 


| Malay, who never want to do anything to-day that can 
) ; : . 
he postponed until to-morrow. An entrancing book. 


| 
! 








| “Si R 


One of its horns seems to be missing. 


Horxe’s DitemMa,.”—Da l 








“ Other special features include , . . Potage Stamp-."—/) Paper 
Something in the nature of soup-tickets, we presunie. 

“ The arrangements for the performance by the - Ch Sociel 
of Mendelssohn's ‘ Messiah’ next Wednesday evening are now com 


plete.”—Local Paper. 
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Hanprr’s setting, however, remains good enoug!: tor us. 
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Tue CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER 
seems to have overlooked the idea of 
putting a Luxury Tax on accidents held 
under the auspices of the various news- 
paper schemes. 


* 


According to a famous naturalist six 
| glow-worms throw out sufficient light 


| to equal one candle’s power. We un- 
| derstand that the Brighter London 
| 


Society has ordered three-and-a-half- 
| dozen. 


In Germany, we read, football matches 
| for the summer are being arranged in 
| unprecedented numbers. Evidently 
| the Germans do not share the prejudice 
against biting a referee when there is 





| . . 
blazing are off the Barnegat Peninsula.” 


We regret to say that a sea serpent 
passing at the time mistook the nature 
of the object and snapped at it, break- 
ing off three of its teeth. 


In a message to Daily Mail machine- 
minders Lord NorrucLirre expressed 
regret that he couldn’t be in two places 
at the same time. Still we remember 
the time when the famous newspaper 
proprietor would have had a good try. 


It seems a pity that the flame of 
optimism carefully fanned by The 
Daily Express should be endangered 
by the reported increase in burial fees 
at Maidstone. 


According to Mr. CHAmBerwaty long 





Dempsey’s alleged objection to fighting 
a negro. 

The music of Decameron Nights is 
criticised as being inappropriate. We 


understand, however, that it was not | 


possible to secure the Decameron bag- 
pipers. 


Sir J. M. Le Sacre admits that it was 
he who gave Lord Norracuirre his 
start in daily journalism. 
was very sporting of him to assume this 
responsibility. 


With reference to the proposed ser- 
vice of passenger motor-boats on the 
Thames an evening paper suggests that 
if the City man can have his breakfast 
on board he will not mind the fact that 





no “xr” in the month. 


Mr. Hrerontyte Mar 
| giwet, an American, has 
just set off on a walk 
round the world. Pro- 
hibition may explain the 
first half of his journey : 
but why should he want 
to come back ? 
+ 

A Daily Mail corre- 
spondent sought the 
views of Jack DempsrEy 
at Longchamps on the 
topic of short or long 
skirts for women. We 
understand that, when 
asked for his opinion of 
the Ersstein Theory, 
he dismissed it witha 
wave of the hand. 


' 





“A magnificent speci- | 
men of the wild cat has | 


“T say, HAROLD, THOSE GHASTLY PEOPLE, THE 
ASKED US TO ONE OF THEIR FILTHY DINNERS ON TUESDAY. 
EXCUSE TO MAKE WHILE I 





Dupp-Rostnsons. 


KEEP MY HAND OVER THE TELEPHONE.” 


~—] the fare is higher than 
on the Underground. 
Only those can judge 
i|who have tasted the 
| Underground fare. 


A contemporary has 
published correspond- 
|ence on the subject of 
| children singing to keep 
jthemselves awake at 
| their work. This prac- 
i tice is still fairly com 
;mon among proies- 
| sional vocalists, 

+ 


An Irish peer, charged 
with dangerous driving 
lat Brighton, was stated 
| to have driven a motor 
jcar for thirty years 

| without complaint. 

B HAVE | Thirty years ago no 
PELL ME WHAT | body thought ol com- 





been captured at Ardgay, in the High- 
lands,” says The Morning Post. It is 
said that when the animal was brought 
face to face with the bagpipes it offered 
to go quietly. 


\merica has decided to restore the 
stymie. So Mrs. Asquirn’s visit has 
not been in yain. 


Pe \ display of meteors occurred last 
Friday in the north-eastern sky, as pre- 
dicted in The Daily Mail,’ says our 
contemporary. But surely it would 
have been more worth mentioning if the 
event had been cancelled after such an 
abnouncementf. "7 
| The eruiser l ndaunied is for sale. 

we , 

There is some talk of her being pur- 
chased as a mascot for the Die-hards. 
a 
A New York message reports that a 
“ ® . . 
meteorite as big as a house fell in a 
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speeches are often more effective than 
short ones. We can only say that a 
friend of ours has tried both styles of 
address on his Income Tax collector, 
but no good came of it. 


A propos of the Bolshevist Govern- 
ment’s demand for a war indemnity of 
€5,000,000,000 we now hear there is 
just a possibility that the Allies may 
hold a Red-Flag Day in order to raise 
this amount. 


British suecesses in the Chess Tour- 
nament at Weston-super-Mare are re- 
ported to have been the cause of a tone 
of quiet satisfaction in the Town Hall. 
We are glad there was no maflicking. 


Dr. Ocravio Fetix Peprosa, a Bra- 
zilian scientist now in New York, claims 
to have discovered a method of chang- 
ing black skin to white. It is hoped 
that this may solve the difficulty of 








}plaining of an lrish- 
man dashing about in a machine that 
wasn’t invented. 4 , 

General PersutnG has declared before 
the Senate Military Committee that, if 
the United States had been prepared, 
they could have averted the late War. 
It is, of course, too late now to avert 
the present Peace. 


A Merioneth man has sent to Tu 
Daily Mail an egg shaped like a sausage 
with a long tail, laid by one of his hens. 
Short of tackling his M.P. about it, we 
feel confident that he has taken the 
wisest course. * 

There have been renewed complaints 
lately of motor-cars going straight on 
after knocking people down. The ery- 
ing need among motorists would seem 
to be a powerful, yet handy, car which 
after charging a pedestrian will turn 
smartly and charge him again, 


We think it | 
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| a fellow like Gilbey 


| a hot day. 


HARRIS. 

Tue first time I didn’t meet Harris 
was in the country. It was a hot day, 
a very hot day, the sort of day on which 
would say, ‘Come 
on, old man; just the day for a stroll ; 
must have a breath of fresh air.” But 
you 've heard people like that. 

We had walked about twenty-five 
miles, while the day grew hotter and 
hotter. The very air was gritty. Sud- 
denly the “Green Man” hove in sight 
on the port bow. Round about it, but 
of less immediate importance, was the 
village of X. (A glance at any good 
map, of anywhere, will enable you to 
penetrate its disguise. If you can find 
a village beginning with X, that’s it.) 

Now Gilbey is a Spartan. He will 
tell you so himself. The stern things 
of life appeal to Gilbey, and the sternest 
of the whole mad merry throng is his 
determination never to gratify or to 
allow other people to gratify a per- 
fectly natural desire on a hot afternoon. 
It was an occasion for low cunning. 

“Good heavens, Gilbey, you don’t 
mean to tell me that this is X?” IJ 
said. 

“ [ didn't mean to tell you anything,” 
he answered, “ but it is.” 

‘Why, my dear man, 
Harris lives.” 

“ What Harris?” said Gilbey. 

“Just Harris. Dear old Harris!” 

] glanced at my watch. 

“Thursday afternoon. 
is one of your lucky days. 
meet dear old Harris. Every Thursday 
afternoon it is his invariable custom 
to receive his friends in the taproom of 
the ‘Green Man.’”” And I led a pro- 
testing Gilbey into the cool interior. 

Harris wasn’t there. 

Extraordinary! 1 drew out 
watch and tapped it anxiously. 

“We'll give him a minute or two,” 
I said. 

The landlord came in and said it was 
Gilbey agreed in his most 


this is where 


Gilbey, this 
You shall 


my 


| Spartan voice andcoughed. I swallowed. 


Things were getting strained. Gilbey 
was staring fiercely at an advertisement 
for chicken-grit, refusing, like the gal- 
lant little Spartan he is, to let his mind 
dwell on anything but chicken-grit. He 
looked like a man who is thinking about 
chicken-grit. 

The landlord swallowed suggestively. 
I swallowed again twice for sympathy. 
I caught his eye. 

Within five seconds two tankards of 
foaming ale stood on the table before 
us. Gilbey’s mouth was set in one of 


| those firm straight lines that you hear 


so much about as he tried to keep his 
mind on the chicken-grit. 
Five seconds later 


tankard of 


one 
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foaming ale and one tankard stood on 
the table before us. 

Gilbey’s face was haggard. His grip 
on the chicken-grit was slipping. An- 
other five seconds and he put down his 
tankard with a sigh. 

Still Harris didn’t come. 

“Your friend doesn't seem to 
here,” said Gilbey intelligently. 

‘Suppose we give him another couple 
of tank—er—minutes ?” I suggested. 

But he never turned up. 


be 


That was how Harris first came into 
my life, and since then he has proved 
himself one of the best of fellows and 
one of the most reliable and modest of 
friends. He never pushes himself into 
any company where he is not wanted, 
and he never fails to be missing wher 
his presence would be ar 
advantage. Indeed it is chiefly by his 
absences that we know him. If a week- 
end party bores me, it is always Harris 
who obligingly lies at death’s door in 
a remote part of England; if the Cham- 
pions are playing at Lord’s, Harris is 
equally ready, with my support as best 
man, to take unto himself a wife at a 
suburban church. Bet 
Harris has 
than once. 


elsewhere 


ween ourselves, 
committed bigamy more 
But perhaps, on the whole, 


he has ee ed as many wives as he has | 


married, if not 
be about » Sac 


more, 


ther his conveni- 
ence nor his reputation when he can 
do me a service. J have married him 
at Maidenhead, buried him at Bourne 
mouth and bailed him out at Brighton. 
I have seen him off to Brazil and wel- 
comed him back from Japan. I have 
paid his passage to the Colonies more 
than once when I was 
myself. And last, but 


Harris considers ne 


short of money 
not least, when- 


|ever I feel that I could spare a minute 


from the oflice, 


Harris is always round 
the corner, 


ready and anxious to con- 
sult me about his canine pets 

And how | hope you realise the sort 
of fellow Harris is and the sort of 
fellow Iam. Our friendship is a thing 
almost too deep for words. For, if 
Harris will do anything for me, am | 
not equally ready to leave everything, 
no matter how inconvenient it may be 
for others, and rush off to help him? 
If I rely upon Harris, does not Harris 
equally rely upon me? Friendship can 
go no further. 

Harris did his bit in the Great War 
by the side of Eustace and me. He 
shared our dangers and we shared his 
rations. It was a fair division. And 
now and then he would sign at the 
Q.M.’s office, by proxy, for two pair of 
socks and divide them between us. 

But life held compensations even for 
Harris. Many a time I've carried his 


Things should | 


| 
} 
| 
| 
J 
| 


the same dear old fellow. I shall see | 


him next week. I'm to be godfather 
to his last youngster—I’ve forgotten 
its number—up in Edinburgh. It's a 


long way to go, but then I'd do any 
thing for Harris. : 
By Jove, I'd almost forgotten. What 
the time? A quarter-past ten. I've 
just time to slip out and post tha 
etter to Harris before clos 


he fc re the 
“pre gah © 
OX 1s cleared. 








“WHAT THEY FOUCHT EACH OTHER FOR. ’ 


Deploring the lack of male dar and 
declaring that dancing should be ma m 
pulsory, a correspondent in a daily paper con 
l th the remark, “ After all, t Wat 
not seem to have taug ht our 
what physique stands for, 


Lo! here’s enlightenment at last; 
Though many a year shall ce 
and go 
To dim my memories of the past 
I never now can know 
Such doubts as vexed in days of yore 
Old Kaspar at his cottage door. . 





es W 





s0CS men 


ne 





Demanding what the Great War 
meant | 
(I trust her choice of — oe will 
Not follow pre rceden t) 
| shall with logie clear and keen 
| Enlighten little Wilheln 


| No grandchild can defeat my skill 
| 


“To gain the fine physique required 
Of modern ball-room devotees 
We girt our puttees on nor tired 
Of torment overseas; 
Our army boots were donned to grow 
A really light fantastic toe 


“ We knew no thoughts of turning b 
Through bitter days and nights of 
strain; 
Weary, we humped the heavy pa 
Content to think its pain 
A mere preliminary step 
| To filling fox-trots full of pep. 





|‘*We felt that we should soon be paid 
An ample compensation, as 
We faced the one-step unafraid, 
Nor shrank before the jazz ; 
Trap-drumming cannot hope to quell 
The soul inured to shot and shell.” 


Instructed by my quoted text 
On things that hitherto were hid, 
‘Tis thus I'll answer that perplexed 
And catechising kid, 
And she ‘ll (presumably) agree 
It was a famous victory. 








The Exorcist. 


“Lay Evangelist (trained) is open to take 
charge of Mission, Sunday evenings (any 





demon.).”—Manchester Paper. 


[May 1929, 
rum ration to him round the corneas | 
without spilling a drop. 

And now he’s back in civil life again. | 
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DIOGENES-NARCISSUS. 


LORD ROBERT CECIL DISCOVERS AN HONEST PARTY. 
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Young Wife. “U'’m Nor sung. COOK LEFT IN THE MIDDLE OF MAKING IT WITHOUT SAYING WHAT IT Was, AND I WENT ON WITH 1! 


hi 
14 at 
igh 
Husband, “WHat is THIS DISH, OLD 
“ TINKER, TAILOR .. .” 
j 


| ( 1 ¢ hild's Gruide to the Professi nS 
Tue Lorp CHuanceLior. 
[ry you have seen upon the street 
A man who absolutely beat 
The ordinary band, 
\ human orchestra complete, 
Who played the eymbals with his 
leet 
Instead of with his hand, 
And in some way contrived to blow 
\ trumpet or a piccolo, 
Not with his mouth but with his toe 
And never ceased to strike 
A multitude of drums and things 
By simply pulling little strings 
You knew it not, but that is what 
The Chancellor is like 


Poor gentleman, he has to mix 
With barristers and Lord: 
He is in charge of lunaties, 
And coroners and wards 
And, what with listening to Earls 
{nd looking after orphan girls 
And imbeciles of every sort, 
| And Judges of the County Court, 
And all that kind of thing, 


He gets extremely little sleep ; 

\nd then, of course, he has to keep 
The Conscience of the King; 

And sometimes at the close of day 


| He gives a Vicarage away 
| The reason why is dark to me ; 
j But anyhow he has to be 


| 
i 


A most religious man, 
\nd often in The Sunday Chim 
Kixplains the need for overtime 
To every artisan 


\nd round his neck the Great Big Seal | 


Is permanently tied ; 
Ile wears 17 for the commonweal 
By night, by day, at every meal ; 
It is a source of pride. 
Full many a man has sought to steal 
That ornament. They died. 
But all the same 17 weighs a deal, 
\nd by a rotten chance 
Ivy's not allowed to leave the land, 
(And so, of course. you ‘I understand 


He cannot go to France; 


And oft 1 pon the mel shore 

Men see the sad-e yed Chancellor 
\t Folkestone or at Dover ; 

\stride of some convenient groin, 


He looks with longing at Boulogne 
\s cattle do at clover, 


Till, feeling that he must relax, 
| He takes a stick of sealing-way 
\n envelope and lots of string 
| And writes a letter to the King 
To ask if it is very wrong 
lo look with longing at Boulogne 
And seals it up all over. 


} 
But I should take rr off, I ow) 
{nd travel quickly to Boulogne. 


Or I should simply keep rr on 
(nd travel quickly to Boulog: 


4. P. 
* Clothes again, which are re 
Ministry of Labour as necessat 
| very much in price.” —Provine: l 
| 
| While holding no brief for the Depart 


| ment in question, we confess tos 
its prejudice in this respect. 


Miss Gruorta Swanson, the famou 
film star, reached England last Monday 


| week. She encountered rough weather 
lon the Atlantic; but we are pleased 
}to say that there is no trut the 
} rumour that, on her arrival, she « ibled 
lto America the following modification 
t 


of an ancient jest: “Sick transi 
'Gloria. Monday.” 


be 
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GREECE’S NEW GLORY. 


A curt paragraph of five lines in the | 
laily Press announces that the Freedom 
of the City of Athens has been bestowed | 
mn Mr. ’, P. O'Connor, M.P. Punch} 
feels it to be his duty as well as a pri- | 
vilege to supplement this bald and un- | 
gracious statement by some account of | 
the signal honour co nferred on an illus- 
trious publicist who occupies a place 
in the affection of the Greeks Sell vee i 

ill, lower than that of Lord Byron. 

Mr, O’Connor’s journey to Athens 
was unmarked by any special incident. | 
He travelled by sea, and during the | 


| yoyage mastered the contents of a com- 
plete set of the Loeb Classical Library. | 
On his landing at the Pireeus the enthu- | 
siasm of the populace knew no bounds, | 
ind on reaching Athens he was borne | 
shoulder-high to his hotel by a phalanx | 
of veterans of the War of Independ- | 
ence. After lunching with the Kuna, | 
| 


Mr. O’Connor entered a royal car, 
wreathed in yiolets, and proceeded to 
the Acropolis, where the ceremony was | 
held in the Parthenon. In deference | 
to the wishes of the authorities he was | 
arrayed in classic garb for the most | 
part faithfully copied from the Kigin | 
marbles, but including an accordion- 
pleated fustanella and sandals made 
| from the hide of a duck-billed platypus, 
kindly supplied by Lord Thanet. 
When the tumult of full-throated 
cheers died down the Prime Minister 
welcomed the hero of the hour in a 
noble panegyric. THEOoroMPOs PERICLES 
O’Connorn—for so he would in future 
be known—was, he pointed out, linked 
| to Greece by the double tie of descent 
; and service. He was the greatest liy- 
ing Milesian and undoubtedly derived 
from the stock of Cretan — 
who founded the famous Carian city 
at the mouth of the Meander. At an 
| early date the Milesians emigrated to 
Spain and then set forth to conquer 
Ireland, the old historians agreeing 
that a succession of Milesian mon- 
archs ruled the island until the reign 
of Roperick O'Connor, the last native 
king and progenitor of their guest, who 
| was born at Athlone, which by Grim's 
Law could be shown to be the equiva- 
lent of Athens. 
| Tracing his career the Prime Minister 
dwelt on his heroic struggles as an 
| exile in London, his wonderful magna- 
iimity to the English, his amazing 
| Industry as a writer for the ephemeral 
| and hebdomadal Press, his exploits in 
the high art of eulogy and his un- 
equall ed services as a lubricator of 
the wheels of political and social life 
Unlike Evrirvmes, as depicted by 
Anistopnangs, he never lost his little 
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oil-ean. He alw ays abounded in unc- 
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Old Lady (referring to Catalogue). “Att, ‘ADAM AND Eve.’ AND VERY LIKE THEM TOO!” 
tion; he was ever the lover of Greece. | delicately marching through the most 


In the polyphloisboisterosity of his 
he equalled Homer and 
Demostuenes. As publicist, polymath 
and patriot he stood alone as the 
nightingales of Colonus sang, and to- 
day, as he walked down Whitehall, 
reverent passers-by in awe and vener- 


eloquence 


ation murmured the mystie words, 
Ig Ila. : 
Mr. O'Connor, though labouring 


under considerable emotion, acknow- 
ledged the encomium in a brief reply 
happi ily attuned to the occ: sion and 
his unfamiliar but impre ssive costume. 
He said that since se tting foot on the 
shores of Greece he had been “ever! 


pellucid air.” His senatorial duties 
recalled him to London, but the name 
of Athens was inscribed upon his heart. 
His foot was upon the mountains and 
his face was towards the rising sun. 
He then signed his name on the Golden 
Roll with a Heliconian fountain-pen 
presented him by the journalists of 
Athens, and the proceedings terminated 
amid renewed salvoes of applause from 
the er pela 

* She lifted her dry 
with wistful and bi 





, hard eyes, 
tter te vrs.” 
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Husband. “ Wuat Is 
Young Wife 


THIS DISH, 
“T’M NOT SURE. 


“TINKER, TAILOR...” 
( | ( hild's Gude to the Professi nis 
Tur Lorp CHANCELLOR. 


[ry you have seen upon the street 


A man who absolutely beat 


The ordinary band, 
\ human orchestra complete, 
Who played the eymbals with his 
feet 
Instead of with his hand, 
And in some way contrived to blow 
A trumpet or a piccolo, 
Not with his mouth but with 
And never ceased to strike 
A multitude of drums and things 
By simply pulling little strings 
You knew it not, but that is what 
The Chance llo 


s like. 


Poor gentleman, he has to mix 
With barristers and Lords, 

He is in charge of lunatics, 
And coroners and wards : 

And, what with listening to Earls, 

And looking afte: orphan girls 

And imbeciles of every sort, 

And Judges of the County Court, 
And all that kind of thing, 
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MAKING IT WIPHOUT 

He gets extremely little sleep ; 

And then, of course, he has to keep 
The Conscience of the King; 

\nd sometimes at the close of day 

He gives a Vicarage away 

The reason why is dark to me; 


| But anyhow he has to be 


Ir’s not alloy 


' 
i 
| 


i 


A mosi religious man, 
\nd often in The Sunday Chin 
Kixplains the need for overtime 
To every artisan 


\nd round his neck the Great Big Se 


Is permanently tied ; 
fe wears 17 for the commonweal 
sy night, by day, at every meal ; 
It is a source of pride. 
Full many a man has sought to stea 
That ornament. They died. 
But all the same 17 weighs a deal, 
And by a rotten chance 
ved to leave the land, 
And so, of course, you ‘ll understand 
He cannot go to France; 
And oft 1 pon the lonely shore 
Men see the sad-eyed Chancellor 
\t Folkestone or at Dover; 
\stride of some convenient groin, 
He looks with longing at Boulogne 
\s cattle do at clover, 
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| Till, feeling that he mus¢ relax, 
| He takes a stick of sealing-wax 
\n envelope and lots of string, 
And writes a letter to the King 
To ask if it is very wrong 
To look with longing at Boulog 
And seals it up all over. 


! " 
| But I should take rr off, I ow 
And travel quickly to Boulogne. 


| Or I should simply keep it « 
| And travel quickly to Boulogn: 
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While holding no brief for the Depa 


| ment In question, we conless tos ng 
its prejudice in this respect. 

| Miss Grorta Swanson, the ous 
film star, reached England last Monday 
week. She encountered rough ather 

lon the Atlantic; but we are pleased 

| to Say that there is no trut the 


{rumour that, on her arrival, sh 
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GREECE’S NEW GLORY. | 
A curt paragraph of five lines in the | 
daily Press announces that the Freedom 


of the City of Athens has been bestowed | 


| was unmarked by any special incident. 
} - , v J i ‘ 
| He travelled by sea, and during the 


| On his landing at the Pirawus the enthu- 








| Law could be shown to be the equiva- 


| shoulder-high to his hotel by a phalanx 


m Mr. T. P. O'Connor, M.P. Punch | 
feels it to be his duty as well as a pri- | 
vilege to supplement this bald and un- 
gracious statement by some account of 
the signal honour conferred on an illus- 
trious publicist who occupies a place 
in the affection of the Greeks hardly, if 
at all, lower than that of Lord Byron. 

Mr. O’Coxnor’s journey to Athens 


yoyage mastered the contents of a com- 
plete set of the Loeb Classical Library. 





siasm of the populace knew no bounds, 
ind on reaching Athens he was borne | 
of veterans of the War of Independ- 
ence. After lunching with the Kina, 
Mr. O'Connor entered a royal ear, 
wreathed in yiolets, and proceeded to 
the Acropolis, where the ceremony was 
held in the Parthenon. In deference 
to the wishes of the authorities he was 
arrayed in classic garb for the most 
part faithfully copied from the Elgin 
marbles, but including an accordion- 
pleated fustanella and sandals made 
from the hide of a duck-billed platypus, 
kindly supplied by Lord Thanet. 

When the tumult of full-throated 
cheers died down the Prime Minister 
welcomed the hero of the hour in a 
noble panegyric. THEOPOMPOS PERICLES 
O’Connor—for so he would in future 
be known—was, he pointed out, linked 
to Greece by the double tie of descent 
and service. He was the greatest liv- 
ing Milesian and undoubtedly derived 
from the stock of Cretan colonists 
who founded the famous Carian city 
at the mouth of the Meander. At an 
early date the Milesians emigrated to 
Spain and then set forth to conquer 
Ireland, the old historians agreeing 
that a succession of Milesian mon- 
archs ruled the island until the reign 
of Roperick O'Connor, the last native 
king and progenitor of their guest, who 
was born at Athlone, which by Grimm's 


lent of Athens. 

Tracing his career the Prime Minister 
dwelt on his heroic struggles as an 
exile in London, his wonderful magna- 
nimity to the English, his amazing 
industry as a writer for the ephemeral 
and hebdomadal Press, his exploits in 
the high art of eulogy and his un- 
equalled services as a lubricator of 
the wheels of political and social life. 
Unlike Evrimes, as depicted by 
AnistopHANgs, he never lost his little 
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Old Lady (referring to Catalogue). “ An, ‘ADAM AND Eve.’ 


AND VERY LIKE THEM TOO!” 











oil-can. He always abounded in unc- 





tion; he was ever the lover of Greece. 
In the polyphloisboisterosity of his 
eloquence he equalled Homer and 
DemostTHENES. As publicist, polymath 
and patriot he stood alone as_ the 
nightingales of Colonus sang, and to- 
day, as he walked down Whitehall, 
reverent passers-by in awe and vener- 
ation murmured the mystic words, 
rg Ila. i 
Mr. O'Connor, though labouring 
under considerable emotion, acknow- 
ledged the encomium in a brief reply 
happily attuned to the occasion and 
his unfamiliar but impressive costume. 
He said that since setting foot on the 
shores of Greece he had 





been “ ever 


delicately marching through the most 
pellucid air.’ His senatorial duties 
recalled him to London, but the name 
of Athens was inscribed upon his heart. 
His foot was upon the mountains and 


his face was towards the rising sun. | 


He then signed his name on the Golden 
Roll with a Heliconian fountain-pen 
presented him by the journalists of 














Athens, and the proceedings terminated } 
amid renewed salvoes of applause from | 


the enraptured assembly. 


** She lifted her dry, hard eyes, brimming 
with wistful and bitter tears." —Sunday Paper. 


P i 
Personally we are rather tired of these | 


physiological freaks. 
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WEST HAM AND HELICON. 


Il. 


SpiriTep is what I should call the following piece; and 


I have little doubt that, if the writer had complied with t 
conditions laid down, he would have been adopted as t] 


LO 


official poet of the Borough of West Ham. As to hi 


identity, 
express an 


G. K. C, 


literary critics whom I have consulted hesit 
opinion. Personally I think his initials 


It is called 


THe Sona 
When nobody drank water 
And everyone drank wine, 
The King of England’s daughter 
Hung washing on a line, 
And the King he took all rich men 
And slew them for a sign. 
seyond the road of Mile End 
He hanged them in a row, 
Where all things mean and vile end 
Beyond the Bridge of Bow; 
But now there’s nothing cheap about 
And millionaires still creep about 
And lamp-posts never leap about 





AGAINST GOLD. 


Save only down at West Ham, where rich men 
may not go. 
When Michael rode in thunder 
On Satan and his peers 
The heavens were rent asunder 
And dropped three golden sphere 
And they fell on the cities of England 
And filled the world with tears. 
They fell all hot and smoking, 
And Abraham the prince 
Employed them for pawnbroking, 
And has done ever since; 
His hoary beard he wags away, 
He takes our Sunday bags away, 
All hope in life he drags away, 
Save only down at West Ham, and there men 


make him wince. 


lor there men’s hearts are thorough, 
The things they place in pawn 
By charter-right of borough 
They pinch again at dawn, 
\nd they leave in place of their pledges 
Ham sandwiches and brawn; 
And they seize the peddling g orocel 
When they find him in W est Ham, 
And they shave his whiskers closer 
And daub the roots with jam ; 
And they mock the men of Middlesey 
With their “ stuff and taradiddles”’ ex- 
planation of the riddle, sex, 
And they fight their way to heaven with a be 
mug and a pram. 


For deep in curtained cloisters 
And long luxurious bars 

The proud men eat their oysters 
And smoke their huge cigars ; 

But the little lone fried-fish shops 
Look upward to the stars ; 

For the men in the little places 
Are wiser than Dean Inar, 

They fasten up their braces 
With godliness and string, 


SS 


itate t« 
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“And jump about and bound about 
On May Days ina a roundabout, 
And booze whatever’s found about 
in the merry burg of West Ham where all th: 


costers sing. 


lor the Mayor has vowed 
The pale-faced protiteer 
And turned off all the water 
T'to make men’s hearts sincere, 
or no man may be a Christian 
Save e only but by | beer, 
By hating all things neutei 
\n d b \ ] olding ¢ 
\nd drink 
Till the sun has conquered night, 
Till the morn has brought the clock 
And all the pavements rock about 
And we know that life’s a knock-a 
And bed’s a thing to mock about, 
As they mock it down at West Ham wi! t 
rich are slain at sight. yor 


Lo slaughtei 


o the right 


ing ale from pewter 








SCOTTISH HOME RULE. 

‘Hag wes got Home Rule for Scotland yet ? ’ Pet sked 

; he took a seat in a corner of the little’ private root 
‘No’ that Ah’ve heard o’,” replied MacNidde 

ye expectin’ onyt hing o’ the kind, Peter, when ve got back 

is Voyage | 

“ Weel ‘a Wisna, tae tell ye the truth; but t 

bunch o' auld papers frae yin o’ the beef boats jist afor 

we sailed frae the Plate, an’ Ah saw that the Ma 


' Ss ) 

| Milngavie had been sayin’ something aboot it. 
‘Ah’Il believe ye, though Ah ken naething aboot it wasel’ 
Dae ye think it wid be a guid thing for us? It disna seein 


f 
} 
i 


in Ireland.” 


Whit his that vot tae dae 


tae hae worked ower wee 


‘Man, Ah’m surprised at ye! 


wi it? Ye canna compare Ireland wi’ us when it comes 

ae a thing like this. Naething like yon could happen 
| here. Suppose the Bill wis passed the morroy hit d’ ye 
| think the first thing wid be?” 


“Mebbe they'd gie us the extra ‘oor, the same as the 
)) ub lic-hooses in England, an’ 


Sunday openin’ forbye 
“Hae a bit o' 


Nidder. 


sense, Mac? 


the Hooses o’ Parliament afore they could dae Vibing. 
Whaur wid they be, Glesea o1 ee 2 An’ that’s 
Whaur the trouble wid start. Edinburgh wid claim that it 
; the Capit: al, on it if luis the finest street in the world and 
that the inhabitants are edjicated ; sp ak wi cultured 
| accent. 
Then the Glesea papers W idl tak’ a haun Lie 2 

Chey wid p'int oot plainly that Edinburgh his nae richt 
tae be the Capital. an’ onybhow Glesea his the money. 


Princes Street, they ‘d say, may he the finest street, th ugh 


they hae their doots aboot it, but it the only street, an 

ye need mair than wan street tae hae a decent procession. 

\n’ onybody 'll tell ye Parliament canna be opened withoot 
procession. 

| ‘While a’ this wis goin’ en, yin o’ thae real $ the 

yins that hae naethin > but ‘The? for a Christia we— 


he MacFiggis o1 mebbe' The MacAuchentorle— vin ¢ 


wid want tae ken if the official language wis tae } 


x English. It wid be gey droll, that, because he'd hae | 

tae write tae the papers in English O01 naebody \ i un’er- | 
| staun’ him 

‘Ye see hoo the country wid be split? Some want the | 


| Hooses o’ I 
| Glesea, an’ 


arliament in Edinburgh, ithers wantin 
wnither erowd wantin’ the Gaelic spoke 


\W ere 


They 'd hae tae get | 
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MANNERS AND MODES. 


Mr. Pu he’s reporter se é e difit ti 
L j 








OF COURSE THE LONG SKIRT IS’ LNFINITELY THOUGH ONE WOULD Nor WisH TO MAKE 
om = all age HARD-AND-FAST RULES ON THE BUBJECT. 
MORE BECOMING—- 





ee ad 








—_ BY SOME PEOPLE, 
IN FACY FOR EVENING WEAR THERE IS NO D f THAT 
THE SHORT SKIRT SHOULD BR ALWays WORN 











{ 
; 
| 





aE RN CE NE PLING ET TIT 


——--———— 


<n nemeaaanaaatatiatiaiaaiiaatt 


eer 











| aye ready tae think the 


| them. 
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there 
bu it only in the new spapers, mark ye. 


Folk 


that . necessary ior. a tervible var; an’ 


ye hae a’ 
wid be a terrible war; 
There wid be nae bluidshed or riotin’ in the streets. 
like me an’ you wid go aboot oor business as usual, an’ the 
only yins that wid get ony excitement oot o’ it wid be the 


Scottish Home Rule Society, 
an’ sichlike fanatics.” 

«“ But wid the Communists an’ Bolshies no’ tak’ advan- 
tage o' the row tae try tae stir up strife?” 

ts Ay, oor 


the St. Andrew's Societies 


Russian comrades wid communicate wi’ us 
askin’ if we needed money or jewels tae buy rifl 
ammunition. We'd tak’ the money an’ charter a’ the idle 
ships tae bring arms intae the country an’ gle the unem- 
ployed sailors an’ dockers a} iob. 
the like ye never heard o’, 
an’ the country fu’ o’ rifles an’ 
he a 5 pen. 


’ 


es an 


the three pairties got their fair whack 
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| English Pasliomens. wideh. 
| the real humorous talent 

‘An’ a’ this time,” 
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1929, 

though it does its best, } 

Naw, it widna dae. 

said MacNidder in alarm, “ ther 

nae Government. Man, the country wid be goin’ tae 

rack an’ ruin. There'd be nae law or order.” 
“There wid be nae Government, richt enuff, but 


| 


it ye re 
wrang aboot law an’ order. We'll aye hae that as lang 
as we hae Hielan’ polismen.” 
‘Ah’m gled tae hear ye say Peter. It’s an awfn’ 


pre Benn jist the same. 
| ‘ Yeneedna worry yer heid, Mace, it'll never happen. The 
Marquis o’ Milngavie can crack his jokes aboot Home Rule 


tae his hairt’s content, an’ a’ thae patriotic societies can 





the Edinburgh lads an’ 
the Hielan’men that are 


There'd be a shippin’ boom | agitate till they ‘re fed up; it ‘ll no’ mak’ ony difference, for 

But when the money wis done} the rest o’ us ken when we ’re weel aff.” 

bombs, naething much wid’| “ Ye think they'll no’ gie us it ?” 

“Gie us it? Ye canna gie a thing if naebody’!l ac ‘ept 
‘The Russian comrades wid hae seen tae it that each o’|it. If they offered it tae us the morrow we'd refuse it wi’ 
the Glesea lads,'a’ the dignity we could muster, <A country, MacNidder, 
= ea lives by its export trade, 
As lang as export 


a’ forthe Gaelic. Scot- 
land wid be fair hotchin’ 
wi' lethal weapons. But 
) the Hielan’men 
wid write tae a cousin 
in the Glesca polis-force 
tellin’ him thatthe base- 
ment o’ the University 


wis fu’ o’ guns. 


yin o’ 


Glesea, 


worst, wid blame Edin- 
burgh for betrayin’ 
The next ye'd 
read wid be that the 
polis bad got a wheen 
o’ rifles in a couple o' 


disused rooms in Edin- 
burgh Castle. Then the 
Hielan’man, bein’ too 


much o’a gentleman tae 
attack unarmed men, 
wid try for a reward for 
diseoverin’ the Gaelic 
lads’ store. An’ that 





Boy at carriage window (to father, 
Dappy, I'LL rnTRopUCE you To B 
MIGHT BE RATHER USEFUL FOR YO 





rO KNOW. 


p liticians an’ ither 
Scotsmen tae England 
we staun’ a fair chance 
o’ bein’ a pr 
an’ happy cour try. 


COUEB AT 
IN circ] 2S W 
ous 


BRIDGE 
( re Seri- 
Bridge is played 
there is heartburning 
over the question whe- 
ther the incantation, 
“Tn every robber and 
in every hand I get 
more and more aces and 
| kings, per- 
|missible. A ruling of 
|the Portland Club has 
been sive d. 
It may be point 


4). 
1S strictly 


} , 
ed out 


seeing him off to school). “Ilr you LIKE, | that in a re ndly game 
SINE FA’ R. e's : SORT OF MAN IT : . ; Rep Se 
ee ee He's THE SORT OF | with strangers in a first- 





class 





would be the end o’ the fechtin’. 
“By aboot this time the language question wid hae 


settled itsel’, for the twa or three that really can speak the 
Gaelic wid hae let their shootin’s tae benighted but moneyed 


Sassenachs an’ hae gone to the South o’ France, attracted 
by the rate o’ exchange, nae The location o’ the 
Hooses 0’ Parliament wid be settled as weel—probably in 
a hydro near a golf-links, wi’ allotments handy. Gol 
plantin’ spuds seem tae be the chief recre 
politicians. 
Jist whit wid happen next , MacNidder, Ah’m no’ ow 
If they gie'd M.P.’s four hunner a year 
in the country that wis earnin’ less wid want tae staun’ for 
Parliament, an there wid hardly be onybo: ly left tae elect 
them. Ifthey got ower thi s difficulty they 
anither, <A’ ther m that wis elected wid want tae be Cabinet | 
Meenisters ; there's aye mair money for that job 
“The qu on o’ a Premier wid gie the m a lot o’ trouble. 
The name o’ 
ye 'd want tae rand idna be 
the price o' a week's engagement, withoot ony matinées. 
He micht be persuaded tae tak’ the job if if he wis allowed 
tae sing a couple o’ sangs every nicht, an’ cl 
admission; but this wid be apt to create i 


dox rt. 


fan’ 
vations o’ prominent 


sure. every bor 


_ 


that a’ th ey could offer him v 





irge the public 
l-feelin’ in the 


, } 4 
‘donly be intae | 
" 


‘Harry Lauper micht suggest itsel’, but | 


—— 





1 
sperous | 
i 


rauw ay - beasetoey .~« | 


\this chant, especially if unusual skill in dealing were in- | 


dicated, might conceivably, and indeed justifiably, lead to 








a regrettable breach of the peace. 
From a cricket article: 
“Tet us remember, in fact, to borrow Mr. Warner's favourit 
tation, ‘ Ex Africa semper aliquine novi!’ "—Sunday Paper. 
If correctly reported, ‘‘ PiLum” must have been in the ‘slips, 
i when he made it. 
| 
| 
An I.R.A. notice :— 
a “(1) Musketry practice will be carried out by t n of 
ie golf-links on Wednesday, 19th inst., between the h sof 2 P.M. 
und 5 p.m.; (2) o— yns are requested not to loiter the rat 
luring the above specified hours.”—Jrish Paper. 
| We understand that he local golfers courteously complied 
“Owing toa mishap to a goods train which left Porthca 
| 11 o'clock on Saturday night, the late down-passenger train from 
Swansea failed to run. Hundreds of passengers we pettes 
| » walk home, a distance of fully 20 miles, arriving bet 1 and 
Pb o'clock in the morning.” — Daily Paper. 
5) W e gather that the rule “fair heel and toe” \ n the 
{ 


circumstances dispensed with. 
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Patron of Vegetarian Restaurant. ‘* WHY DON’T YOU HAVE REAL FLOWERS INSTEAD OF THESE ARTIFICIAL ONES? 


Manager. *‘ WELL, Str, WE USED TO, BUT CUSTOMERS WOULD EAT THEM.” 























(Aged FortTunaTIANus gave at times a feeble yelp 
— a Ag ? g DS a fee yelp, 
aa METROMANTA, And at intervals Lurercvs bleated forth the Greek for 
(Dedicat ad, in awe and admiration, lo Mr. H. WV. GARROD, “ Help!” 
author of = Simonidea.’) 


ela Sd 


Fierce eleutherometricians skirmished wildly in the van 
) j P ° a te . p ’ 
PorinG o'er the priceless pages of The Classical Review 


Executing evolutions which my eyes refused to scan, 





Whi re oul professorial Pees esoteric alins pursue, Agile as the young opossum in the movement of their 
Suddenly I had a vision, looming largely through the feet 


mists, 


Of the awful Armageddon of contending prosodists. 


Yet indisputably tending to become asynartete. 


But the anapiestic phalanx, redolent of coming doom, 


Rapt into the Realm of Metre, in a catalectie trance, With Simonidean starkness hurtled through the growing 
| beheld the Pentapodies anacrustically prance, gloom ; 
W hile Wiiamowirz expounded his heretical design — Intermittently discharging from the epinikian heights 
| For the absolute dethronement of the Archebulian line. Salvoes of Pindarie spondees at the fleeing epitrites. 
| Horror-struck, I saw the onslaught of a choriambic crew Ultimately things grew calmer and a gentle dochmiac 
| Of enhoplian pterodactyls on an epheleystie gnu; Bore me safely from the welter on its Sophoclean back, 
I n pterodacty } pg 5 
i ss } > a : ] ' , . | . 
Listened to the gruesome bellowing when Hernagstion| And prosodie peace descended softly over land and sea 
released | As I woke to find Lord Thanet still belabouring L. G. 
| Hordes of logacedie trochees on the melie anapest. a 
i . . y af “The worn gs turned. ... Thus dk it swallow camels and 
i Loud the eries of Vicrorinvus and of Tricuas rose and fell rh Z er ha ves UY : = , 
| Strain at gnats. — ee LI 


‘Soa. = they drove the strong cwsura through the fields of 
asphodel, 

Truculently titubating o'er the prostrate paradigms 

And complacently committing hypereatalectic crimes. 


We don’t believe this. 





From the report of a “ Military Quick-step ” at a band- 
contest : 

Berek and Harrune, Himwer-Crusivus, GoTTFrRIED “ Their discipline emulated the Goldsteam Guards.” 

Hermann, SCHNEIDEWIN, ‘ne ania 

In the thickest of the mélée swelled the desolating din; | Who always march to the tune of * The Bri 
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tish Profiteers. 
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“Don’r YOU REMEMBER ME, SiR? 


“Dip 1? I'm sorry.” 


» 
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ay 
YOU SAVED MY LIFE AT YrrRes.” 








A BASIN OF LETHE. 
(Recommended as an anodyne for Art 
Galleries.) 

Wuew, after many years, I re-visited 
the Tate Gallery the other day, and, 
preserving a strict incognito, was ad- 
mitted free, just like a member of the 
general public, I was once more amazed 
at the continued neglect by sightseers 
of what I have always considered the 
most intriguing feature of this institu- 
tion. 

I allude to the gold-fish basin in the 


| middle of the floor of the central vesti- 


| bule. 


Excepting when an occasional 


| visitor, bemused with a surfeit of Art, 


almost blundered into it and shied away 


| like a startled stag, nobody gave it a 


glance. 


| 
| 





I remember that it was ever thus 
And yet these gold-fish were not placed 
here to be ignored. It is only reason- 
able to infer a purpose in their presence. 
| inferred it, and was grateful, long ago, 
when this place was a picture gallery 
dominated by the nineteenth century ; 
[ appreciate it even more now that the 
eighteenth century, headed by Hocartna, 
has arrived here from Trafalgar Square, 


jand the twentieth, if not the twenty- 


first, led by Jon and Sickert, from 
Chelsea and Camden Town, to form 
what is known as an Art Collection. 
For [am more than ever certain that 
this basin of gold-fish was thoughtfully 
provided as a solace and a sedative for 
those oppressed by artistic doubts or 
distraught by the conflict of schools. 
teader, with your poor brain a-whirl 


with rushing from Tonks to Tr RNER, 
from Watts to Wynpram Lewis, let 
me lead you into the soothing influence 
| of this limpid water and these quiet 
| fishes. 

| 
| 


As you are rather dizzy it will be 
safer to lie prone at full length on the 
tiles, with your elbows on the low para- 





|pet. With so much eccentricity on the 
| walls, a Mélisande-in-the-Wood attitude 
jon the floor is not likely to excite ad- 
jverse comment. It may even tempt 
|others to follow your example. Anda 
ring of haggard faces round this Lethean 
pool would not rouse its denizens from 
their enviable apathy. 

These fishes are so contemptuous of 
man that they have evidently quite f 
|gotten the day when a wicked fellow 
| smuggled a fishing-rod and a camp-stool 
lin here. But the janitors havenot. That 
is why you were required to give up your 
umbrella on entering; not—now that 
women have got the vote—in case you 
might prod the pict ures or the statuary, 
| Unfortunately the indifference of the 
| public has discouraged the authorities 
from selling penny bags of fish-food at 
the picture-postcard stall; but if you | 
can find a few crumbs in your pocket | 
| you shall see the fish answer to their 
names. 

You ean’t ? 





or- 


Well, anyhow, they are 
| all called after eminent critics, past and 
|present. That big greyish one, for in- 
istance, is “ Ruskin,” and t 
little marmalade - coloured 
|**Clutton-Brock.” I have been privi- 
|leged to watch the curator distributing 
the chopped worms on Sunday morn- 
jings, and so I know them all. It’s 
wonderful to see them wriggling and | 
|wagging their tails as he calls them 
leach in turn. . 

But come, now; I’m sure you feel 
lcalmer already. And don’t you agree | 
with me that every Art Gallery ought | 
ito have a gold-fish basin hke 
| There would, of course, be a good deal 
‘of splashing at some of those crowded | 
Private Views. But, at any rate, it 
would cure that detestable habit of 
walking backwards at picture-shows. 
And in some eases, I think, a tank of 
alligators would be even betier. 


is bright 


chap 1s 





this? | 


Our Grim Humourists. 

“Only one tender had been received for the | 

upkeep of the parish churchyard, amounting | 
to £1 18s. 6d. per week. It was rete rred to 
the Recreation Grounds Committee 

vl Pape 








“Shakespeare, Wordsworth and Cowper | 
were each born in April, and the first two, 
like Swinburne, chose April for both birth and 
death.”—Daily Paper. 
Besides being born and not made, poets | 
appear to have the additional distine- | 





tion of being born when they like. 
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A TEMPORARY MESENTENTE. 


Mapame ta Répusireve (to Mr. Lrorp Groner), “ PERFIDE!” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
| Wednesday, April 26th.—Members of 
: the House of Commons showed no great 

alacrity to resume their labours after 
| the Easter Recess. Some of them, of 
course, could not help themselves. The 
| Parwe MInisTER was still at Genoa, un- 
able to tear himself away from the 
stimulating society of (among others) 
M. Tcn1cnerin and the Eprror of The 
| Times. Mr. Cuurcniue had had a dif- 
| ference of opinion with another kind of 
| steed, and was at home nursing his 
} bruises and filling up insurance-claims 
| on the various journals that he honours 
with hispatronage. Sir Ropert Horne 
| was wrestling in seclusion with the 
problems of the Budget and trying to 
decide which among the innumerable 
claimants to his slender surplus he 
could afford to satisfy on May-day and 
| which he must disappoint. 
| Questions were few, and productive 
of little in the way of either informa- 
ition or humour. Members wondered 
once again over the paradox that more 
i than a hundred thousand men in the 
building trade are being maintained in 
‘idleness at the public expense while 
'the demand for houses is 


almost as 
| great as ever; but neither Dr. Macna- 
|mARA nor Sir Anrrep Monp had any 
| fresh suggestion to make for its re- 
moval. The new Member for Bodmin, 
| greatly daring, asked a question about 
| Devonport Dockyard, and of course 
| provoked another from Sir C. Kixtocnu- 
| Cooke, who obviously thought it in- 
tolerable that an alien Foor should 
| trespass on his preserve. 

| On days like this almost anything 
| will secure a laugh. The Arrornry- 
| GENERAL must have been much grati- 
| fied by the success of his reply to Sir W. 
Joynson-Hicks’s inquiry if there were 
any other Recorderships, besides that 
of London, which did not oblige the 
recipient to vacate his seat in the 
House. dir eRNEST POLLOCK replied 
that he himself knew of two. “One 
is the Reeordership of Kingston-on- 


| Thames, which I happen to hold my- | 


| self.” And the House greeted this as 
| if it were a joke of the first water. 

Mr. Amery’s lucid exposition of the 
Empire Settlement Bill deserved a far 
larger audience than listened to it. He 
is an enthusiast for the work (of which 

he has been in charge ever since the 
| Armistice) of transferring some of our 
| Surplus population to the empty spaces 
| overseas. Already some fifty thousand 
ex-service men have been settled in the 
Dominions; and the great majority of 
them have “made good.” Mr. AMERY 
read a selection of their grateful letters. 
One man wrote requesting that the 
girl he left behind him might also be 
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Amery, she will have to wait until the 
House passes this Bill, 

After that, and the statement that 
no new and expensive machinery would 
be required for its administration, its 
acceptance was assured. Mr. Cuyngs, 
it is true, thought it necessary to intro- 
duce a note of scepticism. “The Do- 
minions, he complained, would only 
j} accept our best; and we did not want 
| to let our best go. 





He was also appre- 
there should be insuflicient 
| provision for “enjoyment, entertain- 
ment and social life” in the back blocks. 
It is quite time that Mr. Ctyxes made 
a world-tour. He would then discover 
that, given fresh air and sunshine and 
their own land to develop, men and 
women can be tolerably happy even 


| hensive lest 


4 





WUHAN aaa 


THE IMPERIAL 


Mr. 


MATCHMAKER. 
(MERY. 


vithout cinemas and cup-ties to dis- 
tract them. 

Thursday, April 27th.—The proceed- 
ings in the House to-day were about as 
cheerless as the weather outside. In 
the general depression of Question-time 
Members were thankful for the smallest 
mercies. Mr, MANvILLE’s discovery 
that the Government had given the 
building contract for a telephone ex- 
change to the Co-operative Wholesale 
Society—a body which notor iously paid 
no income-tax—was received in the cir- 
cumstances as if he had unearthed a 
first-class scandal; while Sir J. Gin- 
mMoUR’S abnouncement that the flower- 
beds in Hvde Park could not be restored 
this summer assumed the dimensions 
of a disaster, and was only mitigated 
by his further statement that the First 
Commissioner or Works had _ been 
graciously pleased to remove the em- 
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granted a free passage; but, said Mr, | 


353 
bargo on the use of hand-cameras in the 
unenclosed portions of that and other 
Royal parks. The Mrnisrer or Aart- 
CULTURE also made his contribution to 
the general hilarity with the revelation 
that last week there were only three 
outbreaks of foot-and-mouth disease. 

As a speaker Mr. Fisner is not ex- 
actly what you would call “ rollicking,” 
nor are the Education Estimates a 
laughing matter in any sense of the 
words. 





Nevertheless there was a cer- 
| tain grim humour in the spectacle of a 
| Minister who probably thinks that it is 
impossible to spend too much upon 
| education laboriously defending the six 
}million “cut” that he had been com- 
pelled to make at the bidding of the 
Cabinet, and endeavouring to convince 
himself and the Committee that it 
would cause no falling-off in efficiency. 
In some course, he was 
preaching to the converted. Sir J. D. 
Rees, for example, whose pet aversion 
is the system of sending ex-ollicers to 
Oxford and Cambridge at the public 
expense, enforced his argument with 
the dictum of “one of the most 
men in the City” (unnamed) that “ it 
took five yoars to eradicate the evil 
effects of a University education.” 
The liveliest speech of the debate 
was made by Sir Martin Conway (Mr. 
FisHEr’s colleague in the representa- 
tion of the lesser English Universities), 
who declared that our whole system of 


Causes, of 


able 


[The proper sequence was first to build 
upa healthy body and a sound character, 
next to provide skilled hands, and only 
then to instil knowledge; for, “as for 
knowledge, what did any of us know?’ 
To this rhetorical question a perusal 
of the debate suggests a discouraging 
reply. 








Commercial Candour. 
« — Island.—The ultra-modern 
New Bell Tent for peri dical hire 
enervating and inexpensive boliday 
Weel 


Resort, 
The ideal, 


From a tradesman’s circular 
"Por 
involved in Con feet 


some years prior to the war I was 
nery of the highest order.” 
He is apparently still sticking to it, 

From a theatrical criticism : 

“Even top-hol 
straw is to result.” 
Nevertheless the audience 1s requested 
not to throw them at the actors. 


folk require some bricks if 


~— Sunday Paper. 


“ Sir,—I] 
that Shakes is responsible for no play 
entitled of Athens’? No doubt he 
refers to the play of ‘ Tymen of Athens.’ 
AnoTneRn Lover or SUAKESPEARE,.” 
Letter in Pi 


Well may the Bard cry, “ Save me from 
my lovers!’ 


‘A Lover of Shakespeare’ aware 
pe ire 


‘Simon 


vincial Paper. 

















education was fundamentally unsound. | 
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Tailor, *‘A LITTLE ON THE EASY SIDE, MADAM, BUT HE ’LL S00 











THE HUMAN TOUCH. escence; but the venerable driver at 
He was at the very head of the long | Waterloo was always adriver. I asked 
row of cabs that were waiting for the | him and he told me so, but I guessed it 
express to come in at Waterloo. But first. 
in his case pride of place meant no-| When the express arrived he galvan- 
thing, for he drove a four-wheeler, and | ised his horse and began to make allur- 
all the others were taxis, and people| ing signs and sounds as the passengers 
who arrive by express are in a hurry | emerged; but one and all repulsed him. 
to get away. | “No, no, I want a taxi,” was the 
There, however, he sat, hoping pro- | steady reply. 


| 
bably against hope, while behind him | 
| 
! 
| 


extended half-a-mile of the vehicles! h 

which have made him obsolete. taxi filled up and moved away he began 
Having still some time to wait before|to show signs of dejection. He left 

the train that I was meeting arrived I| the box and made direct frontal attacks 

was able to watch him. He was ajon the more likely-looking people: an 

little old man—short and brisk, wit] , 

white hair and a lined face. 


He took it very well—he must indeed 
ave been used to it—but as taxi after 


) 





| old-fashioned lady, for example, who to 


men have suddenly become old, but | Inventions, but whom he totally misread, 
whereas adyanced age strikes one as| for she made a bee-line for her own ear : 
odd on the box of a taxi—such modern | and then a schoolboy with a bicyele. 
machinery seeming to demand youth—|upon which he laid a detaining hand 
| it goes fittingly enough, and always has | preparatory to lifting it on the roof. 
| done so, with growlers. What all these! ‘To the old cabman the boy looked weak 
| old taxi-drivers did before they took to land pliable : a little bold address would 
| their present occupation I ean’t say:| capture him; but 
| it is a problem where they come from | logically astray. 


again he was psycho- 
The boy, probably for 


and how they spent their distant juven- | 


N FILL THEM ovr.” 


Sister. ‘‘ MUMMY, THE GENTLEMAN HAS FILLED HIS CLOTHES OUT YERY NICELY.” 


| the past hour, had been anticipating 
|his taxi ride and he shook off 
| tainer with impatience. 


his de- 


At last the platform had emptied and 
the four-wheeler was left alone. 


It was then that I went over fora 
chat. 
“They seem to prefer petrol,” | said. 


He grunted assent. 

“I don’t see how you can make it 
pay,” I said. 

‘* We couldn't if people weren ft 
he replied. “They're sorry for us. 
They look at the old hors¢ nd they 


kind,” 





All cab- | his eye would be suspicious of all novel | 


look at me, and they take us on out ol 
| pity.” 

“Ts there so much compassion as 
that?” I asked. “I’m surprised. But 
I’m glad to hear it.” 


| “And sentiment too,” he said. 
|‘ That's why I come to Waterloo. 
|People arrive here from Africa and 


| Australia, you know- Colonists 


- old 


coming home again—and they ‘ve been 
thinking about the London they used 
to know and particularly about han- 
soms and four-wheelers, and when they 
| see me they fairly cry sometimes. ‘We 
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| likeus too. We’renotinahurry. And} 
what with these and a few very wet| 
| days, when people don’t mind what | 
| they ride in—a hearse, if it was water- | 
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must have another ride in a four- | 
wheeler,’ they say, ‘just for the sake | 
And they ‘re not mean | 
when they get to the other end, either. 


of old times.’ 


« And then there are the lovers—they 


proof—we just manage. 
an unlucky one. Look 
shining ! 
to-day either.” 


But to-day ’s 
at that 


« Still,” I said, “ it is Spring, and this 


is the lovers’ season. 
” 
yet. ae 
“T never despair,” he replied. “ But 
it’s weary work waiting.” 


Don't despaii 


“Well,” Isaid,“I must go. My train’s 
And I went off to another arrival 
platform and met the twins and then 


due.” 


| mother. 











| how divine!” 


— 


The twins took each a hand and ad- 


vanced to the gate by leaps and bounds. | 


“What are we going to do?” 
asked excitedly ; 
Zoo?” 

“Tf you like,” I said. 

“ Directly —hefore lunch ?* 

“ Yes,” 

* And after lunch ?”’ 

“During lunch,” I said, “ we shal 


they 
“are we going to th 


| study the advertisements and see whicl) | 
is the best matinée and we'll go to that.” | 
They sprang into the air, for they 


have been well brought up and these 
excursions are sufliciently rare to be 
raptures almost beyond control. 


“ But first,’ I said, after we were free | 


from the ticket-collector, “I have a 


special experience for you. I want you | 


to know what travelling about London 
used to be like when your mother was 
a child and I was a young man. So as 
a very particular treat we are going to 
the Zoo in a growler.”’ 

“A growler!” they exelaimed. “Oh, 
BK. V. I. 








TWO FOR MIRTH. 

Wuew the Universe began, 

Zeus, with kingly cadence, 
From Olympus gave the plan 
To uplift reluctant man 
Cold Parnassian heights to scan, 

Through some learned maidens. 
Maids were they of many a part-- 
_ Pedagogues, though charming ; 
Theirs was every Classic art, 
History book and astral chart ; 
Aready, I think, at heart 

Found them most alarming. 
Therefore Zeus (Oly, kind is he ') 

Thought him to supply a 
Leaven to a company 
Learned in the last degree ; 
Sent he then Terpsichore, 

Sent he then Thalia. 


sun ; 
And there’s no big boat in 
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LADY OF 


Sent he Dance and happy Song 
Tripping down the ages ; 

Little sisters both, but strong 

All to help the world along ; 

Joy in movement for the throng, 
Wit in poets’ pages. 

Always in their pretty eyes 
Pedantry looked hateful ; 

Life put on a gayer guise, 


Arcady was grateful. 


Still their rule is holiday 
Under sky or rafter ; 


| With the rhyme that’s golden gay, 


With the measure young as May, 
Still they ’ve Muses, still at play, 
Sib to Youth and Laughter. 
Still you can at either shrine 
Lay your offering votive ; 
Little songs like country wine, 
Foot a-trip and floor a-shine, 





“Fun,” they said, “is for the wise, 
Mirth ’s the lore for man to prize! 







| 
| 
{ 
| 
| 
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FASHION, WHO CONSIDERS HER LATEST PORTRAIT UNFLATTERING, 
SURREPTITIOUSLY APPLIES A FEW AIDS TO BEAUTY. 


Please the smallest of the Nine, 
Maids of madcap motive. 


So, when fiddles call to you 

Or when rhyme engages, 
Hearken now with homage new 
Praising, as is only due, 
One or other of my two 

Little laughing sages. 








“ BEHIND THE SCREEN. 
Genoa to go Down in Film History.’ 
Yorkshire Paper. 


Vhat we are chiefly anxious to see is | 
the “close-up” of Mr. Luoyp GEorGE 


;and M, Porncare. 


' We hope Mr. 


| 
} 
i 
| 





From the report of a municipal meet- 
ling :— 
“ Mr. — said the reports in the news- 


papers had made him appear to be more intel- 
ligent than he thought he was. 


This was agreed to,”—Local Paper. 
—— was pleased, 
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AT THE PLAY. 
“ Winpows” (Court). 

Ir I had just written as good a play 
as ‘ Loyalties,’ and was also being 
Leonized in a cycle of revivals, I should 
have been tempted to let well alone for 
a bit. But Mr. Gatsworruy preferred 
to strike another blow at the iron while 
it was white-hot; and I think he has 
missed _ it. 
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girl should not be given a chance, 
especially as her father, while perfunc- 
torily cleaning his very large windows, 
afforded him entertainment with his 
prattle on Hecer and Nierzscne and 
the desirability of “following your 
instincts.” The son, Johnny, was a 
second-rate poet, suffering from “ up- 


lift’’ (his own word) and excess of! 


chivalry. Upon the War, in which he 


He is fundamentally a|had served, he looked back with pro- 


serious writer, and, though free to in-| found disgust; for not only had he so 
dulge a very pretty wit about things|far forgotten his principles as to kill a 


that don’t matter, he can’t afford to|German, but it had wasted three years | 
We are used | of his life (corresponding roughly to the | 


| 


| ridicule his own ideals. 
to this habit in Mr. Bernarp SHaw 
(whose influence is here traceable in 
the half-baked philosophy of Mr. Gats- 
wortnHy’s Window-cleaner, strongly re- 
dolent of the Chauffeur in Man 
and Superman); but then Mr. 
Suaw seems always less con- 
cerned about the sincerity of his 
ideals than about the need of rais 
| ing a laugh somehow, even at 
their expense. 

Lest we should dwell too much 
on the face of Mr. Suaw grinning 
through these ‘* Windows,” Mr. 
GALSWoORTHY seeks to distract us 
by reminiscences of himself. We 
have again the old passionate pro- 
test, as in his Justice, against the 
prison system. Here the victim 


period of Faith Bly’s incarceration) and 
not done England any good. 


Passing over thedaughter—an average | 


modern flapper who didn’t count—we 
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[May 3, 1999. 
immovable object ; and his effort to get 
out of the difficulty that he had made 
for himself resulted in a last Act that let 
the faithful down rather badly. With 
its more grotesque features I need not 
detain you, merely saying that Mr. Bly 
was brought on in a state of intoxica. | 
tion, not very convincing in itself, but 
serving to illustrate the philosophy of 
“following your instincts;” and that 
Mrs. March —the last person in the 
world to do it—was made to absorb an 
incredible series of liqueurs, inducing a 
condition of mellowness which allowed 
her to recognise that what the girl 
wanted was love and not 1 demption, 
and so, inferentially, to argue the sound. 
1e88 of the principle of following your | 
instincts. But these were incidental | 
diversions. The main thing was to 














—Faith Bly, daughter of the Win- 
dow-cleaner—is a young girl who 
| has smothered her illegitimate 
child. Whether or not we accepted 
her fantastic plea that her object 
was to save it from being a ward 
in Chancery, it certainly seemed 
that she had done pretty well 
in getting off with two years. 
But that was not good enough 
for Mr. GALsworTuy ; he wanted 
our pity and tears for the poor 


pleasures of life 
its freedom, its shop-fronts, its streets 
at night. And all for what? Just for 
smothering a baby that had been born 
“only two days—hardly worth men- 
tioning.” (A big laugh here from an 


of the servant-girl’s hallowed apology 
that it was “only a little one.”) 

Now at Highgate there was a family 
called March, who charitably took Faith 
on as a parlourmaid; and I will tell 
you something about these interest- 
ing and enlightened suburbans. March 
pére was a novelist whose gifts of ob- 
servation and analysis may be gauged 
by the fact that he attributed all the 
ills of life to the Government. For 
the rest he was pleasantly specula- 
tive and saw no good reason why the 





| 
| 
| 


audience that didn’t seem to have heard | 





break down the son's opposition 
and get the girl out of the house: 
and this had to be done by evidence 
that her feeling for the colour of 
life had been so strong that while 
carrying on with Johnny she had 
also becomeattached in the streets 
to a very undesirable type of ac- 
quaintance, 

If Mr. Gatsworrny's object 
was to show that you must take 
human nature you find it 
(which doesn’t sound very good 
for ideals) then I think he should 


as 








innocent who through this terrible, come to the mother, who was presented 
period had been debarred by the cruelty | to us as an ordinary British matron, 
of the law from enjoying the simple|reeking with stuffy moral prejudices. 
its flowers, its colour, | She alone was against the introduction 


into the household of a girl who had 
murdered her bastard. She proved, how- 
ever, to be easily the most intelligent of 
the family, a thing that none of the 
others had ever suspected ; and her fore- 
bodings were quickly justified when 
the girl was caught philandering with 
Johnny. Instantly she dismissed her, 
and instantly her son flew into a noble 
rage and swore that the girl should re- 
main. To this end he established him- 
self on the landing outside her door and 
blockaded it, refusing to take nourish- 
ment and consoling himself with a 
concertina and thelucubration of poetry. 
A farcical scene. ; 
Greater scientists than Mr. Gats- 
wortny have failed to solve the problem 





of an irresistible force acting upon an 





THE FAITH THAT COULD NOT REMOVE JOHNNY. 
Faith Bly . 
Johnny March 


Miss Mary Opetre. 
Mr. Joun Howe et. 





have insisted a little more from 
the first on that instinct in the 
girl which brought her infant 
into being, and a little less on the 
stupidity of the penalty she paid 
for putting it out of being. For 
this penalty may have fostered 
the instinct but did not create it, 
Indeed the murder and the im- 
prisonment were hardly essential 
to the play. It would have been 
enough to show that she was just 
a specimen of that commonest of types 
in any station of life to-day—the girl 
who means to have “a good time” and 
is not too fastidious as to how she gets 
it. One does not waste sympathy on 
such a type, and whatever Mr. GALs- 
WorTHY'S intentions may have been he 
never made her touch our hearts. For 
myself, anyhow, her alternations of | 
bitterness and levity left me cold; and 
Miss Mary Opevrte did little, either by 
voice or by manner, to improve my 
temperature and make me susceptible 
to the alleged pathos of her position. 
Most of the play was extremely well 
performed. Mr. Herbert MarsHatt, 
as Geoffrey March, was always at home 
in the rdle of aneasy-going man prepared 
to appreciate the convictions of others 
and content to exercise his own sense 
of humour by listening to theirs—de- 
signed or not. He was given every 
chance by Mr. TuEsiGer with his over 
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IN THE DULL OLD DAYS BEFORE THE WAR WE HAD MILD LITTLE RAGS LIKE THIS 





BUT NOW WE PUT SOME LIFE INTO THEM, 
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garrulous philosophy—a very entertain 
ing performance up to the point when 
the Windows of Mr. Bly’s intelligence 
got glazed with drink; by Mr. Joun 
HowE.t as young March, a bit of a 
prig, courageously played; and by Miss 
Crare Greet, who made a very com- 
fortable and warm-hearted cook and 
never pressed the broader humour of 
this genre. 

But my best thanks go to Miss Irene 
Rooke, always a source of pure delight. 
At first, when her Joan March was 
making up a menu under a devastating 
battery of high-brow talk, I thought she 
was just going to repeat her charming 
study of a stupid woman in The Truth 
about Blayds. But she soon showed 
herself a match for them all, with her 
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spontaneous tribute; perhaps the most 
illogical and inconvenient suicide of re- 
cent years in stage-land may have been 
responsible for a certain falling off in the 
heartiness of the final hand-clapping. 
But let me introduce the author’s pup 
pets. First Mr. Wilford Ashfield (Mr. 
Goprrey Trar.e), head card-sharper 
and hero, born straight, running crooked 
as a result of a too hard early environ- 
ment; has a passion for his little only 
daughter for whom he will win shelter 
from a cruel world; is about to have one 
last fling, cut the whole bad business 
and live happily ever after with her. 
Of the two subordinate sharpers 
Harry Cockburn (Mr. Martin Lewis) is 
also a victim of a bitter environment ; 
Jim Ledbury (Mr. Lyanu Swete) is a 





quiet certainty of herself and the unan- 
swerable logic of her humour. For her | 
decline in the matter of the brandy she | 


| must not be held responsible ; indeed, if 


| sobriety, I should suspect Mr. Gats- | 


I were not convinced of his habitual | 


wortHy of having himself indulged in 
that heroic stimulant before conceiving 
this episode. 

[ have a vague idea that the moral— 
or one of the morals—of the play was 
that we all ought to do our best to see 
clearly through the Windows of men’s 
souls. Well, my trouble in the case of 
Mr. Gatsworruy'’s is that there is so 
much stained glass about, so many 
conflicting “ prophets blazoned on the 
panes.” This is very disturbing and 
tends to give me an air of ingratitude. 
Yet I am honestly grateful to him for | 
the First Act, whose dialogue was full 
of good things that even I could under- | 
stand. O. 8. 


“Tue Carp Prayers” (Savoy). 


A mournful interest attaches to Mr. 
Happon Crampers’ last play, which 
was left unfinished and unrevised. It 
lacked therefore the advantage of those 
important additions, and perhaps even 
more important excisions, which a skil- 
ful hand effects when its work can be 
seen as a whole. Mr. Happon Cuam- 
BERS’ strong suit was not realism but | 
sentimentality or, more kindly, idealism. 
Here he has handled in a likely enough 
manner situations and sentiments which 
are ex hypothesi not very likely. 

Of course the best way to enjoy exer- 


| cises in this kind is frankly to let your- 
| self go. I wonder if the reluctance of 


superior people (like me) to be taken in 


| 

| 

: . 

preees for a parson who is not a mere 
' 

| 

| 

' 


congenital crook. Harry's lodestar is 
“a couple of yards of muslin in little 
old New York”; James alone has no 
heart and no scruples. 

The pigeon is the youthful, ingenuous 
and immensely wealthy Sir Richard 
Paynton (Mr. Joun WinttAMs)—a nice 
pigeon and a swift impetuous wooer. 

Then there is the village padre (Mr. 
C. V. France), an old dear, perhaps 
a little too vocal in his self-reproach, 
but not the less for that a very genuine, 
lovable and real person. (And oh! how 
grateful we are to both dramatist and 


cheap and ancient sneer at the cloth, 
who does not talk as if he were intoning 
the second lesson and is not anxiously 
expecting an addition to his over-full 
quiver.) 

And finally there is the paragon 


| daughter, Kileen (Miss Peprra Bosa- 


DILLA), who, entre nous, is an unreason- 
able little prig and should have been 
well shaken. 

The story is soon told. Act I., the 
pigeon is expected to dinner. Hileen 
isn’t, but arrives. Act II., the pigeon 
comes to dinner. Why, here is the ador- 
able birdlike young lady he had silently 
worshipped across the carriage on the 
5.35! More chemin de fer (the baccarat 
kind). The crooks cheat. He catches 


| them out. He reproaches them. Eileen 


overhears and believes the worst of her 
father at once, even though crooked 
Harry nobly takes all the blame. 
Crooked Wilford tears up the Baronet's 
1.0.0,'s. Crooked James is desper- 
ately disappointed. Act III. Conver- 
|sations. A report (of). The orphaned 
| Hileen stretches a disconsolate confid- 








and carried away doesn’t perhaps spring | ing hand to the Baronet. 


from distrust of an enemy within the| 


gate. It is humiliating to have to wipe 


| Mr. Goprrry Trarve cleverly con- 
| trived to wipe a good deal of the sticki- 


away the unbidden tear with furtive} ness from his rather cloying part—a 


| finger. 


{| There can be no doubt that the con- 
| tinued applause that followed the ad- 
| mirably contrived Second Act was a 


pleasant actor to watch at work, very 
workmanlike and accomplished. Mr. 
C. V. France's padre was just delight- 
|ful—a real flesh and blood character. 
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Mr. Lyavu Swerte is always adequate, 
if always, perhaps, a little obvious, 
Mr. Martin Lewis's touch was sure, 
Miss Prrita Bopavi.taA made the 
rather exacting young thing, Eileen 
sufficiently plausible. But I am not 
Richard Payton doesn't deserve the 
highest marks if the difficulty of the 
part be considered and his performance 


young man. He was admirable alike in 
his restraint and when he let himself 
rip as the crisis of the play demanded, 
A very noteworthy performance. And 
Miss Viona Marcu certainly deserves 
great credit both for otherthings and for 


servant in low-heeled shoes. 7. 








THE STATELY HOMES OF ENCLAND, 
(Modern Version.) 
Tue Stately Homes of England, 
How beautiful they stood, 
When Mrs. Hemans saw them, 
With park and stream and wood; 
But now, when round them Faney 
roams, . 
How changed their lot appears, 
Except, of course, the Stately Homes 
Purchased by profiteers 
The Stately Homes of England, 
With filty rooms or more, 
Whereof the duke and duchess 
Inhabit three or four ; 
The rest are shuttered, wing by wing, 
The carpets are uprolled, 
And the dust-sheets cover everything 
That has not yet been sold. 


The Stately Lawns and Terrace, 
Of classic size and plan, 

Where the work of fifteen gardeners 
Is done by one odd man; 

While for the vineries that sent 
Muscats to Belgrave Square 

The grocer pays a trifling rent 
And rears tomatoes there. 

The Stately Stables near them, 
Blue tiles and grey stone walls, 

Where glossy hacks and hunters 
Stood in the thirty stalls ; 

Now twenty-nine of them are closed, 
And in the last my lord, 

A shade more rich than is supposed, 
Still garages his Ford. 

The Stately Homes of England, 
What stately homes are these, 

Whose parks are now allotments, 
Whose ancient spreading trees 

Are falling, as expenses mount, 
To the contractor’s axe, 

To furnish something on account 
Of last year’s supertax ? 

“Young Lady, Assistant for Florist; one 

who can make up."—JLccal J’aper. 
That's an easy one. 








sure that Mr. Jonwn Winutams’ Sir | 
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be contrasted with the usual stage | 


that she did play the part of the maid. | 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, | 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I wave read Mr. Prohack (Mretuvurn) from end to end, | 
looking for the “social satire” promised on the w rapper, | 
but IT am bound to say I found Mr. Arsyo.p Brenner's 
latest novel about as satirical as a store catalogue. <A store | 
catalogue is an excellent documentary foundation for social 
satire; and so is Mr. Prohack. But just as there must be | 
a large number of estimable people who do not see the | 
ludicrous or contemptible side of a fat annual circular 
largely devoted to patent boot-trees, self-adjusting chairs 
and electro-plated siphon-stands, so there must be a large 
proportion of Mr. Bennett's readers who will accompany 
Mr. Prohack from his obscure but creditable job in the 
Treasury, and his obscurer but still more creditable home 
| behind Hyde Park Gardens, to the effortless acquisition of 

a quarter of a million pounds and a mansion in Manches- 
ter Square, with no sensations whatever beyond a reverent 
envy. They will put up as placidly as he did himself with 
the increasing infantility of his wife, the hugely magnified 
competence of his daughter, the vindictive speculativeness 
of his son and the whole accurately-listed train of wasters 
and charlatans who attend his ill-starred rise into the lime- 
light of the New Rich. And they will be as grateful to 
Mr. Bennerr as the crow that perches on a scarecrow 18 
to the farmer who put it there. But why “satire”? 





The Red House Mystery (MetTuvEn) is the best detective 
story I have come across since the days of The Speckled 
Band and The Engineer's Thumb. It has all the cunning 
approach-shots, and breathless play on the green, of the 
genuine Holmes-Watson epic; and a merry bantering man- 
ner of its own (or perhaps I should say of Mr. A. A. MILNE’s) 
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Hiram, “Say, GUIDE, HOW DO WE GET TO 1HE Rep SEA FROM HERE? 


and the drama. 
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I'm CRAZY TO SER THE FINISH OF THIS,” 


which carries you in unflagging spirits on to the next tee 
at the end of every crisis. ‘Lhere is a house-party of 
pleasant mildly distinguished pe ople, the guests of dapper 


little Mark Ablett, a rather offensive patron of literature | 
s ruflianly brother Robert, | 


There is Mark 
whose inconvenient return from Australia is hourly ex- 
pe cted, 
acquaintance of Bill Beverley, one of the guests, whose 
arrival is not expected at all, though he manages to turn up 
just as Robert is found murdered, and Mark missing. The 
house-party is on the links at the time; and only Mark's 
young cousin is at hand to help Gill/ngham force the win- 
dow of the locked room in which the fatal shot has been 
heard, 








And there is Antony Gillingham, the adventurous | 


Theneceforward Gillingham and Beverley play the | 


beaux réles of the Baker Street immortals with marked | 


success ; especially in the matter of the subterranean tunne 
which, with its grimly facetious exit and entrance, is as 
thrilling a secret passage as any into which you could wish 
to be inducted. 


The Fortnightly Club (Murray) serves to remind us that 
Mr. Horace Hutcuinson, unlike most writers on pastime, 
is neither afraid nor ill-equipped to handle high and serious 
themes. Noble Italians of the Renaissance diverted their 
minds from the plague by telling each other romantic tales. 
The “ Fortnightly Club ” are represented as meeting during 
the blackest months of the War to discuss the riddle of the 
universe—the coming and age of man, the mysteries of sin 
and pain and other first and last things. The scheme re- 
calls Friends in Council by that urbane Victorian, Sir 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
} 
} 
| 


Artuur Herpes, but in his genial dialogues the ball was | 


tossed about more freely among the disputants, and the 
subjects of debate were social and intellectual. The pro- 
ceedings of the “ Fortnightly Club” are rather in the 
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nature of a monologue with interruptions. These inter- | sitters save one—a Canadian K.C.B., big busine 


8s and war | 


ruptions are ingeniously designed to show how far modern | service—are American subjects. The bag includes a rathey 


science has travelled from the complacent agnosticism of | 
| mid-Victorian times. Launceston, the philosophic chem- 

ist, poison-gas expert and monologiser-in-chief, stands ulti- 

mately revealed as an evolutionist who holds that modern 
| science is theistic and does not rule out the periodic inter- 
| vention of an intelligent First Cause. A formidable subject, 
you will say, and a large claim. But it does not rest on 
mere assertion; it is extremely well documented. with a 
veritable anthology of excerpts from physicists and theo-|a wandering sailorman haunted by the fact that he had 
logians, while the argument is so free of technical jargon | killed a man for food in a derelict boat; and a successful 
as to be easily comprehended by the layman. Personally | politician money-grabber and his hay-seed brother. It 
| I have found the book as engrossing as any of the lighter | is the treatment rather than the subject that counts, and 

works of an author who, like his classic namesake, can | the treatment is varied and highly skilful. 

dare to be serious as well as desipere in loco. 


maltreated by a brute husband. An actress, ambitious, 
unsentimental and very decidedly alive is the subject of the 
next sketch. Follow the portrait of a lawyer politician 
persuasively crooked; an idyll between the daughter of 
English parents settled in the States (very snobbish and 
unAmerican and all that) and a baker's boy who becomes a 
cinema star and marries her, we hope, fairly permanently: 





——————— Mr. G. B. Buren, in More Memoirs and Some Travels 
When Bridget, the heroine of Mainspring (Couins), one | (HuTcHINson), has accomplished a rare feat: he has gos- 
of the few geniuses at once pleasant and convincing that | siped abundantly about his fellow-men without being either 
| I have met in fiction, ~~~ D7. ee" Aa a spiteful or dull. It is 
| finally put art first and , }impossible to say that 
| love second, I not only 
| forgave Miss V.. H. 
FRIEDLAENDER, but | 
agreed that she, and 
Bridget in the cireum- 
stances, were right. 
| And this in spite of a 
firm old-fashioned con- 
| viction that ‘they mar- 
_ vied and lived happy” 
| is the only ending for 
a tale of love. Miss 
’RIEDLAENDER intro- | 
| duced me to Bridget | 
when she was quite a! 
, little girl, one of the} 
| two ill-used daughters 
ofanabominableclergy 
man, and let me see AT 
| her grow up and suffer | Optimistic Prisoner, “CHEER UP, OLD MAN: DON’T GIVE Way.” 
many things, including Melancholy Prisoner, “I wish I HAD yYouR CHEERFUL 
| imprisonment (though | KNow How YOU MANAGE TO KEEP BRIGHT UNDER THE 
not in the cause of 
Women’s Suffrage, as 
| you might have sup- 





his memoirs, apart from 





| 1 ! 
ja short chapter called 
1 The Coming of Kip- 
ling,” are of more than 
| passing interest, but 
|they are entertaining 


| enough and always 
{pleasant to read. I] 
|jhave three grievances 
| against him : (1) Some- 
itimes he is a thought 
| too facetious (2) Lhate 
| tobe addressedas “Gen- 
| tle Reade and (3) he 
| really ought not to write 
lof “the wifted A. V. 


Lucas, one ol Lamb's 











"Same most assiduous chroni- 
THE TRIUMPHAL ENTRY. jclers.” A man who 4s 


| sifted at least deserves 
| hisown initials. When 
CIRCUMSTANCES.” | Mr. Burat leaves his 

Optimistic Prisoner. “Ou, mastLy ENOUGH. Yov sEr, I'm PAID FOR THI | “* Memoirs 
| 


sprrizvs. I pon’s 


Jos, I’M UNDERSTUDYING ONE OF THE PETTY GAULISH KINGS WHO IS SUFFER- 
ING FROM SORE FEET AND CAN'T WALK.” 





upon his * Travels” he 





derive comfort from his constant good-nature 


| posed), and fall in love with love and finally find love | amiability; he simply takes his “ gentle readers” by the | 
itself. But she also let me see her painting and longing | hand and conveys them to various spots for their amuse 

| to paint, enduring the agonising blankness of the artist | ment rather than their instruction. And i! 1 do not 

| and trembling to the marvel of creation, and her art was so | invariably respond to his jocular mood vou ¢ t tail to 

| obviously her “ mainspring” that something much more | 


| inevitable than happiness made this the only ending to her 

story. Mainspring has left me with the impression that, 
compared with most novels, it has in it three times as much 
of everything save words. It is not only a good and moving 
story told with fidelity to life and literature ; 


(Hetnemany), tells us “that his publishers have been en- 
couraged to re-issue the present volume, en! ged by the 


: it has here | addition of several new tales.” Let me say at once that 
and there something one looks for more hopefully in poetry | whoever did the encouraging has earned my warmest thanks. 
than in fiction, the passing on of a soul’s discoveries, the | These stories of the South Seas, excellent in form, ave told 
flashing of one of those sudden new visions of life which | with considerable humour, and even if some ol us recognise 


come so rarely and can so seldom be shared. I am hopeful | 


that novel-writing is going to be Miss FriepaENDER’s 
mainspring 


old friends we ought to be glad of the chance to new their 
acquaintance. Of the twelve tales I like espec! lly “ Old 


< g, and that this, which is very nearly, if not | Dibs,” which tells of a dear old gentleman with a past that 
—_ _ . . » Bx ° ; ; ’ - 1 1 anoh 
quite, a great novel, will be the first of many. had been more than a little fraudulent, who had sought 


refuge in a South Sea Island and taken the most engaging 
precautions against disturbance. Others of Mr. OshouRNe § 
heroes were also anxious to live a very private life, but, 
rogues or not, the majority of them are delightful people. 
And it is scarcely necessary to say that the atmosphere of 


It is something of a feat for Mr. Harvey O'Hiaaixs to 
have made his seven studies, From the Life (Capr), as in- 
teresting to a foreigner as I emphatically found them. For 
they are portraits of imaginary folk, which yet have distinct 








andsetsout | 


conaniiiailalaiditaicisiia loses nothing of his | 


Mr. Lioyp Ospournr, in a preface to |) iid Justice 





individuality and are by no means mere types; and all the | these stories makes one long to breathe it. 





= —— 


horrible story of a Bohemian writer and an outcast woman | 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Dvnrine his Budget speech, we read, 
Sir Ropert Horne took a sip of stimu- 
lating liquid nowand then. A Scotsman 
who has to talk about millions of pounds 
belonging to other people naturally 
needs something to steady his nerves. 


The geological expert who points out 
that ages ago, before the seas [~ 
swept between them, Ireland 
and England were one, is ad- 
yised to let the matter drop. 

* * 

Good footwork is essential 
in boxing, we are informed. 
That would be our only chance 
with Mr. Dempsry. 


* Morocco,” says a daily 
paper, “has no newspapers.” 
On the other hand, the country 
has its drawbacks as well. 

, 

Cash prizes for the best set 
of whiskers are being offered in 
California. Here in England 
there isn’t a marine storedeale: 
who would give as much as four- 
pence for a full set of whiskers 
| with ear-clasps. 
ms 

Lord LevERHULME says the 
time may come when a bar of 
soap will be given free with 
every morning paper. Already 
a Prime Minister is given away 
almost daily by some of them. 





A Mexican revolutionary, 
treated in a New York hos- 
pital, had twenty-two bullets 
extracted from his body. [i 
is said that he had to have 
this done in order to make 
room for more when he re- | 
turned home. 


Both swallows and martins 
were late in coming this year, 
says The Daily Chronicle. 
This, of course, has got to be 
stopped, and we hope our con- 
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is good news, because we never did like 

that plan of fastening on to the tooth 

and then pushing the man away from it. 
* 


It is announced that the campaign 
against rats is to be waged with more 
severity than ever. Cautious rats are 
now venturing out only in pairs. 


The biggest 





band-contest that has 








beat (reading about 
ALL RIGHT, TUPPENCE OF! 


cocoa!’ 





the Budget), “'ERE’S THE GLAD 


In fairness to motorists it is suggested 
that pedestrians insured by the daily 
papers should wear a conspicuous dis- 
tinguishing badge. 

* * 

It is stated in a Society note that a 
Naval officer recently had the greatest 
difficulty in getting leave for his wed- 
ding. 
authorities are tired of this frivolous 
? pretext for a holiday. 

* 


Press that the mud bath as a 


already, of course, been popu- 
lar in the form of autobio- 
graphical reminiscences. 

The manager of a stores’ 
tailoring department is re- 
ported as saying that the smart 


flannel trousers, a flannel shirt 
open at the neck, crépe rubber- 
soled shoes, a medium light 
blue jacket with brass buttons, 
and a panama hat. At the risk 
of being considered unfashion- 
able we intend to stick to our 
check knickerbockers, red eum 
merbund and yachting cap. 


are being instructed in the 
use of the revolver. They 
are taught to ask pleasantly, 
before pressing the 


‘“ How will you take it?” 


A bishop, fined for having 
only an out-of-date 
that it lasted 


sion 


to the marriage-licence. 


It is said that sharks will 
not bite a swimmer who keeps 
his legs in motion. The diffi- 








temporary will follow the matter up. 


In Maryland, we read, it is illegal for 

4 Woman to go through her husband’s 

pockets at night. In our own country 

it is merely a waste of time. , 
Pa 

3urglars are now said to be carrying 

means of testing plate and gems. The 


upon by the cheap and trashy stuff 
left about in some houses. 


‘ 
¥ 


“ Dentists,” says Dr. Faprer, of Nice, 
oy 4 - ” | 7 
are on the eve of new methods.” This 


Stn 


it, 








profession has been too often imposed | 


lever been attempted is to be held in 
London thissummer. People living in 
the locality of the battle hope to move 
back to their houses early in September. 


M. Porncaré denies that he is a Nero. 
The mistake arose through his being 
thought to have said something about 
| making France fit for a Nero to live in. 

We understand that representations 
are to be made to Lord NorrHciirre 
that his injunction to “ Watch Japan 


claims of Thanet. 











g 
culty of course is to keep kicking longer 
than a shark can keep waiting. 


“Ts Life Possible on Everest? ” asks 
a newspaper heading. If it is, Everest 
is the place for us. 





Commercial Candour. 


“Great Bargains! Only three to clear. 
Cannot repeat. New fine 5” hollow swindle, 
treadle gap-bed Screw-cutting Lathe, com- 
plete with chuck, ete,, ete., £39 10s.” 

Advt. in Trade Paper, 


is diverting attention from the prior | As we don’t care for a hollow swindle 


we shall let it keep the chuck. 


We are not surprised that the | 


We learn from the daily | 


| 


means of removing wrinkles | 
and blemishes is likely to be- | 
come a Society craze. It had | 


| 
| 


trigger, | 


motor- | 
| licence, was under the impres- | 
for ever. | 
A great many people make | 
the same mistake with regard 





young man’s wear at the sea- | 
side this year will be white 


“ok 
Girl bank-clerks in America | 
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| Or CHARLIE. 


To play a fairly stat 


FALLING ANGELS. 

[Under the heading, “‘ Cinema Stars’ Dimmed 
Lustre,” The Times reports: ‘‘ The eclipse of 
famous screen personalities continues with 
the progress of the cinema popularity contest 
conducted for the benefit of New York chari 
ties. . . . Miss Mary Pickford has dropped t 
ninth place. . . . Among the men a similar 
situation prevails. Charlie Chaplin is ninth.”)} 
Ir is an awful thought to think 
How reputations soar and sink! 

The stars that lately climbed so high 
Suddenly tumble down the sky, 

Or else are left behind a haze, 

Just blinking where they used to blaze. 


Take Mary. Only yest erday 

The Wonder of the F ‘ilmy W ay— 
No two opinions seemed to vary 
About the magnitude of Mary 
No rival orb made such a shine— 
And now she 's classed as No. Y. 


With a front like Mars, 
Unmoved among the movie stars, 

The hat that crowned his kingly brow | 
Once broke the hearts of men—and now 
The light of stache is dim; 
Right ‘heroes stand ahead of him. 


' 
nis it 


Or Dovanas. Where, oh where is he, 

The pride of that old galaxy, 

Whose beauty, even dulled by paint, 

W ould make the toughest bosom faint ? 

L’ve scanned The Times, and 
fall! 


, ry 
lt aoesn & mention 


what a 
1] 
Dove at all. 


I'm glad that I have never been 


Anxious to shine upon the screen, 


Although I feel I’y the art 

ce part, 

And in a “lane. up” I should guess 
My face would have a huge success. 


; 
e got 


Rash climbers, flung from Heaven’s 
door, 

Fall further and it hurts them more; 

So, though I have a natural bent 

To seale the angelic firmament, 


I stick to earth—far safer, this 
And give Los Angeles a miss. O.8S 


WHEN A MAN’S FORTY. 


“Goon heavens!" I exclaimed, laying 
down the evening paper. 


Suzanne, who was deep in a treatise 


\ eyeing me with a calculating glance, 
on Auto-Suggestion, languidly raised|“I’ye often told you that you're ac- | 
i cs nial | , : : ; 
her eyes. | quiring a well-nourished look in a certain 

“Very well,” s e sighed, “ go on. region of your anatomy. You’re not so 


I went on. 

“« Listen to this: 
to his home in Shepherd’s Green last 
night, Mr. Edward Kenneth 
partner in the firm of 
Johnson, metal-brok 
by robbers and 


Johnson, 
Bywater 
ers, Was 
severely 
aged man, Mr.. 


+ - we ! 
though a middle- Johnson | 


managed to hold his aseail ants at bay han thirty 


‘While proceeding | 1 


and | 
attacked | 


handled. Al- | 
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a? W hy, he was at sihacl wit | 
me.” 

“How unfortunate 
attacked, I] mean. 
much hurt 

“No; 
I insisted. 

“All right,” said 
touch of impatience. 
fortunate, as I said, 
you should 
of it. 
years 


for him 
I do hope he wasn't 


Suzanne 
‘It’s very 
but I don’t see why 


him for 
‘ve been married.’ 


You ean't have seen 
not since we 





and I were always in thes 
vere practically the same age; and they 
| talk about him as a middle-aged man ! 
| There was a tremor in my voice tha 
| 
| 


| “But you don’t follow me. ‘E. K.’ 
| 
| 
j 


| evidently touched Su: 
“Tse 6,” she said, looking at 
| ously but not unkindly. 
dering, then, if 

‘That ’s | 
j would you 
middle age d? 


anne, 

me curi- 

“You're won- 

you - 

just it,” I said. 
-would 


people call Mie 
‘Tha depends on whether you tal 
calle cali ornot. Ifthe allotted 
yan is nd-ten, then you 
middle-aged when you were 


| 


 s] threescore-a 
| became 
| let me see” 
| Suzanne did 
| exercises—* when you were thirty-five.’ 
‘In that case,” I rejoined, “on you 
next birthday you too will——” 
Stop!” cried Suzanne. “ How dare 
you? It only says that man’s allotted 
span is seventy. Woman has no age 
limit and therefore can’t possibly eve: 
become middle-aged. 
| vou no longer cared for me. But eight 
brief years have passed since you brut- 
| ally took me from a kind home and mar- 
i ried me, } 
| being middle-aged. Oh, cru-el, cru-el! 
* But it was you who introduced this 


| protested. 


“ Anyhow 


v e'll leave y 





jout of it. I am, I openly admit, jus 

on forty.” 

‘Just over f rty, corrected Suzanne 

| ery well, if you must be so pedan- 
tic accurate, a few months ove 

forty. Supposing I got into the papers, | 


XX , ] ] ] 
would they dese: 


wed man % 


‘Well, you know,” replied Suzanne, 


| bad in the 
Lis n 


| you do ra 


suinmel 
osteven in 


. butduring the wint ter 
ther ten nd to angean & pau—a 


portiiness of carriage, let us say. 
“ But seriously, would p ‘ople ¢ all me | «: 
middle-aged ? Do I look forty ‘ 
“No, rling,’ replied my wife 


ok a day more 


with your hat on.’ 


‘ } %~ | 
youaonti 


| promptly ; 
t -hine- 


being 


but he was at school with me,” 


with a 
un- 


make such a personal affair | 


ame class; we 


“Suzanne, 


there was a pause while 
some complicated finger 


But there, 1 knew | 


and now you taunt me with | 


arithmetical note into the discussion,” | 


ibe me as a middle- | 


, When you play ten- | 


[May 10, 1929, 


“ What do you mean—with my hat 
on? ( 
“ Well, of course your hair is getting 
a weeny bit thin on top, isn’t it?” 7 
“Pooh! That merely comes 
wearing these dented hats. My barber 
chap tells me that if I'd oly 
his high- frequency massage for 
months— . 
| “And fork out seven-and-six 
equal high- frequene y: No, 
Percival, all these treatn ent 
useless when things have 


hre Cc 


with 
my 
are quite 
reached a 


no, 


certain stage. 


‘Things have not reached a cer- 


irom 


try | 
= 


tain stage!” I declared indignantly. | 
“Everybody remarks how thick and 
curly ny hair is,” 
“+ Curly-locks, curly-locks, will i be min 
When voun've none left at all, | think 
u divine 
inurmured Suzanne as she perched her- | 


self on the arm of my chai 


ind sooth- 
ingly I 


‘bacl K OL my head. 
[ gave myself up to the sensual enjoy- 
ment of the moment. 

“You must admit all the same,” ] 
resumed after a pause, “that I’m a 
very sprightly forty. In n an} 
I feel younger than “when I first wooed 
and won you. I can play tennis just 
as hard as ever, and punt all day 

‘But not dance all night 
one of the earliest Symptoms of you 
complaint.” 

‘Well, I certainly do like to get to 
bed at a reasonable hour,” I admitt ed, | 
‘One arrives at years of discretion 
when one’s forty. Hheu 

* Darling, you have a cold!” cried 
Suzanne. ‘I’m sure you’re going to 
dey elop complications; you're just at 
the right age for them. Ob, what will 
become of me if, after a fleeting taste of 
matrimony, you leave me a wid 
the custody of the childrer 
the insurance money to do it on? 
or this you soldiered th » shoulde 


scratched the 


w wilh 
} ] 
and ony 


1+ ¢ 


you shouldered the sebdien’ s pack, only | 


to succumb to 
tions?” 
‘I haven't got a cold,” I replied. 
‘But you sneezed just now.” 


“Nothing of t I wa 


? 
peace-t ime compuca- 


he sort. S merely 


ubout to bewail in orthodox fashion the | 


lapse of the fugitive years. And now 
I must go and catch the last post.’ 
The last post—that sounds strangely 
ominous. I wonder... have I one 
leg nnety in the grave, or is Suzanne 
mere! y pulling it it 2 
i ©The bungalow al become a | the 
igrave—a silence broken o1 ly bv tl shrill 
ream of a lizard in the ataps and the occa- 
ral me wing of a cat that r a rafters 
1 ciple -- Ma é. 
te ur cat will be glad of this w rinkle ; 


she has always 1 the orthodox 


“silent stealth 


adopted 
” method. 
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EXILED. 


{Many ex-meml} 

Mi x-mem bers ) . I 

eet ca ts coe 0 A the Royal Irish Constabulary are paying for their lovalty by exile from their homes under threat of 

; ; ; ‘h , ; ’ ymies unde re 

families to any pl te * en The British Government are undertaking the removal-expenses of married men and hele I! 

time as — a 1 Great Britain or Ulster, and providing them with assistance in finding suitable acco on u | 
as they can safely return to their homes or settle elsewhere. ity Re 
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ECHOES OF THE GREAT 


A TRACEDY WITHOUT WORDS. 

Ar the War Office there is a room 
that is known only 
most trusted guides. 
ever heard of it. 


| 


to the oldest and | 

No civilian has 
No soldier beneath 
the rank of Major-General has been | 
inside it. Once, during the War, a| 
temporary-captain, who had been lost | 
in the building for two days, knocked at | 
the door by accident and got bali-wesy' 
through. He is now a nervous wreck | 
and cannot speak of what he saw. This 
room, and I expect to be sent to the 
Tower for telling you, is the Inner 
Sanctum of the Immensely Great One 
With Spurs. 

Here lately he was closeted with | 
three of the Awful Ones whose brows | 
are bound with brass. 


He was speak- | 
ing. 


By the window a less Awful One 
was muffling the singing kettle with 
his handkerchief lest a single syllable 
of his chief's discourse might be lost. | 
A tank ambled inconspicuously up| 
and down the street. Two Lewis guns 


|habits of speech and what not 


2) 
i 
, 


el 


a 4 
st 
a 


ly 


“yf 
» “A? 
f 
{ 2S ~ 


vill |! 


\f 
‘ 





us a lead that we oughtn’t to disregar 
Nothing like the inculcation of polite- 


ness. What say you, Boko?” 
‘he Awful One who had been ad- 
dressed shrugged bis shoulders. “Can't 


say I like taking a tip from the Admir- 
alty, Sir. 
Great 

on 
smile, if 


it could be ante-dated six months 


jand everyone would think that we had 


ithe 


idea first.”’ 
Six innocent eyes regarded him ad- 
miringly. . ‘ By Jove, Sir, splendid!” 
“ Not a bit of it,” said the Immensely 
Great One. “Is that agreed, then? 
Good! And now for some tea.”” Where- 
upon the less Awful One, who had kept 
his eyes reverentially lowered, 
muffled the singing kettle. 


Lieutenant-Colonel Horatio Despard 


_ peculiarity of temper, and so on, as|head. It had been a 
|@ reason for retirement, intemperate | Room and for one moment h¢ 
gives | 


But the idea seems sound.” 
“Of course,’ went on the Immensely | 
One, and he smiled his famous 
f we decide to publish a similar 


un- | 


— 





4 











SKIRT CONTROVERSY.~ I. 


Tailor. “I THINK I SHOULD HAVE THE SKIRT JUST A LEETLE LONGER, Sin.” 


ng Orderly 
| thought 
}his command of languag id failed 
| him. Hisreputation for invective, which 
dated from the South Afi War, when 
|as a Subaltern he had captured a kopje 
| with a curse that prostrated its garri- 
ison, was world-wide; but 

|had been feeling his age and 
|ally hesitated for a word. 

| «Well, Browne,” he said, turning a 
| Adjutant, “ did it | 


utterly he | 
oceasion- 


little anxiously to his 
go off all right?” 

“ Rather, Sir,” replied Broy 
think the men enjoyed it as much as | 
I did. But there’s that new Army} 

| Order under which one can be retired | 
for swearing. Don’t you think you} 
ought to be careful, Sir? 

“Nonsense, my boy, nonsenst 

are no spies here. 


Aadyu 


cne. “I} 
! 
| 
i 
| 





{ There | 


i haven’t | 


Bes! le> \ 


| heard me swear yet.” 
| The Adjutant coughed gent! 
| “Now when I was in Burma——} 
Hullo, who the deuce- i 


Behind a monocle there entered a} 


guarded the passage, and an aeroplane | Cursior, D.S.O., Oflicier of the Legion | languid young man whose glittering 


hovered over the building. 


| 


| of Honour, frequently mentioned in des- 


| appearance must have been reflected in 


‘ > ~ % 30 ft | ° P _ : - 
“T think,” said the Immensely Great | patches and five times wounded, sank|the Axe when it was raised over the | 


One, “that this stunt of the Admiralty’s ! 


back in hi 


s chair and mopped his fore-! Army. He flicked a glove to the peak 
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¢ 


Hostess, *“*So you HAD 


Guest. ** WELL, WE PLANNED A SPLENDID TRIP—PaRIS, CANNES 
WE HAD TO MODIFY ITA LITTLE. YOU SEE, 


VIENNA AND DOWN THE RHINE, HOME. Ber w 


f his cap in salutation. He was a 
Staff-Captain. 

“ Morning, Colonel,” he said, and the 
Adjutant felt tired as soon as he spoke, 
“Fearful predicament. Car broken down 
wing to incompetent ass of chauffeur. 
May I crave the hospitality of your 
mess for luncheon? I’m used to rough- 
ing it.” 

He sat down on the edge of the 
Colonel’s table, dislodging a mass of 
papers that slid in glorious confusion 
on to the floor, and took out his cigar- 


ette case. The Orderly Sergeant made | 


a hasty retreat, shut the door behind 


_ him and assumed an attitude of prayer 


} on the verandah. 
| his pen in both hands, set his teeth 


The clerk gripped 


and gazed straight in front of him. 
“Have one?” said the Staff Officer 
nonchalantly. ‘No? I suppose you 
smoke nothing but gaspers. These are 
Turks — rather good. Perhaps you 
wouldn't appreciate them.” 
He fumbled for a match and struck 


| 1f on the Colonel’s ink-stand. 


_ The clerk quietly fainted. The Ad- 
jutant crossed his legs and kicked him- 
self on the shins with one spur to make 
sure that he was awake. He swallowed 
rapidly at the sudden pain and glanced 












atthe Colonel. The sight bereft him of 





A GOOD HOLIDAY. WHERE 








lm ition. Can icine the KarIsEr’s 
| expression if a sentry at Potsdam, in 
| the days wl en Emperors were Em- 
|perors, had dug him in t 

ithe butt of his rifle and then poked 


out his tong 


ie? Can you imagine how 
| Trorsky would look if a bourgeois were 
ito spe ak to him familiarly ? Either of 
|these images would convey but a Taint 
jidea of Lieut.-Colonel Cursior, D.S.O., 


: 
y 
l 










}in his speechless ago 
| Well, Colonel,” said the Staff Officer, 
|‘*shall we push off? You're going to 
give me a quick bracer before lunch, 
aren't you?” He looked round for an 
ash-tray, found none and flicked his 
cigarette over the Colonel's boots. 

The Colonel's eyes were blood-shot. 
His jaws moved spasmodically. A but- 
ton flew off his tunic and pinged against 
the farther wall. He was trying to 
speak—oh, yes, he was trying. That 
was the tragedy of it. But the un- 
paralleled enormity of this situation 
found him, for the first time in his life, 
absolutely at a loss for words. 

Then the Staff Officer rose briskly to 
lhis feet. “I’m very sorry to have 
'troubled you, Sir,” he said. “I hate 
this work, but it’s my job. I’m from 
the War Office. We had a bad report 
hout your rudeness to your subor- 
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, Frorence, Rome, C 
4 MY WIFE JIBBED AT THE 


1e ribs with | 








ACK THROUGH CONSTANTINOPLE, 
CHANNEL CROSSING.” 


ATRO, AND B 


| dinates, your swearing and intemperate 
er 

4 ] 

; yOu. But I’ve pre 

bevond h 

es ’ 

j} haven t sai 


abits ol speet 
+ 


iman endurance and 
la word. 
| pleasure in assuring them that the re- 


| port is entirely unfounded. Good morn 
ing, Sir.” And he jingled out. 


you 


quarters and put him to bed. 
there raving for two days. On 
utant to his side. 

‘Browne,” he whispered, “ they ’ve 
broken me. I can't carry on. I shall 
send in my papers. 
ever. That—that—you know—he said 
he'd tell the War Oflice that the report 
about me was unfounded.” 


} 
J 


One of Sir J. M. Barrte’s military 
admirers writes to say that he pre- 
sumes ‘“‘ McConnachie” Is the “rational” 
part of him. 

“Tt is said that checking by radio with time 
clocks has shown that Australia’s position on 
|the map is wrong by 00 yards. So far this 
| does not seem to have caused any consterna- 


’ 


| Som in Australia.”—Daily Paper. 





i It takes much more than this to shake 
jan Australian’s nerve. 


voKed you almost | 


I’m disgraced for | 


‘h. I was sent to test | 


[ shall have much | 


They carried Colonel Cursior to his | 
He lay | 
the 


} 


morning of the third he called the Ad- j 
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| WEST HAM AND HELICON, 
| Ill. 
Tue following three entries, if not by the same hand, are 


evidently the work of the same School, that of Miss Kprru 
Sirwe.u and the writers of Wheels. Only one of these poems 
seems to say anything very much about West Ham, but 
they all say so much about so many other things that I do 
not think we ought to complain. A tendency appears to 
have developed in this School to imitate the Jazz poetry of 
Mr. Vacnen Lianpsay, with, I think, most pleasing results. 
I like the third the best. The points that puzzle me most 
about this School are the frequent references to monkeys, 


LONDON 


CHARIVARL [May 


111.—Onbr. 
When 


Dan Mephistopheles cursed at his coffee-lee 


Down in Gehenna— 


He swore they were senna 


(But the barmaid eried, ‘Go hon’ 
\nrrep Lord Tennyson, eating cold venison, 
Granting his benison, roared to each denize 


Rat-faced professor and don, 
That the inquisitorial Albert Memorial 


(Madam Queen Venus uplifted on horsehair, 


where was the corsair? 


~ 


yg K 


D, 


but 


To shake the fagado On the rim of the hippopotamus sky 
Of the stout riverado, Where the nightingale (stuffed) lets her singing die 
| And ie Are we. Tone 

Simpering simian viziers stare 
Through the zebraed gloom in the thick furred air | 
Of the blue bandanaed, THE WAY OF A WOMAN. 

Unzenanaed Here was tragedy. 

Come-away-and-let 's-get-a-ripe-bananaed Cecilia, who as well as being my sister is of course the 

Bt rand. mother of Christopher, sat with me in front of the fire. Her 

Canned chin rested on her hands and she gazed unhappily at the 

Peaches ave sold and peppermint- ta flames. I smoked and watched her. Upstairs Christopher 

But the West Ham motor-bus never stops. lay in his bed, presuined sleeping, but much more yr hably 

Don Magnifico down in hell thinking of his great adventure. ; 

Dances the shimmy-shake really well ‘Alan,” said Cecilia at last, kee ‘ping hei eyes on the fire, 

Te-he, tittering, sighs Mamzelle ‘you don't think John is making a m stake, vou?” 

To the bland | John, of course, is Christopher's father. 

Titanesque, picaresque | “Of course not,” I said, smiling. 

Young clerk from the desk But be’s so voung.’ 

Where the light creaks soft under rose-petalled | ‘John?” I queried, lifting my eyebrows 

trellises ee | ‘Don't be a fool, Alan,” said Cecilia impatient (,ood- 

Bought it for ninepence at Simpson and Ellis’s. | ness knows I don’t want to play the fond mother, but eight 

é Ain't the band | years old—he seems to me to be terribly young to! e thrown 

Sumfin’ grand ? | into the midst of public-school life. Why, he only a 

, | | baby.” | 

ee ee ne a | “My dear girl,” I said soothingly, he’s only going toa 

The fluted plasters OF the sky | prep. school. He’s just going to start enjoying 

Come off in long grey strips to try “ Start ?"’ she queried sha ply. “ Do you sugg st he isn’t | 

And snare the clockwork birds like fish | happy at — . 

(Fat carp with feathers). No winds swish ? ‘Of course he is,” I laughed ; “ but not half so happy as 

Our faces, fleering under hats wie : “ — os . ere Te , 

a cai Miniece Ociin. Winstead Wists . on t believe it,” said Ceeilhia With det nation. 

As we wa —— a He'll be miserable; I know he will. 

Long lines of lamp-posts tulip-stark I laughed. 

Wave beards of light that flap the dark. | “And there’s nothing to laugh at in it eith« she went 

ae ae jon, standing up. ‘“ You 're—you're cruel.’’ And she hur- 

Yet were we two alone, I know, ee aah eee oS : 

[ heard Christopher singing vigorously as he got up the 

On Wanstead Flats, unfurred by fear, | following morning. John and he were to set off on the 

With no wood carved policeman near, | great adventure about eleven o’clock. All through breakfast 

Mamzelle would break away from me j be kept 5 Gackt ppreneant ac and high output of cheerfulness. 

And elimb these tall posts ginge rly fos ‘kta I found ourselves together for a moment o alter 

;Hreauakhiiasc, 

And seize the tender gas-flame buds } « Well, you're a lucky chap,” I said; “ you ‘re going to 

And bite them off and chew their cuds. | have a first-rate time.” ; 

As cows digest fruit-hairy Springs Yes, aven't 1?” said Christopher, and then his face 
| Mamselle does moat peculiar things. caked. straightened. “Do you think I am—really?” be 
| USAC 
*1T think this means the Thames Embankment. I don't know | : “Of course you are,” | laughed. “Why, after about two 
what any of the means days you'll have your own pals; you "ll be starting cricket 


the Infernal regions and to somebody 
But I suppose it is some kind of complex. 


].—THRENODY. 
Rhinoceros-glum 
The tramears come 


With a quick bastinado 


called Mamzelle. 


Why, ruling the waves of a pantomime sea 

Was gone. 
Break, break, 
But free, 
And wholly audacious 
And quite contumacious 

And squirting some pomegranate juice in the eye 

Of Methuselah’s ape as it fox-trots by 


break ; 
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ROYAL ACADEMY-—FIRST DEPRESSIONS. 
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iG} : Litt. JUPITER REFUSES TO 
BE FED ON BLANK’s PAText 
Ine Rorren Srance. , . Fa niin 
Poop ror INFANTS. ‘“MuMMY, WHEN I GROW UP MAY 
I co to Tuer Caré Rovat too?” 
ra 
pie . 
| 22 fh, af 
| GEM Oe 
| 7) i 


Ma 
> | i, 
~3 4 , : , - 
| Ae thy, ge tp j pee" ’ Lie Woi t (guoling the tille of tu 
} ral = Ube ee , R picture). “Wry?” 
\ THIN TIME AT THE SEASIDE, The Cat. “Wray, INnDERD 





Gor "EM ALL “On, STANLEY, ON 


A NEW INDUSTRY FOR WOMEN, A PUPIL ON A LEOPARD PARM IN SUSSEX. 
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you might even play for the 
you're not bad, you know.’ 
* Do you think I might? 

“ With a bit of luck,” 
cheer your mother up. 
Women, you know 

tather,”’ said Christopher. 
| then looked up at me all smiles. 
* r 
Cecilia and I came back into the house. 
“He was very cheerful, wasn't 
high voice. 
“ Rather, the good old chap,” I said. 
Cecilia paused for a moment. 

“Do you do you think he didn’t 
asked. ‘Do you ‘think he didn’t 
held her hands tragic ally. 

“Bless my soul,” I answered, 
“what does the woman want ? 
You weep when you think the 
boy ’s miserable, and you flood 
the place with tears when you 
think he ’s happy. Of course 
he minded, Couldn't 
you see he was trying to make it | 


school you're h 


” he asked, his face 
I said. 
She doesn’t like saying 


shining. 


he?” said Cecilia in 


) 


mind 


mind les aving me : 


going 


my dear. 


easy for you?” | 

“J knew he \ as,’ she eried 
“he didn’t want to gO It’s 
it’s a shame, it’s cruel,’ 

I sighed heavily and lit a pipe 

Four days later John brought | 
in the evening post. He looked 
at Ceciha and put his hands 
be hind his back 

‘There's a letter for you,” he 
bald, ‘« from- 

— vere, Where? Give it t 
me,” gas ped Cecilia. ‘Qh, 


1 ” 


pu ase. j 
John laughed and handed het 
the letter. 
Cecilia sat down by the fire 
and openedit. She g urgled and 
laughed and hugged ‘h erself and | 
gurgledagain. After six or seven | 


don’t tease, John, 





minutes of this Johnand I grew} ... ‘D 
restless. ec ~ 
‘Has he writter book or what?” asked John. ‘ Le 
| me » have a look.” 
‘Wait a minute,’ said Cecilia, still ; gurg] ing deliciously 
‘Hi ang it all,’ Lid John, ‘I’m the boy s father. Have 
| a heart, Cecilia, o1 rl burst into tears.”’ 
‘There you are, dear,”” said Cecilia, and gave him the 


Lethe. 

I tried to look over his shoulder. 
“Go away,’ he 
not the boy's father; 

you—you uncle 
I sighed despairingly. 
They took no notice. 
At last I got the letter :— 
“ My pear Morner,—lIt’s fine here. Ti 


— fiercely ; ‘you 
youl 


wait; 


you 
not even his moth er, 


‘Oh, lord 


sah _ 
. Lhese parents, 


e chaps are fine. 


Dale, he is my friend, is coming home with me at mid 
term, you don't mind do you. He’s fine. The masters | 


are funny, one 
a sparow, 
| that yet. It’s because they burn things and make smells 
You don’t mind do you. All the chaps say it. Only 


says, ho boy you've no more bi 
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icky ; 


) 


“T say, Christopher, try t 
Good-bye. | 


He swallowed hard and 


af Happy as a lark.” 


ese She 





re 


Go away, 


I said. 


anes than 
We say stinks for one lesson but I don’t do| 
° | 
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weeks and I 'Ilbe home. I'll give you a huge hug but don't 
let Dale see because the chaps don’ tdothat Sa thes re vanelieal 
Love to Dad and to you dear, 

Your loving son, 


Man 
(CHRISTOPHER), 


NING 


xxxx for you.” 


“Isn't he splendid?” said Cecilia, with shining 
‘Well, he certainly doesn’t seem to be very ; 
[ said, handing her the letter. : 

“ Miserable!’’ roared John; “ Christoph r mis¢ 
What on earth does the man mean?’ 
| ‘Christopher wouldn't be misei 
proudly ‘ “he’s too much of a man. 

where; wouldn’t he, John?” 
| * Well,” I began reproachfully, “ of all 
“You don't know Christ 


eves, 


ry. 
PTavLe, 





rab] le! 


re Sal | 


Cecilia 
He'd get o1 


well any- 


ypher us We do,” 
| Cecilia ; 
«Bah! said John 
talk to him. Christopl 
Well, I ask y 


errupted | 
‘John and ‘ 
‘don't 

er mis- 
erable! , 


‘1 know, dear, | Cecilia: 
(lan doesn’t understand,” 
| sighed h “~avily na Pp ked 
| | the fire 
EQUANICS 

(Being a Nightmare, result 
of a course of ke tition, fol- 
lowed by attendance at a serie 


of Lectures on Me 1¢8) 

L LEAPED into the 
switched the « ne on 

The armature was pricking 


up its ears; 


[ heard a pastern mi rand | 

knew a plug had gone, 
And there wer ens ol 

landers in the 
II saw that trache y had | 
| spoiled the bus’ throat; 
| The girths around the cylin- 
ders were thin 
|} And one (the off-hind) fetlock | 


had a puncture in its float, 

| 

j And that had done the car- 
| burettor 


J. DOw) 22 


SNOBBY | 


in. 


I thought I heard a 
town, 
I knew that it wa 


’ . . 
knocking as IJ trotted f ougn t 


s nothing very much 
Just a brace of sooted withers, so I quickly took tl 
down 


(nd put 


another snaffle on the clutch. 


And when I reached the garage they informed me thi 
the roan 
Had cast a differential on the way ; 
And I must get a surcingle and fix it up alone 
And then they bought my tea up on a tray 








ForD IN 





“iewry $11,000,000 Surr.”—West Indian ‘ene 
| We doubt if it will go well with his cheap id e 
| 





| 
From a law-report : 
Up to the time of his demobilisation in 1919 she received | 
allowance, but since had received nothing.’’—Provincial Lape) 


| What Worpswortn would have called “ the lore of nicely- 
a few | 


calculated less.” 
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WHAT TO DO WITH OUR FATHERS. 

As the result of careful inquiries Mr. 
Punch is able to present the following | 
valuable expressions of opinion collected 
fromanumber of leading representatives 
of modern thought. 

The Princess Pipisquico writes from 
Salt Lake City: “‘ We have only our- 
selves to blame if we do not employ 
drastic measures to end the unfair eom- 
petition of our elders, 

“ Victorian parents had at least this 
' saving grace, that they retired to the 
| sofa and the shelf by the time they 
were forty. Nowadays we are con- 
fronted by the distressing spectacle of 
matrons of fifty and more invading the 
preserves of youth, whetherin theregion 
of sport, pastime, letters or art.” 

Mr. Elzevir Muxley, the famous poet 
| and short-story writer, is equally severe 
in his comments on the intrusions of 
old age; but he admits its uses as sub- 
| ject-matter for the romantic vivisector. 
| “The vagaries of the senile heart form 
| the best theme for satirie portraiture. 
| Aged people, viewed aright, are never 
| venerable, but almost always grue- 
some or grotesque. In my forthcoming 
volume, Satyrs and Struldbrugs, I have 
| endeavoured to illustrate these aspects 

of longevity, crudely treated by Swir1 
| two hundred years ago. In Jrrrreys’ 
| phrase, they titillate me voluptuously. 
} 


a 








It is not necessary to pole-axe our par- 
ents. They serve their purpose better if 
allowed to survive in the special limbo | 
prepared for them by their considerate | 
children.”’ 

Dr. Herbert Felis writes: “ I can see | 
/no hope for England until the pass 
ing of the generation which deified the | 
Hanoverian fetish. But as a convinced 
humanitarian I shrink from accelerating | 








‘ 
7 








the process by rudely interfering with | A BOON TO BUSY MEN. 

| the course of nature. I have therefore | Trained Pavrot. “Every DAY AND IN EVERY WAY YOU AR I 
drafted a brief Memorandum of some| AXD BETTER. EveERY pay AND IN EVERY Way. . .” (and so on ad inginif 

hundred thousand words, which I am | ————_— - Ssannad lallcuaniienianaiaaiaian aaa iaiaamindaalaiemmndimaiaataana 
presenting to the League of Nations, | not begin to live without parents.’ The| the Duke, said, ‘John, hand the cake.’ 


and in which I suggest that all persons past is strewn with nobleness. What}O magical memories from the mael- 
now living who were born before the| boots it for us to strain towards the|stroem of the past! Though I have 
year 1866—I need not explain the para- | blossoms of the Spring ere we have | lived into days of turmoil and disquiet, 
mount necessity for choosing that date | gathered of the harvest of the Autamn?|I can at least solace myself with the 
—should, in the best interests of civilisa-| 1 confess that I felt it painful beyond | reflection that never have I failed to 
tion, be requested to exercise the privi- words to hear my friend Lord Rowton lshow reverence to rank or to pay | 
lege of self-extermination at the earliest |allude to Lord BeaconsPiELD as ‘ dear tremulous homage even to the imbect- | 
possible date.” lold Dizzy.’ Respect for age 1s the|lities of eminence. Only those who 
Sir Gilbart Hampden, the illustrious | antiseptic of society. Life's rubbish | are born in the purple can weave the | 
publicist and author of Divinities that | rots away; its diamonds are deathless. | pul ple patches into tl 
I have Dined with, pleads eloquently I can only recall but one spasm similar life.” 
for the maintenance of filial piety. He| to that which Lord Rowron’s painful) ay, popular picture of the Chancellor of 
says “Gratitude is the gold of the gods; | familiarity caused me, and that Was) ine Exchequer preparing his budget is quite 
the gracious blossom of the beautiful | when I heard the late Duchess ol AX-| wrong. Practically all the work is done for 
soul. At a small dinner-party given by | minster address her husband, a Cabinet | med ce ir -_ hi on -" 
the Duke and Duchess of Brentford, | Minister as well as a Duke, as ‘John. | onthe *siieatam Pena oS ° 
the Duchess said something which I |The first time I heard it I nearly ; ; 
have always remembered: ‘ Parents can | fainted. I was the only visitor at the) A nd that is why your income-tax is 
live without children ; but children can-|tea-table, and the Duchess, turning to! still five shillings in the £. 


tay sti of 









































i 
q 
7 
Hi & 
a 
o3 
aa 
ta } 
j tod 
: - 
ti 
pay 
' BY 
' 4 
ny 
% 
; 
i 
‘ee 
ie 
4 
% 
i 
, : 
7 : 
j : 
1 
a 
: 
Hi 
; oe 
4 
) 
} t 
£ ry 
; P 
; t 
1 
; 
7 
| 
A 
} 
i 
| 
' q 
Ww ; 
7 : 
i 
| z 
it 
We 
iW 
i 
‘|e 
iW 
{ > ‘ 
ii ea 
i 5 
Hh 
7 £ 
Hy 
+) 7? 
Wh 
: i 
ze bi 
| < 
i . = 
eal 
4 # 3 
$ 
tt 
$ 
j ; 
* & 








Wit 
vee 
W f 
bat 
Nee 
ai 
| . 

- 

: 

4 











Hostess (to small boy). “WovuLpn'’? You LIKE TO HAVE YOUR MEAT CUT UP 

ul Boy (very politely). “Ox ) {A ¥( WE OFTEN HAVE MEAT 

ee oe saad |The lune is ab two and as scon as 1 
“TINKER, TAILOR... Seo que 


(A Child's Guide to the Professions.) 


THe GENTLEMAN. 

old . fashioned 

wretchedly paid 

Than any prolession I know, 

For, although the s 
high, 

The demand is undoubtedly low. 


THis trade is more 


ipply is undoubte ay 


The training is hard, the rewards they | 


are few, 


| But this is the duty he loathes 


For you must not suppose he has no- | 


thing to do 


He is constantly changing his clothes 


He rises at ten and is dressed by his} 


men 
In a suitable suit for a stroll, 

In a lavender hat and a spotted cravat, 
With some gloves of a delicate mole. 
But before he knows what he is dusty 

and hot ; 

And his shoes are a positive sight, 
So he has to go home for a brush and 
a comb 
And get 


ready to lunch with 
Knight. 


| 
| 
| 


OR INE LONDON CH 


He retires for a change and a el 
i For you have to take care 
you wear 


If invited to tea with a Dean. 


| For one of the 
'And that, you will say, is the end 


h sd u\ 


| For, though any old hue may be pro] 
for you, 


He is made of a different clay, 


-| And he can’t get a wink on a Thursd: 


in pink, 


And he a 


er can sleep in a grey. 


| 


| his hair 


And his nerve is beginning to crack ; | 
1 On Monday, it 's said, he reposes in red 


| ‘7 ° 

And on Sunday it has to be black. 

But t s always a puzzle to know whic 
is right 


what trousers 


better-class dramas: 


No, no, there are still the ps j mas. 


1 


}Oh, what shall he wear? He is tearing 


Of the hundreds of pairs that are his; 
a| So as often as not on a Saturday night 

1 . - 
| He gets into bed as he is. 


ARIVARI. 


QUITE AS T H AS THIS AT 1 6 
’s!|Then he keeps a large } 
full to excess 

an With dozens and dozer 
For riding and running and ¢ 


chess, 

And, of course 

;,,| And when I reflect how much 
| ‘To dressing just once in a 

I own that I feel a reluctant 
of For a man who can do it 
Never mind 

will 

And state what he does w 


if req ested to v 


still, 
| And that must be rather s 
Ly | 
“| While wherever the flag of « 
land is flown, 


|The name of a Gentleman st 


a stone 


‘| And is good for a fiver at lea 
| But, alas! if he goes in a ship 
States— 

th} Imagine the shame if you cat 


| There happens too often a thi 
he hates: 


\. 


», the app p lal 


He has only to scribble ‘‘ A Gent 


And in various parts of the Dy 


An American calls him A May. 
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. Sir Rovert Horne. ‘DON’T YOU WORRY, OLD CHAP. 
FIVE TONS INSTEAD OF SIX.” 
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MY NEW ROLLER ONLY WEIGHS 


British Worm. “OH, I AM RELIEVED. THANK YOU SO MUCH!” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


Monday, May 1st.—Sir Ropert Horne 


hadag l audience for his first atten pt 

at Sedesk-making. Over = clock was 
Lord Lone ,who has heard all the Cnan- 
CELLORS OF THE ExcHEQUER from GLAD 
STONE downwards: close besi le him 
among the Distinguished Strangers, was 
Sir Ertc Geppss, fresh from st ilking 
noufilon in Corsica as a chat nge from 
9 lodging limpets in Whitehall; and 
1 the Front Opposition Bench was 


Mr. AsQuiTH, never so critical as when 


figures are under discussion. 


What the CHANCELLOR had most to| 
lear, however, was not criticism but| 
| disappointment. For weeks past the 
newspapers had been forecasting hi 


proposals with a confidence that seemed 
to be based upon knowledge. A shilling 
income-tax, sor nething off tea, 


| and a diminution in postal rates had 
| been so clamoured for by those organs 


| which specialize in urging measures | 
which they know to be already intended, 


that there was little doubt that Down- | 
ing Street had once again slopped over | 
into Fleet Street. 

After a very brief exordium describ- | 
ing the financial results of last year | 


(amazingly good considering the disas-! 
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trous Coai-stoppace that pat uVvsed in- 
dustry for aw » quarter) the CHAN 
CELLOR plunged into a consideration of 
the prospects for the current twelve- 
month. Thanks to« ful pruning the 
estimates had been cut down by over 
200 n ns, “ Youcan’t do everything 
at one blow, even with an axe,” he re- 
ea : 7 : 
minded the House, glancing up at the 
; . 8, Bn 
smiling Sir Ertc in the Gallery. The 
: ; ase 
estimated surplus was {6 millions. 
That looked healthy enough, save that 


no allowance was made for repayment 


of debt 


And very soon it appeared that 
allow ance was intended. <A few minor 
concessions to agriculturists and others, 
and an all-round reduction of postal 
rates to the pre-KeLLaway standard, 
swept ol ff ei 
Wh 
Trade was reviving, but 
Th ie best st 


ut 
Wy 


1at should he do with the remainder? 


encouragement. 
had decided—sponte sua, a not at 


he biddi ng of the newspapers—was to 


he remainder of his surplus he took 
ou — off tea and made correspond- 


ing reductions in coffee and cocoa. 
Like those innocent beverages the 
Budget might be described as cheering 


but not mi a ating. 





ho | 


ght millions of his surplus. | 


ne ede da little} 
imulus, he j ¢ 


ing off the income-tax. With | 


the CHANCELLOR 
‘Inthe 
ywn the 


terseness 


matter of rhetoric he has sl 


inbred and ine ble frugality of his 
countrymen "’—came from Mr. AsquiTH. 
But that was the end of his praise. 


rhe proposal to — the Sinking 


j Ih und shocked his financi ial conscience. 
The Government had no right to remit 
t axati yn. ee were in fact inviting 
ithe House to join in a great samba 
| which in bis opinion would not come 


‘ 
the most ag- 


) Wee Free = 


off. The conclusic 
igressive speech that 
leader has delivered for many a long 
day was that the Budget was the out- 
|come of “ hasty, precipitate, provisional 
i views. 

Mr. CLYNES Was m1 


j ich less censorious. 


irebuke him for ey the shilling off 


the income-tax. No Labour speech on 
finance is ¢ complete without its Kine 


/C HARLEsS's head, and he insisted once 
| again upon the necessity of “ a gradu- 
| ated levy upon ace umulated wealth.’ 
Tuesday, May 2nd—The Home 
| iene RETARBY announced that £50,000 a 


cap to business, was not disposed to | 


He congratulated the CHANCELLOR on 
| the reduction of the tea-duty and, ad- 
| mitting that high taxation was a handi- 


yore would be saved by a substantial | 
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reduction in the boot-allowance of the 
Metropolitan police, but omitted. to 
specify whether the reduction was jus- 
tified by a fallin prices or a diminution 
in the acreage. 

Judging by the results the persons who 
authorised the Government investment 
in the British Cellulose Company must 
have omitted the obvious precaution, 
which any schoolboy would have warned 


them to take, “ When you ask for | 


cellulose see that they cellulose.” 

The debate on the Budget was re 
sumed by Sir Doxnatp Macreay, who 
for the most part. vepeated (at con 





A DISTINGUISHED STRANGEK 


Sin Eric Gepprs. 


siderably greater length) what Mr. 
Asquiri had said the day before, but 


discovered on his own account a strange | 


diserepancy between the Government's 
claim to have reduced the National 
Debt by 300 millions and the official 
figures showing that it had actually 
increased during the peace-era. 


Mr. Bonar Law came to the rescue | 


of his late colleagues, and thought they 


were Wise iu not trying to pay off debt | 


during aslump. He urged them, how 


ever, not to slacken in the use of the! 
axe, and actually suggested, to the} 


horror of Lieut.-Commander Kevn- 
worTHY, that the Navy would be a 
suitable subject for its exercise. 
Wednesday, May 3rd,—Lord Goren 
moved the Second Reading of the Mer- 


| chandise Marks Bill. It is designed as 


an improvement upon the Act of 1887, 
the measure which introduced the 
phrase “made in Germany” into om 
midst, and, in the opinion of some poli 
tical theorists, first revealed to the great 
mass of the British public the idea that 
we had a potential enemy on the other 
side of the North Sea. 
full of loopholes. Under it the foreign 
manufacturer could and did disguise 
his products by the use of British names 


That Act was | 


and emblems. The patriotic housewife 
was always being taken in by domestic 
utensils described as “* Union Jack”’ or 
“ Britannia,’ and, worse still, the African 
native, who could buy no gun that was 
not marked with the “ broad arrow,” 
would find too late, when his weapon 
had burst on him, that the mark was 
a fake. Now, if Parliament approves, 
some ol these loopholes are to be closed. 

The new Order in Council enabling 
ithe Board of Admiralty to retive Naval 
| officers “for peculiarity of temper o1 
| other defect. not amounting to miscon- 
| duet” naturally aroused much criticism 
| among the Naval Brizade in the House. 
jie was felt that if this Order had been 





in foree before the War the Service 
might have been deprived prematurely 
of many a valuable oflicer—almost cer 
tainly of the distinguished commander 
who enjoyed the sobriquet of “ Lord 
| Damietta,” and possibly of Lord Fisher 
|himself. Under such a ukase few, I 
fear, of the Admirals depicted by Mr. 
BATEMAN Would ever have reached their 
jexalted rank 

It might have been supposed that Sin 
}Cuartes TowNsHEND had had enough 
lof the Turks—at Kut and afterwards 
| to last him the rest of his life. But, 
| believing that he can do his country 
some further service as a mediator, he 
;wants to go back to Constantinople 
jand is naturally indignant because the 
| ForeiGn Secrerary has refused him a 
passport Lt.-Commander Kenwortruy 
|was allowed to go to Genoa and talk 
ito the Bolshevists; why should he be 
forbidden to bring his influence to beat 
upon Mustarwa Keman? Mr. Cuam- 


' 





j 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 








| THE OLD CRUSADER, 
Sir Cuartes Townsuenn, “Can anynopy 
| TELL ME why | AM INTERNED?” 


{May 19, 1999. 
BERLAIN ingeniously but vainly endeay. | 
oured to persuade him that the refusal 
was really a compliment to his import- 
ance. The Member for Central Hull 
could go where he liked and nobody 
marked him. But Sir Cuaries Towns. 
HEND's reputation in Turkey was such 
that his visit might be misi: terpreted, 
and embarrass rather than facilitate the 
negotiations for peace. Sir Cuvnues did 
not appear to be the least 
this soft sawder. 
Thursday, May 4th Lat 
Askwith introduced a B 





placated by | 


yeu Lord | 


mend 





| 

















LHkE MERCURY OF ST. 4 
GRAND DROPS A BIT Fh 
| POINT, 

J 





Mr. Kennawa 


the Advertisements Regulation Act, but 
was induced to withdraw it because, 
he said, the Lorp CHANCELLOR made a 
| funny speech against it. bk 
perhaps, by the knowledge that Lord | 
| BIRKENHEAD had betaken himself and 
| his destructive humour to the Mediter 
jranean, Lord Newron now moved the | 
‘Second Reading of a similar Bill and | 
| showed that he could be quite as funny | 
'as any Lord Chancellor. He was par: | 
| ticularly sareastic at the expense of the | 
‘advertising proclivities of other noble 
| lordsconnected with stimulating liquids | 
land sensational journalisin. 
| (uestion-time in the Commons was | 
| largely taken up with a controversy as 
ito the limits within which inquines 
|regarding the condition of Ireland are 
{now permissible. The Sreaken's some- 
|what tentative ruling that the Im- 
perial Parliament, having given Lreland 
| a Government of her own, was no longet 
| concerned with matters of internal ad- 
ministration, was freely « iallenged, 
leven Lord Roser? Cecu, placing bim- 


holdened, 





} 




















| 
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self pro hac vice in line with the Die 
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Llira-modern Portrait Painter (to Restive Sitter), 


YOU UNLESS YOU §sIT sTIL1.?” 


hards. 

A humble apology was offered by Sir 
Puinir Sassoon for having inadvert- 
ently revealed one of the secrets of the | 
Budget—the reduction of the tea-duty— | 
to a small gathering of his constituents 
at Folkestone on Monday, a few min 
utes ahead of the CHANCELLOR OF THI 
Excnegver. His contrition was so 
obviously sincere that the House readily 
forgave him. The following dogge re! 
was subsequently picked up in the neigh 
bourhood of the Treasury Bench : 

A hasty young Bart. at Folkestoun 
Forecasted the CHANCELLOR'S boon ; 
Being rapped on the knuckles 
No longer he chuekles 
And wishes he'd not been Sassoon. 
The Craze for Murder. 
“Home-Kitnep Burcuer.” 
Suburban Papei a 





From the description of a house foi 
sale : 

“Three Jarge Reception - rooms, spacious 
oak-panelied hall, 12 bedrooms, billiards-room, 
conservatory, 2 bathrooms, butler’s pantry, 
and usual offices, Piggeries to house 200 
pigs, detached.”— Liverpool Paper. 

This segregation, we notice, is generally 
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adopted in the best circles. 


CHARI 
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SONC OF THE SILENT SOLE. 


(Inspired Ly the increasing prevalence 


of hush foot-wear.) 


Wuy to the tyranny of din 
Should we allegiance own 

When silently the planets spin 
Around the Solar throne ? 

Let clamorous and blatant youth 
The cult of uproar spread : 

The wise take pattern from the 

sleuth 

And walk with velvet tread. 


All harsh unnecessary noise 
Poisons the springs of life, 

Converting calm domestic joys 
Into a sea of strife ; 

But wisdom’s sons, alas! too few 
In these distressful days, 

Persistently the path pursue 
That mitigates malatse, 


Yet 'twere ungracious to ignore, 
Amid the hopeful signs 

That add a little to our store 
Of easeful anodynes, 

The fact that Robert, as he roams 
At night along the street, 

More vigilantly guards our homes 
Thanks to his padded feet. 


VARL a7 | 





“My DEAR MADAM, HOW CAN YOU EXPECT M1 
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t 





i Tough old be; 
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pet 


TO OBTAIN A GOOD 


So, since appal Ing snorbs and hoots 
Still vex us like the plague, 

My brethren, let us tune our boots 
In harmony with The Hague 

Till, cutting at the roots of hate 
By strenuous noise-control, 

We shall be captains of our fate 
With silence in our sole. 


“Tin Bracar’s Orrera, 
Written in 1728. Sung by the Original Cast,’ 
tal wm Canadiana l ( 
' 
gars: 

* Kitchenmaid (not under 18 
some experience,” — Provincial Lape 
This must be the American 
“some.” et ae 


}) Required 


use Ol 


From the advertisement of a sub- 
scription dance 

“Come in Your Thonsands! Accommioda 
tion for Three Hundred Couples.” 

lrish Lape 
It sounds like the Tube. 

“Harry Vardon is thoroughly accustomed 
to missing putts, and now only smiles when 
the ball looks into the tee 
then runs off the edge.” Kveniig Paper, 


confound it! and 
He should use a more trustworthy ball | 
—one that does not look upon the tee 


when if 1s green. 
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ONE SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 

Oxce upon a time—it was indeed early May 
two small boys who after lunch on Sunday found them 
selves with nothing to do. It is a common predicament 
among small boys, and greater boys too, in this country, 
where, on the Day of Rest, cricket (which had just begun 
and for which they longed with all their hearts) is for! sidde nD. 

In default, the nD, of any game, with its psn organ 
isation to occupy them, the two boys (whose names, I 
should say, were Henry and Harold) strolled out to be 
thoroughly unorganised until the clock which each carried 
in his little stomach should warn them that 
again the best place. 
catapults, and they also carried sticks. 

Their first stopping-place was a gate which 
good swing, and upon this they swung u 
and then they hastily passed on. 
neighbour, $reens ag would be put to the expense of 

ix shillings to mend it did not trouble thei ; 
accelerated thei: sir steps ode r the fear that he m 
it hand. 

Having satisfied themselves that 


there were 


home was 
In their pockets were their trusty 


promised 
ntil it was 


The thought that thei 


pursuit, they turned their attention to his ( 
from the security of the hedge stung up a mare and a fo 
so effectually with their catapults as to drive them bot) 
nearly frantic 
They ne t pi cked and flung away a number of bluebell 
Then they ec ed a sunny common, on which were a 
number of yo ng silver birches springing gaily beside the 
path, and as they pa sod the y pulled at the branches from 


the little 
upped them off 
At the end of 
warily 


which new buds were bursting into leaf, and 


the common was ¢ 


along the edge of it in the he pe of finding a nest. 


Soon their hopes were rewarded, for a blackbird fle ream 

ing out of a bush—4in the fool sh way tl it blackbirds have 
1! | has 

If only they could remain still, how many a human 





they 


' 
f} istrate 


had 


This timid bird, however, wh« 
just complet laying and was preparing t 
five little recruits to the sylvan choir, gave the show away 
so successfully that in a few 

the boys’ possession. 

Harold at eized three of then 
prepared to blow them ; but Henry remarked that it wasn't 
fair that Harold should have three and himself only two 
pointing out that he was not only the elder, but that he 
the blackbird first. Harold admitted that 
elder, but denied the priority of vision 
he said, it 


would 
i her hatch out 


moments the eggs were In 


once s and, producing a pin, 


saw 
Henry was the 
As a matter « 
the mother’s 
emergence. 

As neither would give way, the arbitrament of fisticuffs 
was resorted to, during which (for they did not fight 
both boys were severely kicked 
all the eggs were smashed. ; 

For a ‘while after this they 
tance from each other 


rules) and 
kept at a 
and sulked; and they 
have become reconciled and happy again but 
of unprecedented good fortune. 

Their crowning stroke of luck was this: Harold sud-| 
denly observed a very small rabbit cross the road and hide 
under the bank. It was exceedingly tiny, as rabbits are 
apt to be early in May, and it was one of so large a fi unily 


considerable dis. | 
might 
for a 


never 
piece | 


that the parents had not yet had opportunity t¢ » instruct | 


it in the dangers of the world. 
that the rabbit, for all the pretty nursery literature which 
has elevated it into a hero and all its soft woolly counterfeits 


LONDON 


ichureh had 





| i 
broken, | “ 


but +} | 
UL UNOS 


f fact, | 
was he who had both propos ed the search for | 
| a nest at that place and who had spotted 





It was too young to know | 


| We are sorry tor * Uninvited,” 


CHARIVARL 


Henry and Harold had cuddled one in their time), has 
astonishing powers of arousing the blood-lust of | 
beings and inflaming their most destructive and pre 
instincts. When therefore the eager 
seized him he was only surprised. Terror was 1 
Upon this part of my story I do not care to dw: iL. ' Let if 
suffice to say that both boys, having armed themsely. 
more than sufficient stones, the captive was liberated 
And the moral? There is no particular moi 
unless the desirability of adding cricket to Sur 
ment should be seriou ly considered by anvone. 
Dr. Parr, it is known, favoured it, 


and 30 did 


[May 10, 1999, 


iumMan 


se ory 
, Hat ld 


hands o} 


>With 


to this tale, 


lhe learned 
so lor gas attendance at 


come first; a divine of 1 e 


29th in 





evening of the 28th and 


*— Fi uw Kast Taper. 


white wais oe (no trousers ) on the 
lusive, Apply *‘ Uninvited.’’ 


the hostess who didn’t send the invitation had heard of his | 


with which small children are comforted in their cots (both | sartorial deficienc y. 


but can only suppose that | 


| 


recent 
wtivity, the Rev. Cuartes Kinasiey, of Ky y: but the 
humane idea has not spread widely, althou lled gar 
: gat 
.| deng are vociferous with “ Fifteen Love,” « 'T! all” and 
Deuce"’ on eyery hand. But if there is no mo il there 
is at least an odd thought that may occur to | flective 
mind: which is, that among all the creatures t] h whiel 
Harold and Henry that Sunday afternoon cut thle 
way Harold and Henry alone possessed immort Is. 
7 .— 
ei B. V. Le 
(De cribing the In yperial Mausolewmn a l mat, a 
lieuter m we, publ hed in * The Pail M Gazette,’ 
wa of ti areat done lien j 
the M: i,’ and of “a spriqd of the / 
wed on the altar outside.) 
Tue tombs of the Meiji(') are sombre and 
On Mount Sayor ira ( ) they ilently stand ; 
here's a domed mausoleum with port uls 1 1d@ 
Where the Peace of Iinliightenment lay wher led, 
‘| rough the wo f Ke Wai | ) Ohe cends, 
\s his reverent way to the temple he wet 
Clad in Bento , Kuruma (®) and F isan 
(nd bearing a Waraji(*), banishing care. 
\nd so to the Tabi (*) he’ll modestly , 
With a bud of Kyoto (}°) or prig of Shint 
lo lay on the altar where worship the mer 
Who follow the prece pt 3 of Arimasen (! ). 
he meets with glad tidings of joy and prise, 
\nd he chants the Kimono (}*) and “ Banzai he eries; 
lor as he approaches that wonderful hall 
He finds * The Awaken ng’’ is not dead at all 
{') “Enlightened Peace’ r (*") The Second ¢ f Japan, 
“The Awakenir Before the Me era it 
(?) “ Farewell was thet f the 
(5) ““Good « cad Mikad 
(*) The oile a pap r window ft (}) The State re ! f Japa 
a Japanese house, “The Wa f the Gels.” 
(5) Luncheon. (2) “T have n 6 
(*) A jinrickshaw. (3) The outer garment of the 
(‘) The sacred mountain Fuj Japanese. 
yama, (}') “ Hurrah B ivs for 
(5) Straw sandal something national, 
(*) Japanese 
“Tennis Racquet for Sale, « mplete w th frame 
1d per. 
That 7s the best kind, we believe 
* Notrice.—Local Gentleman, Medium Build, H to of good 
social standing, prepared to loan out fashionable Dri vat and | 


day's beguile- j 
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ECHOES OF THE GREAT SKIRT CONTROVERSY -—1I. 
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WHAT FEW MEN KNOW. 


I RECEIVED John’s telegram at lunch- | 


“Club 


time. It read: dinner- 
jacket.” 

Now that the War is over, 
no right to say how I shall dress, and | 
the Club is just as much mine as his. 
But I have noticed a touch of Prus- 
sianism about him more than once 
since that day in 1915 when he told | 
me to get my hair cut. 

But there was nothing Prussian about 
John when he arrived a quarter of an 
hour late. He looked worried and almost | 
modest. He was wearing a perf fectly | 
good dinner-jacket, so that my 


light 


early 


suspic ion that he might want to borrow | 


mine died quie tly. He| ae 
insisted on choosing a 

cold corner, where he| 
said we should not be | 
overheard. ‘That put 

me on the defensive at | 
once, 

‘‘ John,” I said as we 
sat down, “if you are| 
going to give me an-| 
other tip like your last 
when you told me 
to buy Mexican Vul- 
tures before the bulls 
could get at them 1 | 
don’ t want to listen to 
you.” 

He made no answer, | 
while a waiter placed | | 
two glasses containing | 
some liquid substance | 
on a table in front of 
us. His hand shook as} 
he paid the man, and} 
I thought that either | 
Love or Bankruptey | 
had come his way a 

| 


one, 


last. 


As soon as ever the Sites 


waiter had left us John turned to me 
and said: 
“How many buttons have you got 


on your waistcoat ?’ 

He tried to conceal his emotion as 
he put this vital question to me, but 
there was an ill-suppressed hiss in his 
voice. 

[ said I didn’t know —how many men 
do know ?—and without further parley | 
he proceeded to count them for himself. 

“But you’ve got four,” he almost 
shouted after he had checked his cal- 
culations. 

« Well, they are all paid for,” I said. 
« And how many have you got?’ 

“Four,” he replied, passing his hand 
W earily over his brow. 

“Then I suppose it’s a draw and we 
must have a re-play.” 

* You ought only to have three,”’ he 
said in a sad tired voice. 


NCH, OR THE 


John has | 
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“T often undo ‘the bottom one after | both of US ; “Captain” 
the joint,” I told him; _“ but, as a but- 
ton, it is really my favourite.” 


also hep ppened 
to be the rank of both of us. 


‘Come, now,” I said mmatton your 


W hile I spoke, John took a paper | jacket if you: feel nervous and we ll go 
from his pocket, pointed to a passage | in to dinner. 
lin it and leant back we arily. We proceeded into the dining-room, 


| Then I knew. It was a weekly paper 
land the paragrs aph Was € ntitled “ Modes 
\for Males,” by “The Major. Among | W! as a dreary meal. 
jother re marks the gallant field-officer | into despair when he found the waiter 
said that “ no man who wishes to ap- Ih ad three buttons on his waistcoat. A 
| pear even passably well-dressed would | man sitting at the next table kept his 
|have more than three buttons on an | j 


| feeling grossly over-buttoned. 


John slipped back 


| jac ket buttoned up and we sus pected 
| evening-dress waistcoat.” ihe was concealing his shameful secret 


the state- | —he have had four o) 


| I admit I was alarmed, 
ment was so unqualified; there was no | five. 

| * 
escape from If. John spent most of the: 


I heard John whimpering: ‘ 


may 


even 


eal sketch- 














The dinner was quite good, but it | 


‘Andiing out a plan on whic hb his wife was | 





ito re-build his waist- 
}coat on @ three-button 
| basis. 
| She has dons it very | 
| skilfully. But John has 
never quite recovered. 
In the evening he he- 
comes self-conscious 
and rarely looks a man 
in the face now ; helooks 
| him in the waistcoat. 
Our Imperturbables. 
“Turning an awkward 
| corner his $; machine wob- 
j bled, on he grass 
at the pre of t road, was 
| thrown into th turned | 
| three somersa ver the 
| heads of the spectat rs and | 
j} another mot le, and | 
| finally landed in a ditch, 
with Mr. Jones still cling- 
| ing to it. 
| In spite of its adventures 
the machine was practically 
| undamage 1, and although 
| Mr. Jones was badly shaken 
, | he had no other injuries.” 
ment Inspector. “ How MANY PEOPLE WORK HERI | ’ : rey, *: * 
. é a | D Paper. 
. “Precious FEW OF ‘EM. | ‘aero 5 gene 
¥ 5 . ‘. {It is inferred that Mr. 
we've got eight between us and we|Jones is a fellow-countryman of the 
, rn . 
|ought only to have six. lL wonder | PREMIER. 
usthe hall Pp rter has got a pai oly “The Bolsheviki. and rept esentatives at 
| SC1Ssors. France broke head together at Lloyd George 
But here a difficulty arose. Which | residence.”—Canadian Paper. 
button ought to be cut off? And how|A Genoa revelation which the Editor 
were we to fill up the button-holes?|of The Times appears to have missed. 
|The world seemed very grey as we sat oa OR 1 
there. A spruce old gentleman passed}, “Surrey; within 15 miles of 1 entona 
: } t 1 " ilt fi 2 Let asa going concert, first-class Pleasure 
is on Wi ahi out, anc Fo a 4 cor! and Poultry Farm.”—Sunday Pape r. 
almost heare 1m say, “Four buttons! , : ’s garly 
: You should hear the rooster’s early 
in well-dressed horror as he went by onaaninns C1 in aalt 
But 1 was the first to recover. ° ” : 
“John,” l said kindly, “ you remem-} «Phe prospective change in income tax 
| ber the War? from 6s. to 5s. in the £means more than most 
“ Now that you mention it I do.” people suppose. Take the case of an oo 
S € Ss om inves 
‘* Well, how many well-dressed Majors vidual with £100 gross dividends fr 1 with 
a8 sol 1h S 9» ments, the actual net income received Wi 
did you mee in those years ¢ the tax at Gs. is whittled down to £70, whereas 
He thought for a moment. with the tax at 5s. in the £ the net income is 
| “Not many,” he said. “ Captains £75." —Evening Paper. 
were the best-dressed officers.” We hate to seem conceited, but that 1s 
| This, we found, was the opinion of | just how we reckoned it ourselves. 
IE OD eens oc ae ee ai 
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(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
I cannot quite grasp the underlying strategy of The 
Stronger Influence (HoppER AND Srovacnron). Miss F. E. 
| Minus Youna has re-told up to a certain point, in an| 


| original and distinctive South African setting, the story of| 
| Enoch Arden ; but she has made her vanished husband an} 
| unprepossessing drunkard, and let him return, after six} 
| years’ absence, not to vanish again in blank verse, broken | 
| byemotion at the spectacle of his wife’s remarried happi- | 
| ness and placid motherhood, but stay on to claim his dubi- 
| ously legal rights and send the second husband packing. 
None of the three—Esmé, the lady ; Paul, her first partner, 
and George, the faithful old adorer who steps into Paul's 
| disearded shoes on his apparently well-documented death- 

| 4ppears to be actuated by any supernatural view of mar- 
| Tage; so I cannot see eye to eye with Miss Mints Youna 
in applauding the ineffectual E’smé’s return to the unspeak- 
able Paul. Still less can I tell what induces George, a 
thoroughly good husband on the lines of the 'T nnysonian | 
Philip, to hand over his wife and baby at a moment's notice 
| to the man who never got on with the one and “ bitterly | 
resents "the other. I do not deny that there is much to} 
be said for this humanly-speaking uncomfortab!e course. | 
My only quarrel with Miss Minus Younc-——who has every | 
other claim on my gratitude—is that she hasn't said it. | 


Much the pleasantest way of practising the excellent| 
virtues of resource and valiancy is the vicarious process of | 
treading about them. Here is your chance, generously pro- | 
vided by Mr. H. DE VERE St \CPOOLE, who, in his book « f| 
Short stories, Men, Women and Beasts (HuTcutnson), tells 
of wild doings and desperate emergencies in remote and 
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NO, THIS IS NOT A SPRING IDYLL. THE GENTLEMAN, WHO IS SITTING NEXT TO A PERFECT STRANGER, 
IS MERELY EXTRACTING HIS FARE FROM HIS TROUSERS POCKET. 
| inion ‘iii merle perilous regions. Some of his adventurers are far from 
— respectable, as respectability is reckoned in the suburbs; 
I } ) 


but they are one and all to be trusted in a tight corner; 
and all of them, though they may not be aware of it, repre- 
sent civilised or partly civilised man at war with the 


forces of primeval savagery. But in the most curious 


instance of that conflict, which occurs in the story called 
“ Kadjaman,” the unconscious champion of civilisation is 
himself a savage. For the most part, Mr. StacPoo.e’s 
people narrate the episode in which they took part, and 
very well they do it, sticking to the point and using the 


iterse idiom of the vernacular. He has a nice habit of keep- 
ling a little surprise in store for his readers at the end. 
| Sometimes, as in the story, “ Did Kressler kill his Wife?” 


the surprise is in the nature of a subtle practical joke. But 


ino matter. I can wish the weary and bewildered soul 


nothing much better than a spell of leisure, an easy-chair, 
and Mr. Stacpooue’s book in his hand. 


The Ruritania game must be a jolly one for a novelist to 
play, for he can make up the rules as he goes along, and to be 
able to cite a custom of the country to justify every improb- 


lability is to be in a very enviable position, if rather a hack- 


neved one. Miss MArus vAN Vorst’s Ruritania is called 


|Carmania, and The Queen of Carmania (M1LLs AnD Boon) 


is her heroine. Her hero, Stephen Crossdale, an engineer, 
is just the sort of young American who would have that 


lsort of nice name, and comes to Carmania to tunnel the 


mountains and carry a railway line through to the Danube. 
There are plots and counter-plots, a revolution, a wolf-hunt, 
which seemed to me more like butchery, and plenty of local! 
colour, fur caps, sleighs and folk dances and even words in 
the Carmanian tongue which Miss van Vorst has kindly 
translated for her less instructed readers. Carmania seems 
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to have a queer climate, for you go out in furs one week and 


pick roses in the open the next ; 
it is remarked upon when the footman con 


2 to cl 


being announced 


I am quite in agreement with Miss \ 


have a new country in 


gaily on to its appoint 
expect, and, speaking 
more than any book of 
encountered. 


ear away the tea 


hane 


j 
i 


mes il 


“ 


ithor 


ul 


you 


and no one to interfere wit! 
you, it is just as well to make a good }' 
quite different from any of the old ones. 


d end, which is t 


for myself, I have enjoys 


Miss van Vorst’s which I have yet 


After an interval of five years Lord 
has produced another instalment ¢ 
mentary Reminiscences and Reflections 
with the years 1886 to 1906, a period which 


' 


f 
Lise 
; 


the rise and fall of the Unionist Party ; an 


was a Cabinet Minister during fourteen of 
years he is able to give [~ iat eae 


us many a glimpse be 
hind the scenes of poli- 
tics. Fresh light i 
thrown upon such epi 
sodes as Lord Ran 
DOLPH CHURCHILL'S 
sensational resignation, 
the Parnetit Commi 


sion, the Boer War and | 


the Tariff Reform cam 
paign. 
tion fills m: ny pages 
Lord Moriey's diciun 
(uttered 
that unless promptly 
dealt with it would 
“driff into a squalid 
edition of the Thirty 
Years’ War,” has been 
unhappily 
though at 


looked as if 


ci7Tcad LRG) 


one 


time it 
ARTHUR 


The Irish Ques 


justified, | 
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daddy-long legs," was going to settle it with h pol ( 

“ Thorot oh, Not only were political part s] en a ! 


by it, but even per 
this time 
going off his head 

ful efforts te resc1 
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eriai) il 


aby 


(as regards ma 
wise things to Ly 


rule,” and the question 
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1wh 


each confided to the 


Che author 
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hoth sitting 


‘ q ¢ ? 
“wruist ft 
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onal friendships could not stand the 
GLADSTONE and Brent 


» MILLats abi 


justifiably records his succe 


e the Navy from the 


h he fi 


lf an occasional iInac ura 


una 
it India, where 


; 
at 


W 
ngs But here | 
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in Vorst. When 


| Mr. Padstow dancing on a strin 
and queer customs too, for | 
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os 
ms 
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and marries the n¢ nnil 


subaltern, Ambrose March, when the War comes (at | 


end of the book) to alter everybody’s values. 


thing but Victorian 


witty, seeming irresponsible but shrewd and c! 


a really delectable creation 


| nothing like so heartles 
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suits hei 
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Its accomplishment he relies 
of accumulated kn 


wwledge. 
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to appe VJ) 


b of it and have it} March will not have an easy time, but he certainly wy ry't 
The story moves be bored. Chris tactful tussle with the Viet riay 
sone you would sertiveness and obtuseness of her entirely decent hushand 

d it much} is skilfully described. But I found her ju t a little ¢ 
] go d to be quite true, and my vote goes to { pre 
}cocious neo-Geo! in madcap. 
| one 
Guorce Haminton| Mr. Arravr Heine | travelled twenty-three ti 
ntertaining Parlia-| through various parts of the northern woods between Main 
(Murray). It deals} and Alaska, and it took him thirty-three vea collect 
1 exactly covers! the information that he gives usin The D) Wn Lo; / , 
las the author’ (Hopper anp Srovanton). Of the facts that 
f those twenty! he has selected the most interesting, and woven th int 
oe ee = Seis ihe Sa ae cma & continu narrative 
‘‘as thoug] ip 
yened ina single year 
The result entirely 


happy it ¥ I ler 
the guidance of the In- 
dian, Oo-Koo- lH 
Owl), and | nun ) 


i family that t 


i went out t | rn the 

secrets of the \ is 

and a more expert i 

: . i 

| dignified tructor J 

ieannot imagine. Mr. 

HrminG deals out son 

| shre vd blows to lite 

jimen (‘All te men 

| are fo ls.’ Oo Ke 

} " 

| Hoo); wna e 

| pers my t l In CC 

| tain tales l have 

lcherished e my 

| 1% ] 7 } 

| childhood; Hut MAMy 
, | is task to give us 

| the real life of the 

| forest-dwel] a tol 
suceessiully on yast store 


His illustrations add muel 


to the value of a d htful book. 

If there is ch a thing as a modest cuch I cannot 
think that it will be plea ed with Mr. EpGar CHance, ho 
evel uch it may appreciate the systematic stained 
mid try that he devot d to the explorati ni i ( 

Secret (SiDGWICK AND Jackson). The cuckos t M 
CHANCE kept under observation imposed chief] » i 





permits hims y, as, for examp low pipits, and he tells us that these, toget vith reed 
the statement that the attendance at GLApsToNr's f il | warblers, hedge Sparrows, pied wagtails, robins and sedg 
was “meagre.” But, gene rally peaking, the present vo , warblers, are the birds usually chosen as cu pe Until | 
like its predecessor, with its judicious commingling of ; iweland his trusty band of 1ccomplices set to work to invest 
and S2y, is a moa | for autobiographe Ts lgate its secret no observer had been able to determine t 
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LiUTCHINSON) is a 
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ny and over patient 
i?l, who gradually emerges 

by the flas ha 

Clare and finds favour in the eves of t 


VY character of 


ltra-masculine 


his sister Jane, who keeps the purse proud 


i time, place and circumstances of the laying of a cuckoo s 


-~| We 


ithriit of kisses} 


¢ 5 
> nay expect 


s. April 20th, we are told, is a fair average da 


(in the South) to hear the cuckoo s cai, 


statement that I hope may give pause to those of us Wi 


imagine that they hear it soon after Christn 
once to the news 
juntil I have 


shall feel that, a 
tion is complet 
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CHANCR's film. 
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as the cuckoo 18 concerned, I 
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After that event | 
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|: America to England « | purpose to hear {| 11S hat to the lift-boy. On being re- 





Perv is to have a stat ue of Liberty. | done to persuade him to have a peep l was saluting a possible future editor of 
This is rega ded as the first step to-} at the Die-hards while he is here. 1 The Daily Mail 
wards Prohibition. ; 
Attention is drawn to the great pre- | The new spapers publish accounts of 
A new island has been discovered in} valence of nightingales beside the main| the depredations of golden e: igles in 
| the South Seas. It must be pointed roads in Surrey Ve fear that at pre- | Scotland, where they are said to be in- 
| out that invitations to suitable spots s| sent motorists have no legal remedy | creasing. So far there } 


i for future Peace Conferences are de 


alt | for th is nuisance, 


is no authen 
ticated case of their ¢ arrving off a full- 


| with in strict rotation, and this island | lgrown journalist 
“must take its turn with the vest. ‘We live in a strange time,” says a! 

j Morn Ing R pape leader-w tel Yes bu Two men broke into a house il Deal 
“While visiting the cannibals of the} we o1 ly just live ; ind, after sleeping in the best bedwoon 
South Sea Islands,” says Mrs. Camenoy, | and eating a good breakfast, they went 
“Toften talked tothe m about Mr. Li oyp|; According to a « unporary there} away with an O.B.E. medal. We don’t 
Georce.” <A very clever ruse. is no such t ing as. a German lmperial think they were quite up to the required 

jcrown, but only a metal framework | standard of merit. 


For the sixth time during the past capable of a SP shed cieoxpendiel| 


season burglars have broken into Clap ito fit the head of the wearer. Ithas! Mr. Dempsy \ 
ton Orient Football Club oftices. There | 


issome talk of the team | 


» SAYS a contemporary, 
e) been severely tested suid to be afraid of nothing in this 
country. Then he can't 






ee en ec) Pala) F , pe x % ) have met Mr. Lovat 
: . a ee a4 eae RASER, 
“Fine weather at wie yds o> 
t, says a contempo-| «+ Ye f— - Bignt Nand | 
last, 7°  €) ard a \ From an article en- 
| rary. Not a word of | PY (eas ' i 


| gratitude to the Coali- | Wz 
ei Gn 


| tion, you will observe. 
* 


| SS 
The Chairman of the == 
House of Commons . 
| Kitchen Committee : 


| pointed out last week | 


that they do not all 
i hecome M.VP.'s for the! 
| sheer love of the thing. | 


that Members obtained 
their whisky cheaper 
than outside the House 
We have aly ays felt 


FURTHER 


Medical men in Amer- ere 
a can only prescribe whisky wh 


| Once the average man gets to ku 


| them, nothing can aphoes them coming ¢ 


; 


Orators, we read, live longer than “Perhaps you wo ildn't think it,’’] This does not encourage Us to emigrate 
| other persons. Our impression is that] says a writer in The Daily News, “ but | We are yng moved” by the 
it only seems longer to their nudiences. | a hairdresser’s shop is a hotbed of s ipel pathetic scenes of industrial stagna- 

stition We have always understood | UOH at home, 
A Berlin strike leader has been sen-|that it is considered unluc ky to be} “NM Madge Saunders and M Len 
: Miss 2 fe ; unders an Air Amie 

tenced to twenty strokes with the birch. | shaved by a cross-eyed man. Henson will open a Kingston Boy Scouts’ 
Iti 1s said that he asked the judge » 10 ‘fair’ to-morrow Erenngq Paper. 
| call it “strikes,” just to make it look} It is announced that Ramsgate is to} 1, jg rumoured that Miss SacxpERs’ 


| 





| more friendly. 


| Moroceo way drags on much long ge 


will eventually lead to a campaign for| ‘Carmelite House 


Brighter W ays 


“A girl has done the London 
tighton walk on tomatoes,” says 
ight- -hearted contemporary. We shot 
ourselves have chosen roller-skates. 


Dr. Caszky Woop has travelled fr 


0 


VOL. crx 






titled “ Bad Spelling at 
he Mint’ 

‘In 1868 appeared the 
last error md that wa 
Srittania spelt with a 
>.> Kevening Paper. 
The Mint's error was 
the more original. 










% VAR 
NAG. VURES, 


ORS 
Wat, 


, 6 - Horr: Newly 


| 
j cle yrated, everv home com 
fort. Liberal tabk Terms 
from ys. clouble 2 ens, 
ae 
| single 
| Advt.in Daily Paper. 


Under these conditions 


DEVELOPMENT OF THE BRIGHT IDEA OF ADVERTISING 2 
ON THE BACKS OF POSTAGE-STAMPS. Mr. Punch is almost 
ai ————_—_—_—_Ezus—_) scuned to reconsider 
mi At the Oxford Musical Festiv il, we| his advice to those about to marry. 

| certain sympti ins present themselves. | note, Mortry’s “ Fire, fire, my Heart !""| een 


i 

WwW] Was sung It is greatly to the credit | * Moyine Pretunes of AUSTRALIA? 
INDUSTRIES.” 

TPiacard outmde Australia House 


m.] of the audience that there was no panic, 
| 





have ten flag-d: lays th is year. In Brighter pee and Mr. Lesntin Henson were 


Brighton cive ‘les some eq ally attractive 


them. 


it : eae: ‘ 
: ‘The Rev. T. Willis Kidd, L.Th., has been 
Lovd NowrH- | | appointed Curate of Sell Abbey Church.” 
CLIFFE, “is a — where the man} . Local Paper. 
who acts as hi -p rter may climb to | “The Mai Committee have ap 
to} the top.” We think he might be allowed |p cinted Mr. Thomas Herry Parsons, B.A 
alto use the hit » the headmastership of the Selby Abb 
ild | National Schools,”—-Same J’aper. 
| 


In this connection we ree all a story | Isn’t there some mistake here? Should 
of a visitor to Carmelite House ialhie in| not the Krop be at school and the Par 
yn | Lord NortTHcLirre 's presence took off | sons at church 





ithe sishitihate hh veryth ing is being | buked by his host he explained that he | 


_ : a ; , . also present wit h only one hat between | 
It is tho ight that if the Span ish-} idea is not despaired o | 
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\ Newspaper | 


etor recenti LV 


list of the ty al tr cidental to } 
i ‘ } t if meni n t 
t bvious, th 1 from which 
Magnate is hable t erin h ipa 
model of respor patriotis) 
Hi v fe that sean their mornit ‘ 
Conceive the welter weight of care 


That occupies the p ilion-sea 
Behind a paper-n illonaire 


Men p cture him as fat and sleel 


Ihink that he wolfs his breakfast 
victual 
That life for hin 0 to speak, 
\ steady stream of beer and skittl 


They aie in error. Morn by morn 
New furrows mark his ma ve trol 
As he reviews with eye forlorn 
The features of his latest stunt 


His porridge ta é ( pull 


His costly bacon turns to le 
\s there he di ye ind 1 } 
Cursing the loreca f the weat 


And makes his appetite » fai 
| the cc ‘ ely { ! 
Phat, if on \ \ matte 
Chere L ¢ ce of Right or Wror 
] neland i Lie latte 

Gen } 


Cam) ! ne ter of Frances 
trac 
With Galli i the hideous trut 
Cheek close by jowl with PERTINAX 


What if the Pa pressman bile 
With hate « 
All who expe e@ oul 
May claim to have 
respected 
Not that our hero 
In France’s cause against ot 
No doubt his 
* You ‘ll take a patriotic t« ne;’ 


Ss GecVIOUS 


f England be infected 
PREMIER'S guil 
their view 


briefed his man 
sealed instructions 1 


But such was GrorG! 


So hotly after Peace he lusted, 
Tl at honesty was bound to ay 
That he bad got the IMntente buste: 
That is the bitter thought that mak 
Our Magnate’s coffee turn to gal 
Mngland, in whom such pride he take 
England to hell must shortly fall; 
| And, when she topples o’er the brink 
And all the igns eem point 
thither), 
No ji 5 is left him save to think 
} LLoyp GrorGE ha pon b mucke 
with he 0.8 
J rf that fer to tl 


lair criterion). He 


ring of cuff, followed by a 


to mvysell his complete torm 


THE LONDON 


THE CUIDING HAND. 
His linen as much as anvthing 
ttracts attention It is always ( 


ti 


‘ vice 
Uc pre by Line 


mimaculate ik one 18 tO ) 
a cuff is clean itis a pretty 
hows just as muc! 
f it as is consistent with good breed 


than a mere 


ing ldom offering more 

glimpse ot the cull link. The nails are 
xquisitely 1 vnicured, the wrist hapely 
ind unh te mes the delicate 


then ce 
hint of the 
jacket hitting well round it, and after that 
identification 
tL he permit Ol a retiring and sl 

ion he nks from publicity 
ind ugain l haw tried to picture 
and wot 


hye dressed as well as his cuft 


I ! et nik he wears pointe 
| ith patent toe 
| ! ( i with unett 
er pr ( or y upward und | 
pproached | j verently with ! 
( ed head t ither the purport 
heave ne ( “Tea R ! 
{ } tars, | read Ll attended a « i LY 
} nee nd realised that he c« \ ; 
bel i ( ( rr | i occu cle 
nanded [he " b kindly ull i 
benevolence a } ndicated, “Stal 
ay ! i to the Ri lif but it w 
finger of scorn which intimated at 
Lhe cornell Galle Vy th ; Wa 
| visited a second rate town recent! 
ind for the sake of omething to ¢ 
eC eve ! tne ed a third-1 te pla 
n a fourth-rate theatre by a filth-rate 
COMpPAany I ( L thing Is pr | 
My weary eves left the stage durn 
the first Ac nd idly followed a dads 
ts commencement at the side of 
the proseceniun It started with 
tulip, then a hirl, a botanically in 
p ble ( inother wh rl, a cor 
copia, a p hirl (a maddening thing 
tl i a dehnite beginn neg or ena 
and then the tulip again 1 got “as ial 
the second super-whirl, and right it 
the n idie of its intmeacies it broke 
ff abruptly to make way for Him 


f ,very blunt and to the pe nit 
thistime. ‘ Exit,’”’ he said and pointed 
horizontally, I devoutly thanked bh 





us | fished out my hat from unde my 


o-called faute | 

He greeted mo excitedly last wel 
from both sides of a handbill deliveres 
through mv letter-b« He was weai 
ing black gloves on this oceasion and 
urged me to ft et , my last chance 
I procuri ne ol more pairs of hoot 


ul lv tha pe mir out of a cor ra | 
500,000 He drew attention 


Oo en pl itically to it 


ment ot 


being my last 
ichance that I resolved to send a blank 
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| 


r 


| 


\ 


there and then and m te 
pan | lant 


pecify any number One 


eq if 


llot me one or more 


Ke to 


nore pairs threw the o1 n him 
nd the blank cheque wa Course 
eantasfrom one gentleman t the) 
much reg et that other mat ney 
ened and made me forget | next 
day, and | knew hy then 1 t be 
oo late \ny apology of ® would 
ew iequate in the eire ay, f 
© had used both hand love 


bye 


y most treasured a ‘ 
He kewise told me t notted 
{ () le Ne ( { 
net trom the thre ( 
| re, no doubt F 
y the manutacture ( ley 
ri re be ne offered 1 ( 





lL ho ht it, and ( { 
LV ol rotlar tic Ay } 

(uile adaemocrat too I Al B 
rol oh the Archway tne 
med tomove in highest eine Men 
He of Jockey Club only | et hin 
na Strange goll-coul oO! Lincolh 
coast where the link eC ¢ road 
l'o the Sixth Tee ‘ wid 
ind retrained tre NM ! ( 
ment hile | drove of 

Some people migh ike ¢ | 

pointing a being ¢ 
etiquette ¢£ er e the « t 1 a 
gentleman, but | pret t eC ich 
pedantry and necept pel nliness 
na mueh wider sense, ho! ne bin 
r the unselfish way tribute 
himself for the ke of The 
i ir que t nob} ra 
not enter into his ta uf It 3 
ell mpo ed duty and 1 ard 
ought It ecems to me t ft we are 
adly lacking in our app nolt 
gratuitous kindness I < ted ove 
hundred people the othe: evening Who 
found their way to the “Trains for 
Hampstead and High rate } tlorm at 
lottenham Court Road by kindly 


i face al d {) 


d and (you may belie { ho I 


the only one who 1] on the 

tairs and said “ Than| \nd so 
elf-centred have we becom » oblivi 
ous of the little courtesi f life, that 
that little action of mine © PAUSIDA, 
wing * Thank you,” lift replia 

ing my hat—caused quit mount ol 
comment among the ¢ nd me. 


One day I hope to meet 
ive personal ¢ } nto mys 


gratitude 
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Guest (lo hostess). “WELL, GOODBYE, MY DEAR, GREAT SUCCESS. I HAVEN'T BEEN 80 SQUASHED SINCE 1914. 





} = —~ <n recemeeennee 





LINES FOR A WEDDING. 
Sor’ speeds the stream 
O’er gleaming shallows spreading, 
\ sun-and-silver dream 


Through cloth of kingcup gold a- 


threading ; 
Lay down a moment reel and rod, 
For pipes the old, the hornéd god, 
\nd mays and lilaes beck and nod, 
And Spring has come to wedding. 


The cuckoos eall 
To see so sweet advancing; 
The whispering reeds bend all— 
The whispering reeds like gossips a 
romancing ; 
\nd dragonflies so blue and gay, 
\nd kingfishers more blue than they, 
Flash up and down the happy day 
; That sets the meadows dancing. 


Yester-morn still 
Chis nubile maid was neve 
\ught but reluctant, chill 
And coy despite of all her swain’s 
endeavoui 
but here ’s her how of-lovely shame, 
So ardently she breaks a-flame, 
(nd yields her heart at Summer's claim 
For ever and for ever. 


| 


So bare the head 
And wish her love and kisses, 
Ere the brief hour is sped— 
The lilac hour that’s queen of all the 
blisses : 
| For, though you'll see full many a morn 
| From now until they ‘ve cut the corn 
iThat’s blue, that’s white, that’s 
lhhaleyon-borne, 
There’s never time like this is. 





| area 
Notice in a shop-window :— 

j 

“Trousers Pressep 6d. a Lec. 

| ALL SEATS FREE.” 

| 

' 


\lthough this did not appear in a news- 
}paper it might fairly be described as 
‘The Humour of the Press.” 





* Eve of outstanding and transcending 
lnportance occur in despite of Genoa. The 
little seaport town in the 


yects the 


' 

| 

i 

| 

| Adriatic merely pro 
| 

i come 

| The writer seems to have got Genoa on 
| 


limelight.”"— Weekly Pape: 


the wrong side of the boot 


“Nelson Corporation last night levied acon 
solidated rate for borough, county and pn 
| law purposes, of Os, in the pound.” 
| Man hestes DPapn 


If only other municipalities would cul- 
itivate the Nelson touch! 


{ 








WHO’S WHO? 


As you are doubtless aware, 'Wlio's | 
Who? is a game in which the “ outs” | 
impersonate public cliaracters (from life | 
or literature),and the “ ins’ guess whom 
they are impersonating. 

Ernest and IJ, at our own suggestion, 
| became the entire “ out” company, re- 
fusing all assistance. Game was to be 
the best of five. 

In our first impersonat 
took the stage. He arrange 
ginary meal on the Bridge table and 
proceeded to despatch it with such 
gusto that every Hun from Arria to 
HixpENBURG was guessed. But they 
never got it, and even when we told 
them that he was Father Hubbard, 
they did not identify him immediately, 
but thought that it was s » early- 
Chureh dignitary. 

‘The husband of Mother Hubbard, 
* said Ernest. “ We 


| 
+ 
‘ 


ol course stupids! 





may justly presume that Mother 
Hubbard had expected to t wt eatahies 
in the cuph vara, it was Fatl el 3 ibb urd 
who had been there before he and 
emptied it. That choking fit, when 
Naney told me not to be disgusting, 

















—— 
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was Father Hubbard swallowing id 
poor dog’s bone.” | 

“You'll have to play the name part | 
this time,” said Ernest, when we were 
outside again. ‘“ Let me 
starveling, someone suffering from fam 
(This was a reprisal 


see, some! 





ine and plague.” 
for my insistence that his figure suited 
| him peculiarly to the part of the gour- 
| mand, Hubbard.) He considered a mo 
| ment. 
| «TT know, Young Sprat, the son of 
| Jack Sprat and his wife, who between | 
' them heked the platter clean. Go in 
‘and look hungry.” 
They missed Sprat Junior also, and | 
we were two up. | 
«We must win one more,” I said; } 
i«] think we had better steer clear of 
| nursery-rhymes this time.” 
| We stood there in the 
| pursed lips and anxious eyes. 
Then Ernest went to the table and, 
|picking up the best morning paper, 
| scanned its columns. 
| “T have it,” he said. “Here is a 
| character easy to represent and known 
‘by reputation to everyone. And | 
| doubt if they will guess it.”’ 
He placed his finger upon the leading | 
article. 
ey That might do,” I said. “You 
‘could address the audience from the | 
drive.” 
| “Or you could,” said Ernest. 
There was some discussion over this, 
| as it was a cold night, but by dint of 
| flattery—* You're so much better at 
i that sort of thing than I am,” and so 
on—TI persuaded him. 
| Iwentinto the drawing-room to pre- 
| pare the stage, and was greeted by 
| ribald cries of “ Ethelred the Unready,’ 
“The Court Fool,”’ ete. . 
i “You're all very funny,” ] said. | 
|“ As a matter of fact I 'm not acting 
| I’m only the scene-shifter.” 
At that I drew aside the curtain and 
|opened the casement, and Ernest's 
| sonorous voice was heard without. 
“ Political shibboleths are of no use 
| to me,”’ he began. “I demand a plain 
| answer to a plain question.” 
“Quite right too,” said Henrv: “ but) —_—_——_—_—_—_—_—_——_———— 
I shouldn't take off your shibboleths in 
the drive on such a cold night.” 
“Do not interrupt the speaker,” J 
put in severely. 
“Tama patient animal,” Ernest con- | he was. 
tinued, “but my patience has its | They guessed most of the Members 
limits. Ministers had better have alof both Houses of Parliament and 
care or they wiil get the surprise of | several of our family bores. 
their lives,” 
[t was certainly an extremely effective | Uncle William style about it,” said 
Slage setting. 
obscurity from which it emanated | Should I be likely to go outside on to 
seemed peculiarly to suit the solemn] the drive on a cold damp night to por- 
Words, But at this point cries of|tray Uncle William? If any of you 
‘Shut the window, we ’re catching our|had had any sense at all you would 


hall wit! 


4 
j if 
: ' 


hd | ’ 
oP 8 uh 


SS 


Customer (earnestit 
deaths! 
| window was shut, and, though Ernest 
threw some gravel at it as a protest, 
I he had to come in and ask them who 
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WHAT OUR BUTCHER HAS 
. “Have you A 


drowned the speaker ; the | have 


“T admit that it had a touch of the | pupil.” 








TO PUT UP WITH. 


- | 


grasped at once that I was that | 
well-known public character, ‘The Man | 
in the Street.’ That is three love and 
game to us 

It was a great triumph, and Ernest 
and I applauded ourselves heartily. 


SHEEP'S HEART 








Walter Scott vard 


York 


“Sit was a very bac! 


hire Paper. 


| Of the “ Kailyard School,” no doubt. 
Ernest’s voice and the! Ernest: “ but is he a publie character ? 





“ The motor charabanc proprietors are anti 


cipating a bumper season.”—Provincial Paper. | 


So are the passengers, judging from the | 


state of the roads. 


| 
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WEST 


HAM AND HELICON. 


I\. 


THERE is something wrong about the poem underneath, 
apart from the fact that, like several others, it does not 
actually mention West Ham. 
he a tribute to the London General Omnibus Company, a 


well-merited tribute of praise to their enterprise in running | 
The excursion | 


long-distance excursions into the country. 
in this case would be to E spping Forest, I suppose, or some 
where beyond it. But I don’t see (as you say) why : 

picnic party should start in the middle of f the night, 
the bus should have grass all ove 
it goes, or indeed why there should be so much mystery | 
and featheriness and sadness about the whole thing ‘at all. 
For want of any other explanation I am forced to guess th: xt | 
the poem was written by Mr. WALTER DE LA MARE : and that 


| he does not really understand motor-buses as you and I do. 


THe Bus. 
Nid-nod through shuttered streets at dead of night 
Soundless the last grey motor-bus went home; 
Hailed it no watcher in its phantasm flight ; 
Up the steep belfry stair no passenger clomb. 


LAs? 


Mute as a mamimet, bowed above the wheel 

The driver. His moustache was green with moss; 
Cobwebs about him had begun to steal; 

Deafer than dammit the conductor was. 


Red rust was on the gear chain. Hung long trails 
Of bugloss and bindweed from the bonnet’s crown : 
Charlock and darnel cluttered up the rails ; 
The destination boards were upside down. 


Yet still the bus moved, billowy with grass, 

Tottered and laboured, spurted, swayed and slowed ; 
Stock still the constable beheld it pass ; 

Bunched sat the cat and feared to whisk the road. 


Doom-loud the vegetable transport train 
Thundered their hallos, ground the earth to grit; 
Scavengers turned to wave and wave again ; 


Night revellers screamed ‘ Toot-a-loot ” to it. 
\nd still no sound. Only a murmur, a sigh 


Showed if not all a thing of shadow and gleam 
led the tall soap-works, fled the brewery by, 
Fled the municipal baths as though in a dreain. 


None knew whence came this shadowy motor-bus, 
What it was doing, why, and whither 
It sped on into the night adventurous, 


Covered with hchens and all a-shake with hay. 


Ay, but the forms within! What face was that 
Glassily seen—and that one, mild yet mum ? 

There—with the pink petunia in her hat! 
There—with the purple pelargonium ! 


away 


And some have parcels of meat and fish and tea, 
And some eat aniseed from paper bags, 

And some with sightless eves scan momently 
Novels—yet turn no page—and fictional mags 


Faves are not asked. Time here is all withdrawn; 
A tenderness is here most tranquil and sweet ; 
As the still bus incessantly sails on, 
Nobody stamps on anybody's feet. 


| Till see! They are out beyond the shuttered streets, 
Beyond the end of the pavement and the trams, 

| A wonderful change! The ghosts stir in their seats. 
Dawn elints 


The first grey light shows fields of lainbs. 
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or ay 
it, and make no noise as 
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Lollops & coney; peeps from tangled hedge 
Bright eye of weasel (so unvexed the route) 

Sits tit and sways on perilous blossom’s edge ; 
Squabbles a squirrel; ululates a coot. 


Bluebells start up, fantastically long, 
Cowslip and cuckoo-pint; all round the whee!s 
Dactyls wave arms and extra syllables throng 
Looping the felloes. Topples the bus and heels. 


And now an amazing sense of freedom from care 
Deliciously moves their hearts as out they get 

This is the terminus. Rose-sweet the air, 
Although underfoot the ground is still quite 


Leaves his sad perch the driver. Laughing and gay, 
Lands the conductor a friendly slap on the si ut ; 

They bind the engine anew with a twist of hay 
All breathe, dance, skip, take breakfast, scam pr 


A SHORT ESSAY ON THE BOTTLE 
THE presence of a bottle of medicine in every home is one 
of those national characteristics which might create mis 
giving but for the reassurances of authoritative journals 
like The Lancet and The Chemist and Druqgist. Medicine 
holds a unique position among bottled commodities. Other 


bottled things have more than one use. Milk may be em- 
ployed in making rice-puddings, salad-oil will ease a creak- 


ing hinge, and whisky that does not happen to be nee 


I ed 
for the purpose of refreshment may be applied with good 
effect to snake-bite. It is not so, however, with medicine 

And there is the question of flavour. There are siibtle 


differences in ketchup, it is true, and certain brands of 
claret have a flavour of their own. But, when all is said a 
done, is there anything quite like medicine ? 


Again, take the question of the label. It would be con- 
sidered an insult to a freedom-loving people if our lime- juice, 
our coffee-essence and our vinegar were labelled with direc 
tions limiting their use both as to time and quantity. Yet 


to such restrictions upon our medicine bottles we tamel 





submit. 


A bottle of medicine is the symbol of the authority of the 
doctor and the submission of the patient. A man-to-med- 
| ical-man talk makes servants of us all. Emperors, princes, 
| labour-leaders, prize-fighters and lady assistants at ow 
| post-oflices, all of whom would scorn to call any man master, 


at one word from a doctor will breathe deeply and Say 
‘Ninety-nine’’—-or even “One hundred” if need be. And 
they swallow his medicine, not because they enjoy it, not 
| because, having paid for it, they deem it well to experience 
its benefits, but in simple obedience 

As for what the bottle of medicine contains, that must 
remain one of the most closely-guarded secrets of the pro 
lession. 


down in the prescription; the average chemist is intelligent 


enough to be able to dispense with it—or without “and 
the doctor, if indeed he ever really understood, soon toi gets. 
A bottle of medicine, while the symbol of the doctor's 


authority, is also an expre ssion of the art of the chemist, to 
whom a prescription is like a simple theme to a musician, 
something to be elaborated and ornamented into a great 
and beautiful composition. Looked at in this way, three- 
and-sixpence a bottle is not dear. 


‘* Knowledge comes, but wisdom lingers’ is a fam line [rom 
casas. which might very well be written over the threshold ol 
bi school in the country.”—Evening Paper. 
Together with that still more famous line from TENNYSON, 
|“ The child is father of the man.” 


The patient does not need to know what is set | 


} 
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* THERE 
ALL 


Stage Manager. 
po, You MAY 


-THAT 
GO HOME. 


WILI 
Nor A 


SOUL IN THE HOUSE, AND THE ORCHESTRA 
HAS JUST GONE ON STRIKE.” 





“CoME, LET US TALK IN THIS COOL PLAC! 
ABOUT THOSE HOT UNCOMFORTABLE PEOPLE 
DOWN THERE ON THE FLOOR.” 





How To Us! 


STUDY FOR A BRIGHTER LONDON. 


THE PARAS. 











to St. Ant 





tony). “HERE WE ARE 


TT (eles Laid 
\ 4 “Ww {i 
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9 himself). “How I roatue Suow Senpay!” 


Sir Eric IS DETERMINED 





THAT THERE SHALL BE NO 
WASTE OF SBPACE ON 


CANVAS. 


THIS 


The Lady (to the Art 


ist), “PLEASE DON'T 
FORGET I’M HERE!” 
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PSYCHC-ANALYSIS ON THE LINKS. 

Anout three weeks ago, near the end 
of one of the worst of the many atrocious 
rounds of golf played in the last quarter 
of a century, I came the reluctant 
conclusion that my case was incurable. 
All the old faults were there, the fluff 
or flub, the peck, the mashie shot to 


LO 


cover point ; and then at the short 
; °% 

home hole Il wound up with a pe rfect 
two. Solam going to give the gaine 


one more chance, especially | 
as I have since read an ar- | 


ticlein The Atlantic Monthly | 


with the alluring title, 
“What is the matter with 


your Golf Game?” Asa 
| result of the careful study | 
of Duncan’s masterly mono- 
graph and the joint work of | 
the WeTHEREDS, it had been 
| bornein upon mé thatevery- 
thing was the matter. But | 
| ex Americd sempe) aliquid 
novi; and, besides, the quali- | 
fications of the writer were 
a potent incentive—“ Joseph | 
Collins, M.D., Neurologist, | 
| author of The Way with the | 
Nerves.” Ihave gi many | 
treatises on golf, but none | 

] 





bya neurologist. There was 
a poet of the name of Co- 
LINS, Who wrote an Ode to 
the Passions, in which, had | 
he lived about a hundred- | 
and-seventy years later, golf 
might have furnished him | 
with admirable material for 
illustrating thedevelopment 
of ornamental objurgation ; 
but he died too soon, and 
he was not a neurologist ; 
still less was he versed in | 


the lore of psycho-analysis, 
and his namesake both. 
More than that, he isa golf- 
ing enthusiast who finds the 
game health-giving, divert- 
ing, the destroyer of 
and the enemy of 
The average man may study | 
the works of Freup with! 


care 


CNN. | 


_PUNC H, _OR 


: 
| perfection,’ 


Mr. G. 








is ‘fundamenti ully 
and, 


opposed to goll- 

though this infirmity 

tends to diminish with age, the-present 
innot hope t » be completely 
They can only look for- 

utial from 
tyranny of the conscious mind, 


generation c 
freed from it. 


ward to a pi release 


complex co-ordination of muscular 


movements required in golf to  pro- 


duce the desired result should be auto 

matic and involuntary, and directed by 

the unconscious mind. In other words | 
‘A ‘ 








profit or repulsion, yet fi ‘il to realise how it 
his theories can be correlated with the 
practice of golf. Dr. CoLtins in 
essay bridges this 


us with the means of remedying ow 


| defects and “displaying the physio- 
logical and psychological factors upon 


which success in golf is dependent 

At the very outset the author 
spires respect by disclaiming, like M. 
Covet, to work miracles. 


cure, at least for the elderly. 
consciousness is the root of the evil: it 


as 

is 
gap and shows us| 
how the Freudian hypothesis supplies 


}it makes a mess of it.’’ 


in- 


He reveals 
what is wrong, but does not promise a] is not essential for the golfer ; 
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|} some high-grade imbeciles to a very 


the | 
The | 


[May a, 


1929, 





Linbeliicumen periry is 


a possess¢ d by 


markable degree, 


as is shown by world 

| renowne d pianists and dancers Bu 
oul hopes are somewhat dashed by the 
reserve that the development CO 
ordination in golf is best promoted by 
assiduous practice at a time “when thi 
| tissues are plastic and the uncor ous 
}is not yet a jungle of repressions and 
a chaos of conflicts.” Golfers w] begin 
to play at thirty and win scratch medals 
when they are grandlathers 

| must clearly be regarded as 

lfreaks and not as fruitful 

} examples: “the potential 

land ambitious golfer must 

| yield to the lure the game 

| in his early years. Golf is 

tL mistress Who must be ap- 

proached with plan and as- 

slduity ; to win her she must 

| be wooed: ) keep nel she 

j}must be dominated.” Yet 

| concentrationisa!] iIndrance 

notanaid. “Indeed success 


with the game bears a close 


relationship to the vacant 
}mind, or, if not entirely 
| vacant, nearly SO 
Conscious of frequent mo 
ments of mental vacuum I 
again, only once 


| 
} 
| breathe : 
| more to be depress« i by the 


statement that “tl! 





a stroke of 
it to the unconscious 
livery time the con- 
a hand in its direction 
Training, dis- 
cipline and practice are needed, but 


“He must acquire 
kind, then entrust 
self to operate 16. 


+ 


Sc1OUS seil takes 


always with a view to render the stroke | 


automatic. 


Consolation is 


administered in the} 


| admission that training in other games 


also by 
Self. | ithe remark that exe eptional co-ordina- 


capacity has no relationship to 


tive 


some 


‘but is beginning to cost us 


psychic 
structure of sei cious- 
| ness is largely constituted of | 
| unsolici ited un welc darts 
from the limbo of repression 
| intothe strean conscious 
| ness.” This n entous 
| pronouncement t ap 
| proaches In | t\ the 
famous declat Dr 
kuin Buse in his Oxtord 
l lecture, that * the nd is 
| merely a chunk of space- 
time happeni os Wi ich 
alone form the basic funda- 
} inentum of everything 
:, | Dr. Contains adds that 
CURIOSITIES OF LITERATURI Piwagee — 
Kk. CHESTERTON IS RECOMMENDED TO TAKE A DIET OF reaper eye 2 fms Psi 
McCoNNACHIE RATIONS. Bi golfing pr 7 - cy. Bu 
——ee surely this is to underestt 
they are best : \equired in early life. | mate the value of his essay. We can 
The golfer must be caught young. |at least cultivate vacancy of mind— | 


even though we do not aspire to high- 
grade imbecility —avoid concentr 
like the very devil, 
against “the inhi 
consciousness.” 

But the real difficulty with ou 
game is that it not only costs u 
ag reat de al 


; 
and strive mantully 


ibitions of self- or sex 


volt 


Ss more, 


too muc h. The indign: int Scot who de- 
| clared that golf in the South of England 


| was “ nothing but stockb: okers and 
champagne ” 
all the neurologists of New York. 


was nearer the mark than 
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THE POWER OF THE PRESS. 

From The Daily Gale :— 

April 10th, 1923.- ~We have good rea- 
gon to believe that one of the means 
suggested to the CHANCELLOR OF THE 
ExcHEQuER of raising money to repair 
the ravages of Waste is the imposition 
ofa Taxon Perambulators. Ourreaders 
will know from past experience hoy, 
much importance to attach to the in- 
dignant denials which may be expected 
from the inspired Government Press. 

April 11th, 1923.—The proposal to 
raise noney by taxing perambulators 
is proving very attractive to the Cuan 
CELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER. 

April 12th, 1923.—Waste and Squan- 
dermania have bled the country white, 
but anything so iniquitous as a Peram- 
bulator Tax must be fought tooth and 
nail. 

April 13th, 1923.—The country must 
be on its guard against the insidious 
efforts now being made to bring about 
a Tax on Perambulators. 

April 14th, 1923.—The whole country 
lis noW thoroughly roused by the re- 
velations of The Daily Gale with regard 
tothethreatened Tax on Perambulators. 
On page 7 to-day appears a powerful 
article on Perambulators by a Mother 
of Nineteen. 

April 16th, 1923.— Nothing has stirred 
the country in recent years so much as 
The Daily Gale campaign against the 
Tax on Perambulators. From all parts 
| correspondence supporting our action 
| is pouring in. 

April 17th, 1923.—The imminent 
| danger of a Tax on Perambulators must 
| beresisted atall costs. The Daily Gale 
| will play its part. 
| April 18th, 1923—The Daily Gale 
| fight against the Perambulator Tax has 
| aroused enormous enthusiasm through- 
,out the country. To-morrow an im- 
| portant development will be announced. 
| April 19th, 1923.—To-day we print a 
Form of Petition against the Peram- 
| bulator Tax whieh the CuanceLtor or 
THe ExcuEQueR proposes to introduce. 
It is vour urgent duty to sign without 
delay and forward it to your Member of 
Parliament. 

April 20th, 1923.—St1ex To-pay! 

April 21st, 1923.—S1e~ To-pay Axp 
Every Day! 

_ April 23rd, 1923.—Siax To- pay, 
Every Diy axp Severat Tives A 
Day! 

April 24h, 1923.—No movement in 
the last century hasmet with such amaz 
Ing success as The Duily Gale Petition 
against the Perambulator Tax. Tens 
of thousands of the signed forms are 
pouring into the House of Commons. 

_ April 25th, 1923.—The whole country 
Is stirred to its depths by excitement 


| 
i 
| 
| 
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Mistress, “ You AnEen’r GOING, Mars. Steppers?” 


WHIST-DRIVE TO-NIGHT.” 


Charlady. “Yes, | am, Miss. Ir I stay "Err ALL DAY | SHAN’? BE FIT FoR THE 











over The Daily Gale Petition. The 
| number of forms delivered at the House 
of Commons yesterday was sullicient to 
fill two battleships. 

April 26th, 1923.—Five thousand 
| motor-lorries were hired by the Post 
| Office yesterday to assist in the delivery 
lof countless sacks of Daily Gale peti- 
tions at the House of Commons. 

tpril 27th, 1923.—TuHern is STILL 
Time To Sics! 

tpril Sth, 1923.—Again a grave 
menace to the welfare of the nation has 
heen averted by The Daily Gale. The 
Budget introduced by the CuaNnceLLor 
OF THE ExcHeQuer yesterday makes no 
provision for a Tax ou Perambulators. 
Daily Gale readers may well be proud 
to think that they exerted the pressure 
which forced the Government at the 
last moment to abandon this disastrous 
The statement of the CHan- 





scheme. 





CELLOR that no such Tax had ever been 
considered by the Government will be 
taken for what itis worth by those who 
have studied the revelations published 
exclusively in The Daily Gale. We 
regret the levity with which the CHan- 
CELLOR saw fit to allude to this grave 
subject; the fact remains that once 
more “* The Daily Gale” and its readers 
have saved Enaland. 








The Pocket Hercules. 
‘\ coal-heaver can carry a sack of « 
ing two hundred-weights, or about twenty 
times his own weight.”—Weelly Taper. 
‘ LANCASHIRE vb. GLAMORGAN. 
At Manchester. Scores :— 
(s;LAMORGAN. 
Me MGT MOUTON VL 
Krening Paper, 
Surely a case for Turn again, Watr- 
tINGTON " 
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“TAKE CARE, DEAR; I DON’! 


“Tr you wu 


A CRUSHING HANDICAP, 

From a natural history note in a ¢ 

cricket-bats are made, not from the flower 
from the female plant. } 


bearing male willow 
VAINLY each season I take my habitual 
Turn at the nets, irrepressibly keen ; 
Vainly on match days observe all the ritual, 
Taking my centre and shifting the screen 
Bowlers who know me just smile at me breezily, 
Casting aside all their usual guile, 
Knowing a “dolly” will get me out easily, 
Deeming me hardly worth wile. ~ 


Well do they know that the bat when L[ handle it 
Almost appears, in its aim at the ball, 

Groping in dark where there isn’t a candle lit, 
Seldom contriving to hit it at all; 

Or, if it does, it uplifts and despatches it 
Straight where it never was meant to have gone 

Mostly my drive goes where second slip catches it, 

Cuts are a gift to mid-on. 


Why should the willow be (speaking in metaphor) 
When in my hands but a mere broken reed ? 
Why should I never be able to get a four ? 
Why is my prowess thus putrid indeed ? 
Why should ill-fortune for ever adhere to me ? 
Thus have I pondered for game after game; 
Now the reply to these questions is clear to me— 
It is the bat is to blame. 
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WANT 


ntemporary we gather that 


TO GET 
iS RUN OVER I COULD FIND MY WAY 


| 





| tarian daughter 





RUN OVER.” 


HOME FROM HERE BY MYSELI 
Fashioned of wood that tu 
Moved by a different caprice every day, 


Always it slaughters my hopes, doing them in i 


Woman’s well-known irresponsible way ; 
That hat will certainly palliate 
Somewhat the shame I am feeling about 
What has for years been my usual tally (eight 

Runs for as many times out). 


’s an excuse t 


Others, I grant you, can cope with tlis handicay 
And, though their willow has similar flaws 
Know all the splendour of doffing a dandy cap 
(On their way out) to acknowledge applause 
These, I assume, understand femininity, 
Maidenly hearts they know how to annex 
I, who am gauche in a damsel’s vicinity, 
Never could handle the sex. 





“ Birru.—Gladvs — 


and Philip 
"— Wee 


iF ly Pape . 


— have received a littl 


“A woman’s dress, for instance, may appear but a small tl 


That certainly is how we had visualised it. 


From a cricket-report : 

“Two strokes for which he scored two boundaries were \ 
of Ranji. He stepped right out of his wicket and drove a leg 
fine slip.”—South African Paper. 
We never saw Rawat do this: 
the wicket-keeper. 





he had too nice a regard for | 
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Mrs. Evrora. “AREN'T YOU RATHER SQUEEZING ME?” 
_ Russian Bear. “ WELL, YOU WANTED ME TO DANCE; AND THIS IS MY ROUGH SOVIET 
WAY OF DOING IT.” 


The Bolshevist Delegation at Genoa has refused to grant the de mands of the Powers unless Russia is s multaneously supplied 


With ; Sree nv ; ; 
th a heavy loan. The sum of two hundred millions sterling has been mentioned 


ne 
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May Vi, 1 22 NCH, OR THE LONDON 
— eS eee 
he ouse expects that the Chair- 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. | inan of its K tchen Con ; ittee sh uld | 
Monday, Ma Sth.—* New Writ. For | flay. ur wit pice of hum his re 
City of London, in the room of the} plies to the questions addressed to his 


right hon. Sir ARTH! rJaAMES Batrour iepartment. Sir J. T. Aac-Garpyver 


K.G., O.M. ! y the Earl of BaLro ht is not unm iui of ¢ is obligat n, b ti bu 


called up to t ie House 


baldly and unemoti nally the O; ‘| more effe to , se 
t tne ventit Lids allected by) 
' s predecess the giant magnifving 

| glass of tl te Mi 


wone ¢ oT be i- 
' . 
lam beleved ¢ 
CO t of Mr. Li ) 
(FEORGE 8S ¢ ve 





tatement t 
Fntent bet weer 
Great Britain and 
France is at fi i 
Fig nd “the British nation is hostile t 
. France s anftic to « t 
THE END OF A LONG RUN, 1874—192 n the eves of the « é I 
THe Eannt or Batrour, K.t a 4 nees Mr. CHAMBERLAIN’S 
Re port records the Createst loss t eS Dp the st 3 i t rte 
a House of Commons has s nd 1» ! tior ( t a 
tained since GLADSTONE slippe 
rom it, 3 btrusively L804 Or Rep ft Budg solu 


Neatly a tury has pass 1 sit tior the « - nists of the H se Ol 
‘Captain A 
quaintly desctibed, took 
Hatfield. In 
still hope t ! 
wisdom aptly phrased t¢ t altog 
Mr. BaLpwin must have felt a litt] 
nervous When Mrs. WiINTRINGHAM €1 


> ' ‘ ‘ 
DALFOUR as he was then. ( } nosed series ¢ \me 


i 
j 
t 


questioned him on such eminent 
leminine topics as French silks, « 

} he Py ‘ " 

£Zioves, safe pins and hooks and eye 


But he emerged from 
cessfully, and G 


the ordeal! 

splayed an omniscienc 
which extended on thi i 
fact that some 


S$ occasion 
ladies now use elast 
ks and e yes to hold 
inner gar nents togethei After all, 

would, I suppose, ‘be to tell a 


Yiewlt 
ICULL 


diff 
Coalit ton Muni iste! anythi g fresh about 
the virtues of elastic. 
At this season the qourmet'’s fanc 


lightly turns to plovers’ eggs, with the 
result, according to Sir CHarLes Yarr, 
that this bird. so f 
in danger ot 


larmel 

extinction, he. Howe 
Skt RETARY Was most sympathetic and 
promised that a clause protectir 
bird and its eggs should be inserted in in| 
a forthcoming measure. The line in| 
Locksley Hail should now read, “ In the 
Spring the wanton lapwing gets himself | 


a | # better sill.” 
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- . ia 
iwe tenn d from the SecreTARY To TIT 
TREASURY that “in the eve of the law 


apricots were plums, iches were 


and pei 
almonds ”’ (e 





pare he railway porter s 
‘cats is dawgs and rabbits is dawgs 
ut this yer tortoise is a hinsect 
Due day, May 9th.—Mr. Lye, in urg 
jing t e Home SEcRETAR} educe ta 
i¢ ve es, i aske 1} imi! Was awaretia 
i reduction was desired b ama ty ¢ 





the drivers themselves. As Mr. Suortt 
has received no intimation tothat effect, 
t 18s suppe sed that the taxi-men ars 
fllicte i withshyness; and itissuggested 
that an eas \ y to eve il the ] il 
leeiings W ould I i them to give a 
} r-l ¢, nik y cal sted 1 prope 

tion to the a nt on the * clock,” t 

ey VY custome 


er Kenworrny calle 
tin British 
ind 
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ol cert 





d Government, 
British C 


' 
was an Icelander 


vl 
nsui a 


Ai i & 





‘ ; tals ‘ 
> asked, cal ) some sultabie exX- 
ee ot Bi { I n ity be em- 
aaa ' ° 4 , 
} yea I} ppia ise that followed 
from | parts tine House was so 
loud and pi g t t Lord Wry- 
rERTON had no option but to say that, 
f his hon. and gallant friend had any 
imes to bring torward “his own Ol 
t it ¢ i é pe soni he 
| 12 1 ’ 
i would glad ve em considered. 
} 1 ¢ } bot 14 
| A WOPOrai | i iisti ¢ ain rif ts 
propo ~ 
belonging to the munic pal ties ol 


| Oxford and St. 
i sale of wine Was stout 
hk. Cecin, who urged 
preserving 
past.” mr. ey 
pol out that 
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portance ot 

relies of the 
YOUNG thereupon 
the “ 
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I 
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** these ancient 


ancient 


quietly 


| relics”’ n que dated no furthet 


back than 1888 . 
Wednesday, May The Lords 


instructive | 
rr apy in Africa. First Lord 


| 10th 
R han 
“|r ‘MMOTT, in a speech of almost encyclo- 


pe nt an alternoon, more 


| 
paedie dime ensions, inveighed againstthe 
CRIORS | duties laid on palm products 


am | 
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TELL Ad YOL 
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Originally imposed to assist the “crush. | 
ing industry ” 





| have actually resulted in crus hing in- 


dustry in Nigeria. The Duke of Noxri- 
UMBERLAND With some difficulty staved 
off this attack and was then called upon 
to make a hurried journey across the 
whole breadth of the Dark Contine 
order to meet the complaints of Lord 
Huinpuu against the overtaxation of the 
natives of Kenya Colony. But here he 
received the support of Lord Lona, who 
thought the native 
pressed and downhearted as his cham- 
pions represented him. If his tax, as 
the Duke said, is only twelve shillings 
a year, some of us might even be inclined 
to envy him. 

The the day was devoted 
to Ireland. First Sir Hamar Green- 
Woop procured a Second Reading tor a 
Bill making provision for the disband- 
ment of the R.1.C His tribute t to these 


ntin 


was not so de- 


rest ol 


| gallant Irishmen was fully endorsed by 
| every speaker who followed. Mr. 


As. 


QuITH’s meed of praise will indeed ap- 


| pear almost extravagant to some mem 


bers of the force who recall certain 


| incidents during his Administration. 
| 


"AD AN 
MY DUCKS IN, I JUST COME ALONG TO ‘AVE 
R.A.F’. Officer (indicating airship hangar). “Wr, 


PUNCH, OR THE 


OLD 





The Sp EAKER SO rs uw relaxed his ruling 
in England, they seem to} | that the internal affairs of Ireland are 
no concern of the Imperial Parliament 
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*"RESENT FOR 
Lieut 





SHED FOR SALE ‘ERE, MISTER 
A LOOK AT UN,” 
rnatT'’s rr.” 


ICELAND, 
COMMANDER KENWORTHY. 


LONDON CHARIVARI. 


AND, AS | WERE WANTIN’ , f 

as to admit that the kidnapping ol 
three British officers was suitable mat 
ter for an adjournment-motior If the 
| attack had been contined to Dielards 
Hlike Mr. Repenr Gwysxe and Sir} 
Henry Winson the Government might 
have been content with perfunctory 
reply from the Crier Secrerary, hut } 


lwhen it spread to such steady-going 
Conservatives as Mr. Laxe-Fox and 
| Mr. Inskip it was evident that 
|metal was required, Mr. CHami 
iconfessed that his heart wa 

| with those who urged the Government 
to direct action; but his head warned 
ihim that it would not be statesmanhike 
ito bring the Irish e per 
fend-—and ineidentally to 
|: VaLera—tillit had ha 

| He received valuable ppor 
i Colonel G and M 


heaviel 
SERLAIN 
largely 


to ab 
nese. t Mr 


ns cer trial | 


nent 


{ irom | 
UINNESS \UBREY 

Herperr, and perhaps still more valu- 
able hostility from Lieut.-Commandel 
KexwortnHy, who announced his inten- 
voting for the motiol Non 
thought som the wav- 
erers, who thereupon floc ked into the 
“No” Lobby, and gavethe Government 
ithe substantial majority of 205 to #4. 
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Thursday, May 11th.—Under the con- | | . 

yention—now, surely, a little absurd — | . | 
| by which one House pretends to know | f 
| nothing of the proceedings in the othe: 
House, the Lords spent several hours in 
| listening to a repetition of yesterday's | 
| 
| 





Irish debate in the Commons. There 
| was very little fresh in Lord Carson’s iy / 
| speech, save his reference to the faet ; ‘ : 
ithat all over Southern Ireland law- f } 
labiding citizens were being forcibly 4 
leyicted from their homes by one oi 
other section of the ‘gunmen.’ To day 
an Irishman’s house is liable at any 
moment to become somebody else’s 
castle. The Lorp CHANCELLOR, in a 
reply practically identical with M: 
CHAMBERLAIN'S, revealed a hopefulness 
|which he was quite unsuccessful ir 
imparting to Lords Lanspowne and 
| SELBORNE. 

What the collective opinion of the 
Commons may be regarding the pro- 
ceedings at Genoa it is impossible to 
say, but on one point it is clear enough. | 
The cheers that greeted Sir Ropert 
Horner's statement that the Govern- 
ment are not prepared to lend any 
money to the Soviet Administration 
were almost loud enough to awaken 
| the Prive Minister from his siesta in | 
the Villa de Albertis. 
| Being by nature much more of a) 
| Mark Lapley than a Dismal Jimmy, | 
Mr. Banpwin was delighted when his 
| *tear-off ” Calendar this morning bade 
|him “Seek happiness in limiting you 
desires rather than in satisfying them.’ 
| He commended this advice to the atten 
tion both of Capital and Labour as the | 
| hest way of securing the revival of trade 
‘which he was confidently expecting. | 
| Everybody was pleased with the speech, | 
jand even Captain Wrpawoop Bexy, 
|while delivering some pungent criti 
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- a scemnngaa 
| cisms of the Safeguarding of Industries | ~ owner 
| Act, was most complimentary to its| : 
| adoptive parent. 
ZA 
| MY FIRST CATCH. | 
fara is the truthful tale I tell 
| In haunts where anglers take thei: 
ease ; sail “sat AT PEACE WITH THE WORLD. 
Whew catches swell ‘neath Memory’s| (a Lanten fe'Cenes.) 
5 1] . | = TS ———— 
PTO Ee ae | Nay, it was by a Hampshire brook, My wobbling cast in airy swirls 
I sing no valt bie a 1 When lusty April led the Spring lopped till I felt a dreadful tug 
é af ae vey . - ° . ’ 
With telions eso pote . I’d heard they took a smallish hook, | Mid all those girls I'd caught the 
; 5 & ana sordid gue ‘ “ , erin i ny! 
J} - 10 wist ¢ d ! alls ra wing, | cCUTIS 
With my first cast, held hard and fast, — — 4 sta Of sweet Matilda Mugg. 
I hooked a crocodile! 1 flicked my fly with conscious swank, | © aay 
; r j | vuilts i e& ce e | d 
I prattle to unheeding ears : | Because just the n there came in file | My guilty me alee yuld ste Wi | 
J brave the jaundiced sceptic’s bile ; | And ordered rank along the bank the Genalty peng ct ner: ria 
With subtle sneers and brutal jeers | A numerous crocodile. | From — en a me nas 
ah im ne angel ire he woogie. 
The y flout my crocodile. 1 1t walked in beauty, two by two, @ ange ym the angle 
| ; . "hay ; ] ! ' rN) ocks she oat 5 yk : 
They ask, Was Jumna up in spate ? Miss Primmer’s sehool of 1 ymphs | Her rat omed LOCK he gaily Hook ° 
Or was the mayfly on the Nile? demure She siniled to see my clumsy ure , 
And can I state the average weight | Ben as I threw, my bosom knew With one bright look she took her hook 
Of fresh-run crocodile ? | A far more fatal lure. And stuek it in my heart. 
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| and the profits, if any, will be used to pay the ILlarley Street 
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BABBLE OF BABYLON. 
(iy our I’leet Street I’lineur.) 

Iv was only to be expected that the disclosures of the 
distress among the upper branches of the medical profes 
siOn—-In Inany cases 80 acute that eminent specialists can 
scarcely afford their own advice—would have immecdiat 
effect in the © Help Harley Street" me 
moters of which are poople with the strongest objer tion 


vernent! the p he 


Lo letting the grass grow under their feet and in the forth 
coming Pathological Ball we shall see their first pa i 


this excellent cause 





As the name indicates, the occasion is to be a fancy-dres 
: | 
one, in keeping with its object, and everybody attending | 


mse or ailment 


will be expected to represent some dis 


This offers wide scope for ingenuity in costume at d make. | 


up, and already lL hear whispers of the amazingly clever 


conceptions ol some busy brains Tho mon eparable dl bncing 
partners, Rowena Selinorrer (daughter of Sir Lazarus) and 
‘Pogo” Corusco, of the lyrian Legation, are sure to be | 
effective as Russian Influenza and Spanish Influenza; Lady | 
Lathery and her husband as Insomnia and Beri-beri will | 


be another notable pair; the Hon, Mrs. Burn-Lighthead 


‘ bustles,” 
ind of be-whiskered gentlemen whose 
sthat t 


ilbuim 


{ 


hey 


As rumour has connected ne mn) 


chignons and “ pork-pie” hats 


‘also have} tepped straig 


ov htt 


incumbent upon mo to explain that these 
whe newts Pormned Mid-Vietorian Revival A 


oOmMes 


\ 


ind Lord 


sforit 


ork 


“ 
ivi 


ito the 


) 


Lotimacnasi 


10 hiect the recovery of as much 


aif 


[May 17, 1999. 
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e bonnets 


“yan Ol dross ‘ligt. 


ib of the family 
the fila it is 
Wve members of 
chal n, Which 
)) ble of the 





ino atmosphere of halt-a contury ago by Ly of antidote 
tendencies of to-day 
am informed that, not only in their attire, but in every 
detail of their daily lives, the * Mid-Vies,” as they are called 
observe a most serupulous fidelity to the p I, und that 
is and chandeliers have ouppeared in thei 
, from which all electric alilanaen are d. At | 
thei periodic al gatherings a dinner of the subsetant il typo 
n vogue fifty years back is served at six-thirt }, ane 
mncouragemoent is given to Appreciative diseu on of the 
sof geniuses nowadays neglected, such as M Birvppon 
LwiGHron 
sub cripbion is a sked, but the Association « pocts to 


lorive ite funds 


laborate code, 


| that has been drawn up by a 


shay 


‘ | Cy ay ! | { 
ia certain to be very taking as Cerebral Meningitis, and a Mf Cre wake 
' iss WW 
Pvorrhaa Count Jumbowski is bound to be enormously oS VON 
} “Sir Noah 


iM pressive. 
The culminating event of the night will be the triumphal 
entry of Lady Catherine Wheeler as Materia Medica, with 


her escort of LBronchia- Busters liekets are five guinea 


feos of deserving victims of the strain of the London Season 
“n * 

An impending lawsuit, as eagerly awaited in legal circle 
as it is in Society, is the action for Breach of Promise-to 
Divorce which Lady Kileoney—more familiar perhaps 
the Tessie Nitouche of her revue days—-is bringing against 
her husband, the well-known sporting peer. ‘The damages 
claimed are believed to be pretty heavy; but, apart from | 


the prominent position of the people concerned, the point 
of extraordinary professional and public interest is that the 
success of the suit would revolutionize our matrimonial | 
yatem, 
Lady Kilconey's case is that, after Lord Kileoney's mean 
had proved quite inadequate to supply her taste shi 
received an offer of marriage from Lord Shylock, son and 


she accepted on the strength of Lord Kileoney's verbal and 


| 


heir of the Marl of Spitalfields, the great financier, which | 


The 


“Mi 


d-\ 


§ from the fines imposed for breaches of the 
o full of pitfalls for the younger momber 


Lady Ostridge; the Hon 


spocial cotmmitlee consisting 


Mi 


Van Whelk 


Purle; the Dean of St. Doldrums: Admiral 


ies’ express confidence th 


at, v 


Arkwright and Mr. Hanno Dominy, R.A 


support, they will be able to counteract eyen the dangerous 


activities of the Brighter London Society 


| | 


KNOW a little lad 


Hho 


Hley hair is 


Lax Hlise 1 


TINKER 'PATLOR 


{ 1 Child's G wide lo the Prot 


Thun Mernoro.ogist 


golden ch mb 


1 


The! 


i will rar 


who sits in the King's own home, 
And combs her haw with the greatest care and a beautiful 
mi is Worth a thousand pounds, alth facet 
the Queen of the Weather and hen 
like the sen-weed that father hat indoors 
feels as wet as cela the day befor pour 
it through and through and then she combs at 


She 


c 


throug 


omb ; 


And then 


| 
written promise to divorcee her: and she alleges that the} 


delay in fulfilling this promise was the cause of the fit of | 


pique during which Lord Shylock's sudden wedding to| 
] 


Sarsa Parilla, the Balearic danseuse, took place a few 
weeks ago Lady Kileoney declares that the sum she i 
claiming is absurdly nominal in comparison with what she 
has lost, and that in bringing this action she has at heart 
the interests of the hundreds of other women who m: vy be 
similarly situated 
Lord Kileoney, whose defence is that the promise 
| piven under duress, and that he himself ha sulfered aia cun 
| lary disappointment through his wife's neglect of he 
work, will be represented by Su Probyn Worritt, KC 


Sir Lleeto: Batterbrow, KC P having been briefed for the| 


plaintiff, In view of the tremendous social issues involved | 
in this exceptionally mtricate case it is hoped that the 
Lonp CHANCELLOR may decide to override precedent 
try it himself 


and 
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Wish my hair was useful, but it's hopel 


h ul 


ain, 


she eries with flashing eye 


compli bin 


you and 


rain 


art feels 


tage | ( agg 


wot 
ih bn il 


th 


/ have 


sontie tal 
Then you should oo the Woathes Thiet 
little lamb 
(They make up dreadful fairytales and fai 
i ‘They like to think they did it) all of 


| know very well who sail 


re) 


| f Lp po ih 


wot as eels, not even when rh 


like some work in life that 


love to be Queen of the Weather and 


rai 


“In all 


ritlod by 
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Many people have been puzzled in the West nd lat oly Why indeed ? 


by occasional glimpses of we asp-walsted ladies wearing peeked by the old ones 


nonta of the imevilable everlast 


ey and young there in a fallacy latent Whiy 
the ? 


ung hens of all our age 
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What we are much more 
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does not need 
manage all the 
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ild we oldatersa feat 
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THE ANTI-ADVERTISER. 
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j}and inthe Tube 


‘LONDON CH ARIV ARL 


| ne Wspapers, “on comnibusse, en hoardings | so warm and enthusi: astic as to cause 
-l bought a bottle two | one to feel that not to see it would 


Vanious recent disheartening experi- | or three days ago, and now wish to state 


ynces have forced me more than ever to} 
the conclusion that the advertisers have 
it too much their i 
allowed to say just what they like and 
st adjectives 


use all the be 
selves. ‘Sel 


proverb, 


EXveryone else in the world is liable to| 


f-praise,’ 


OWn Way. 


‘according to the 
‘‘is no recommendation ;”’ 
they employ this means the whole time. 


have ever tried. 
They a 
; 
. 


yi dy 
about them-.| 


ink of it 
(Signed) 


+t} ‘ 
yé Don't eat them. 


unpleasant flavour. 
(Signed) 


on oath that it is the worst whisky | 
It is crude and fiery to| 
‘e| the palate, and even the most moderate | 
is followed by a headache. 


WILLIAM JAMES. 


SUPERBUS CHOCOLATES. 


They have a very 


Lucy SMITH. 


contradiction; but not they. It is | 

time, I said, that the facts, as distin- | ‘Beps anp Beppina.” 
guished from their partial statements, | New Farce at the Rioty. 

were made known: and [ therefore col- | This piece has been described by a 


lected from friends 


must 

tion of some of ag RRR = a Ee a ee ay administ rtrut! invery 
leading advertisements | lh small doses 3 
ofthemoment. | shosel i When I communi 
ordinary individuals | cated to an editor of 
with ordinary names, | my acquaintance my 
believing that the evi- | great scheme of anti 
dence would thus be the | advertising he was 
stronger; because a nor- horror-struck 
mal man’s disapproval | “Advert ements | 
is of more value than jagainst advertise- | 
an abnormal man’s. j}ments!” he gasped 

I will admit that ‘Why, that would be 
when the testimonials ruin.” 
first came in they had * Ruin!” I exclaimed 
one peculiarity in com- finmy innocence. “ But 
mon. They were all how could it be ruin 
signed “VeRR. SAP.” | when you would get 
It was not until I had | | just twice the revenu 
pointed out that in | l you get 1 first the 
these matters anonym- | advertisement and then 
ity is futile that I sue-| the reply, the same 
ceeded inexivactine the! rates for space?” 
full signatures. | Doctor, “ OF COURSE WE MAY STICK TO A FAIRLY FULL Diet. I SHOULD SAY He looked at me witl 

A few anti-advertise- FISH, BEEP OR MUTION WITH POTATORS AND GREENS, AND SOME NUTRITIOUS the pity which I am 
ments follow to illus- wey im ' Pema only too accustomed t 

atient. En—BEFORE OR AFTER MEALS, DOCTOR ?’® 

trate the nature of the __- ETI si : i Sl eS ot TE discern in the eyes of 
campaign that | was contempli iting. AIGHTNING Moron SEI rvicE, Lrp. | Men of the World when [| am per- 


THE 
SEAWEEDVI 
I want it 


to be wide ly 





LLE. 


whose honesty is 
beyond suspicion a wamber of signed | played. 
testimonials bearing upon the differe nce! so on. 

between the promise and the realisa- | 


servile 


Press as the funniest 
“ Five laughs a second.” 
Don't you believe it! 

(Signed) ‘THOMAS SMITHSON 


evel 


And 





Hore, SPLENDIFEROUS, 


known that |} 


no matter how satisf: actory the Sple ndi 
ferous may be found by the uninitiated 


and inexact ing 


: 





Acting upon the lavish promises of | 


the Transport Comp: any with the above 


misleading name, l hired aca r, the other 
|} evening, to take a party to dinner and 
the the: atre and home again. I think 


g, a fastidious person can that too much publicity cannot be given 


| be as uncomfortable there as anywhere | to the fact that we had three punctures 


in the world. 
food is inferior, 


the condition of things upstairs is a 


disgrace. There are 


very 


few 


bath- 


rooms, and no chambermaid attends to 
a bell until it has been rung three times 
at least. It is also very dear. 

I appeal to all those who want to be 
well looked after to avoid the Hotel 
Splendiferous, Seaweedville. 


(Signed) Joun Jonus, 


Heecanp Cream. 
Having been pestered on all sides by 
advertisements of | Heeland Cream—in 





The cooking is bad, th ,e | on the way to dinner and a collision on 
the waiting is slow and | 


the way to the theatre, which 

reached just in time for the Third 
(Signed) 
NEPENTHE CIGARETTES. 

I desire to put it on record that when 
the makers of the Nepenthe Cigarette 
claim that afew puffs project the smoker 
into paradise they are deceiving the 
public. These cigarettes are no be stter 
than any others ; in fact, they are rather 
worse. (Signed) James Roprnson, 

‘“‘ SWEETIE.” 
This film has been described in terms 


we 
Act. 


Henry Brown. 


[blasts which a number of my 


i moderately 


[May 17, 1929, 


amount almost to treachery. 
seen it, 1 wish to say t 
mon and vulgar, badly constructed and 
badly acted. It may rejoice Mr, T, Pp 
|O’Connor, but me it depressed. 
(Signed) JAMES WILLIAMS. 


Having 


iat 1b 1S com- 


Pracu Briossom Skin Lorioy. 
coction 


Avoid this much-puffed 
It brought me out in spots 


(Signed) ANN JONES. 


Such were some of the counter. 
friends 


prepared for me. But e campaign 


got no farther: it was 1 pped in the 
bud; for this is no world candour 
| If one would be happy or, at any rate, 


contented here, one 





| mitted to talk with then 
| - My poor fool,” he said, ‘ d 
realise that every anti 
that we printed would land us 
action?”’ 
“ But,” I urged, ou 
my point. The hake idea of the _ 
advertiseme ant camp: align is that it wil 
tell the truth. And if it deals only 
with the truth where is the Tiel re 
“Oh, my poor ba only 
reply. WL. 


n't you 
advertisement 


have missed 


fool !”’ Vis 








More Devolution. 
“ Housk-PARLIAMENT (superior) wanted for 
Shoreham-on-Sea.”—Datly Pape 





“The health of the nation gr itly dk pends 


upon the virility of its womanhood 

cal Paper 
In justice to our girls it must be con- 
fessed that many of them appear to 
recognise the truth of this dictum. 











in a libel } 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Tue strong men of Mr. H.G. Wetus’s recent novels are 
curiously alike in their disabilities—men incapable of good 
will to anything greater than themselves, men whose philo 
sophy must always be made to the measure of their o\ 
desires, men perpetually short of breath and out of tempe 
because they cannot trust themselves to grow toa creed to 
big for them. Mr. Britling was easily the most lovable of 

| thisspasmodic family. He had a certain propitious humility 
which is quite lacking in Sir Richmond Hardy, Fuel Con- 
troller, who, in The Secret Places of the Heart (CAsseL1), sets 
out to unbosom himself to a Freudian director, Dr. Martin 
eau, during a three weeks’ motor-tour in Wessex. Sir Lich 
| mond has outlived his diviner speculations and has some 
| very harsh words for the Supreme Truth which would not 
wrn up wagging its tail at his first whistle. However, Dr. 
| Martineau lures him among barrows and cromlechs until 


half his consciousness seems to be a tattooed creature 
| Wearing a knife of stone;” and then he feels better. Un- 
_ luckily an American heiress of kindred antipathies turns 
Upto rout Dr. Martineau and add a new complex to Sir 
| Richmond's already congested sub-soul. Her well-meant 
| Withdrawal is not sufficiently inspired to be convincing ; 
but neither inspiration nor conviction is absent from the 
little episode of the brass Mercury, the one glint of real 
| Sunlight that illuminates the book’s pathetically sombre 
and shifting horizon. 








On sea or land, ‘* Knaxon”’ is always welcome Sports- 
mnen of every type will like Heather Mixture (BLAacKwoop), | 


there is something in it to suit most tastes. As aenovel | 
t call it in- 
condite; but there is no denying the gusto that the author 


it is possibly a trifle too mixed: a pedant mig! 


puts into his deseriptions. He has got Lieut.-Commander 
Richard Faneett, D.S.O., DS.C., as well as any Naval man } 
has been drawn since the days of Marryar, proving in 
the act that the British sailor, however much he may have 
changed since the days of stick-and-string, still offers plenty 
of scope to the student of character. “ KLAXON”’ has a 


pleasant way with his young ladies too. Sut it is for the | 
shooting, and the run with the Kensham Hunt, and the | 
little serap with the brothers Packley that most will com- 
mend the book. Grouse-driving is not commonly handled 
at great length by our novelists, but here is one who ob- 
viously knows his subject and has experienced the difficulty 
of stopping a bird that, apparently motionless in mid-air, | 
is coming straight at your face at express speed. He has | 
had something to do also, One guesses, with a rocketing 
pheasant, and he has certainly been to school at Hendon 
or elsewhere. The not unnatural result is that Heather 
Vixture “ goes with a bang” from start to finish. 


Mr. Doveras Grant has such a brisk and pleasant way 
of telling a story and keeps his readers’ sympathy so 
entirely with his heroine in her adventures that The Single 
Track (Hurst axnp Brackett) will be traversed by most 
people at a very rapid rate. Janetta Gildersleeve, the spoiled 




















i 











Af ee eC fee 








Soe aaa 





400 


| darling of New York society, who during the War finds out 


that herown and her soldier brother's future depends entirely 
on the success of a copper mine in Alaska and decides to 


watch their interests on the spot, is a very jolly little person | 


in spite of her advantages. Another mine, which, though 
she doesn’t know it, belongs to an enemy of her family, has 
been located near theirs, and everything hangs on a race 
between the two as to which can first build a railway and 


cardinal; * Arethusa”’ is 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


| There is a delightful passage in the Rule of St. Bexenicr | 
concerning a class of monks called yirvovagi, Ov 


round.” 


The girovagus is one “ who spends all his 
ting up at different cells throughout divers pi 
'three or four days at a time;” 


[May 17, 1929, 


vanderers 


life put- 
nces {ol 
and in reading A Ney 


Medley of Memories (ARNOLD), by Sir Davip Hentver-Brarm 


| (who is only a baronet on the wrapper of his book, but 
| baronet and a Benedictine abbot on its title-page), I vealized, 
i 
j 
| 















} who will swallow any- 








establish a right-of-way. All sorts of accidents are delaying | not for the first time, how little human nature, and especi- | 
the work of our company (that is Janetta’s), and she, with | ally monastic human nature, has changed since the sixth | 
Peddar the family butler, who most unwillingly pretends | century. But Sir Davip parts company with the yirovagy | 
to be her father, comes as the new assistant to her com-|in preferring country houses to cells, and there is but a 
pany’s store in order, herself unknown, to discover some pennyworth of ecclesiastical bread to an intolerable deal of 
suspected treachery. Of course she finds plenty, and of | secular sack in the two hundred and fifty pages of his pere. | 
course she foils her enemies in the nick of time, and, of | grinations. His reminiscences are sometimes mildly amus 
course also, she marries the young engineer whose work | ing and never, I should imagine, designedly ill natured 
has backed up her own so splendidly. But as I for one | though such personalities as those which supply the foot 
would have been honestly disappointed if all these things | note to page II are, to say the least of it called for. | 
hadn’t happened, rj ; x c 7. Ps Te ~ lida To the modish crowd | 
don’t see that I have! j|whose weddings (1 
any right to keep on | | counted t tleast). | 
saying “ of course” in | luncheon 1 garden. | 
that disparaging way. | parties he attends, it is | 
a | only charitable to apply 
Mr. Sr. Joun Lucas ihis own last words o1 
short stories and} | the street arabs of Bra 
sketches, gathered un- | |}zil: “It isa joy to fee 
der the title, Certain | that these } pe ple 
Persons (Buackwoop), | whatever their defect 
are so varied in mood, | land shortcor :, pos 
tense, style, view-point | I sess at least the crown 
and length, in every-| jing gift of f 
thing indeed except 3 es 
quality, which is ani-| A buzzing head would 
formly good, that he | I think, b e fate of 
might well have de- | anyone Ww! ed to tot 
signed the selection as up the improbabilities 
a sort of traveller's sam- } in The Secret of the 
ple of versatility to get | Silver Car (JENKINS 
more business from ed- | | Mr. Wyxpnam Martyn 
| itors and publishers. | | does not write for dull 
| wish him the luck he} |dogs who unable 
| deserves. “Columbina”’ jto believe in things 
| is a fantastic and de- Mrs. McIntosh, “1°M PAIR WORRIED ABOOT THIS NEW JOB OOK WuLLIE’s Gor | almost incredible, but 
| lightfully incredible| ON THE Rep Sea. I DINNA THINK HE'LL STAND 17, THEY SAY THE TEMPER- | he can transport into | 
episode in the life of a a The sihee chsae gary WEEL, DINNA FASH YER M Mac; HE‘LI rtart went rie and ae 
| lateeighteenth-century| .. 45 wornkIx’ IN THE SHADI unum oC  pgeemave world thosedt at 


amost attractive yarn, in the Greenmantle manner, of a secret 

service agent’s adventures under the stars of both Mars 

and Venus; ‘The Wisdom of Ti Yung Sen”’ relates, some- 

thing in the mode of the immortal Kai Lung of Mr. Ernest 
| Braman, the diverting experience of a Chinese philosopher- 
| statesman who came to a deservedly bad end; * Benefit of 
Clergy,” told by Smith Major, deals with an irrepressible 
| muscular V.C. curate who was more than a match for 
| the precocious intrigues of that youthful anticlerical ; 
| « Epilogue ” is an ingenious speculation as to what would 
| have happened to Worvsworrn, Keats, SHettry and 
| Tennyson if they had been called up in a Great War, and 
| is embroidered on the theme of the imminent but happily 
| averted conscription of the most unsuitable sage of Rapallo; 
| “ My Son, My Son ...,” “ Lifeand Death of Mr. Bagg” (a 

profiteer and jack-in-office—a good deal overdrawn and the 
least happy sketch of the series), and “ The Scribe,” touch 
| the War at different angles. “The Scribe” is to be con- 
| gratulated on having served under the best-hearted sergeant 
| majorinthe Army. An excellent sheaf. To be commended 
| for general use and as an ideal bed-book for the guest-room. 


in his degenerate days. 
live down his lurid past. 


of a document of which 





“* Lona 


inaccessible castle in Croatia had possessed himself. 
only was the Karl's honour in jeopardy, but the peace of | 
Europe was also concerned. 
such a chance to show his mettle, and Anthony was not the | 
lad to miss it. But he needed a lot of carelessness on the 
part of the bad baron and a lot of luck on his own 


Skiets Victory.” 


thing, provided that we are intrigued. Anthony Trent, whose 
fame as a “ master-criminal’’ may already be known to you, 
is the hero of this tale; 
kind of loot that had such an irresistible attraction for him 


but here he is not collecting the 


In fact he is engaged in trying to 


Love, if you will believe me, has | 
come into his life, and the lady of his choice is the daughter 
of no less a person than the Lari of Rosecarrel, who had been 
Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs. 

Anthony the Eavi’s future career depended upon t he recovery 


Fortunately for 


a bold bad baron who lived in an 


It is not everyone who has 


Our Infallible Press. 


“Snort Skrrvs TrrempxH.”—Daily Mar. 
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girl who manages it is being kept secret 
for fear she may be snatched up by some 


| jealous householder. 


CHARIVARIA. 
Ir will be noticed that the Govern- 
ment marches triumphantly from one 
defeat to another. 





Che recent slump in Harley Street 
Was probably caused by the patients re- 
quiring a lot of Couéing and no billing. 


+ 





| Russia is anxious to have more ex- 
| ports from America, which is conclusive 
| evidence that they haveforgiven Ame ica 
| forsending them Trorsky in one of their 
| earlier consignments. 

| + 


‘The principal exception,” says Mr, 
| Hinron Youna in the House of Com- 
| mons, “is peaches, because in the eves 
| of the law peaches are almonds.” ‘So 


Thanks to the PosrTMASTER-GENERAL | that's one thing a sardine isn’t. 





| the high cost of getting through to the tennis racquet. Still we understand | : 
wrong number is to be slightly reduced. A contemporary advocates clubs for|that the residue can be used up as ee 
lonely women, but nothing seems to} mutton. ‘ : i 
Mr. Denrsty is reported as having} be suggested in the form of homes for i He 
described Lord Norruciirré as_ the} lonely clubmen. The real authorship of the ex-Crown ! i 
greatest man in Great Britain. It is} PRINCE’s memoirs is said to be a literary it BF 
| believed, however, that even in the face} ‘A suburban cinema advertises that problem in Germany. We understand i i 
lof this opinion, Mr. Luoyp Groner will! it can be cleaved in three minutes,”!that denials have been issued on be- | k 
| persistin struggling on. ot half of Sir J. M. Barrie | Hi 
Pease jand Miss Daisy Asn- | 
We congratulate tlie | | | FORD. zo 
| Cinematograph Com- Bagh. 
| pany that has at last Force of habit is a} Rae i 
| managed to obtain the | very strong thing ; it is if 
sole serial rights of the | said that on the Kent H 
| Spanish- Morocco war. coast the other day i 
| Lord NortTHcuirre re- 14 
Upto the time of go- | | marked that it remind- | ae 
ing to Press no news | ed him ofa Spring day | ( 
had been heard of the | in Thanet. a ih 
iplucky little nightin | wa ef ; 
| gale which recently set | | Two thousand five | ae 
i out for America to lis hundred barrels __ of | y , 


ten for the pop of a 
| cork, 


| Although Mars 


| travelling in the direc- 


1s | 


IVARL. 








Pee at a sono } 


business optimism seems to be bearing | 
fruit despite the fact that professional 
etiquette does not permit a burglar to 

advertise in the Press. 


a napiapetepa te i 


A tarpon nearly twelve feet long and 
weighing over half-a-ton has been caught 
off Brighton. The opinion in Thanet 
is that 1t was very unsportsmanlike not 
to throw the little thing back, 


It is stated in a contemporary that 
six sheep go to the manufacture of one | 











| whisky were destroyed | 
by fire at a Morayshire 
distillery last week. E 
Above thehissing of the | nite eB 
flames rose the wail of ii 








| tion of the earth at the | plist Ag Hinde y oe " 4 ape fe ay »” praia rece | the bagpipes playing a | 
| rate of 1,000,000 miles | Second Reporter. “Nriruen. He's NO POLITICS; HE’S AN ‘ALSO SPOKE.’ ” lament. : | 
[a day it will still be.” acs mane ————— . sil 
421 million miles away on June IXth.|/says a light-hearted conten porary, An outbreak of animal influenza in 
On behalf of all tax-payers we con-|cautiously omitting to give the name/| Scotland is attributed to rats. These 


| gratulate it. 
| 
| Itseems that the wave of optimism | 
| has spread to Ireland. An Irish landlord 
| 18 reported to have asked for his rent. 


} . ? 18) + 
of the film « ipable ot doing } 


b ple xion, , Savs a 





acraphist, ‘1s of lily | 
| | 


| pallor. 


ri 
a adeat 
; 


\ll thatis necessary to obtain 


the requisite tint without using powder 
The Russians at Genoa are now. is to take another look at the trades- 


insisting on a loan of £200,000,000, | men’s mont ly bills. 


This, we understand, is equivalent to 
200,000,000,000,000,000,000 (tobe con-| “I 


vy a man leaving a public tele- | 


tinued) roubles. * pl one eall-box who was quite eighty 
vears of age,” says a London gossip- 
It is announced that the duel which | writer. Nothing is said about how old 


Was to have been fought last Tuesday | the man was when he entered the box. | 


tween two famous French journalists | 








Sai ‘ 





|} creatures 


Was abandoned on Monday night. It Three London ofliee hoys se out | theory. 

1g thought that they must have quar- last Saturday to walk from London to | “F ; ae 

telled at the last moment. Brighton. It is not true that all three | “ Phere is more sive poultry - this | 

: | were disq ialified for acting w protes- | country than “eh nen re, = nea | 

“A firm of caterers in London,” says | sionally by hurrying. | pomp journal. t is only re — 

4 weekly paper, “have twenty - five | Saeste2 however that the one seo y | 

thousand pieces of crockery broken} Another epidemic of burglaries is | and that the char-a- vane has hardly got | 
every week.” The name of the servant- reported, and Lord BEAVERBROOK’S| Into its stride yet. 

a = . — sisaaenenimeicaitamtsinteareataniesatsttcianit ae 


are deplorably inconsiderate 


about not staying quietly in their holes | 
during the infectious stage. 
The Gailtian Games are to be held 
in Dublin in August. It is regretted 
that, as the festival is exclusively lrish, 
| Russian tear are not eligible for the 
bomb-throwing competition, 


An evening paper says that a leading 
topic of the moment in suburban trains 
is the reason of the cuckoo’s hiccough 
We 


prefer the more charitable indigestion 


‘ 


. 1 i | } 
in the middle of his call just 


now. 
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eg 


} : 
| success. dir ARTHUR'S re he 1s too | }actui ally urging me to give SS GERALI 
| DRAMATISTS AT PLAY : a aoe | enALD 


. lengthy for reproduction in full. The] 

| Tne practice, inaugurated by Mr. | following is an extract: 
Arxotp Bennetr and Mr. Frank 
VERNON, in connection with The Love 
Match, and brilliantly carried on by | cal profession, it must have come, even 
Mr. GALSWoRTHY and Mr. Leon M.};4, you, with something of a shock that 
Lion in connection with Windows, |Mr. OwEn Nanes, for whose ¢ 
whereby author and manager engage | ad an actor-manager I hasten to express 
in a correspondence in the Press upon | 
the merits and significance of the play, 
and debate as to whether it is in nee 


Dear Str,—Accustomed as youdoubt 
llessaretotheeccentricities of thetheatri 


. sige to purport to be a critical examination 
i ara ¢ > " 
of alteration, is about to be followed by lof the merits and meaning of my play, 


ates : ‘ ) | er : 
a number of other well-known authors i. Machanteld Cottane Y am well 


and managers. jaware ... and nothing could be fur 
Thus, with reference to a letter from 


: ther from my thoughts than . .. which 
Mr. Norman McDerworr, € sareeviinn . greatly to be de »preeated 
to identify the Leit-motif of Misalliance | Purthermore . . . and indeed such a 


with that of You Never Can Tell, and 


| 
| 


jualities | 


my unbounded admiration, should have | 
contributed to your columns what seems | 


course ... although I would be the 
suggesting that it would be an improve- last t eee . . . deep and entire satis 
ment if the play could be re-written so adie i 
as to make it possible for the parts Of} But I feel it is incumbent on me to| 
|e John Tarleton, Lina Sz schepanow ska and sav this The Enchanted Cottage, as 


“5 would-be murd rer .. _ playe | by | its name implies, is an enchanted cot 
the same actor (prefera ily Mr. Grora tage and not 
Roney), Mr. Bernard SHAW proposes | 
| to write as follows 


aw circus or a Menagerie. 
tL is moreovel entirely self-suflicient 
and self awww And I must add 
Dear Sirn,—What Mr. Norman Mc-|that commentary and suggestion for 


Dermott thinks of my plays is not of | men nbers of the dis inguished cast who 


body else. His reading of the character | interesting to their own immediate little 
of John Tarleton shows him to be a | circle of friends and relatives, 1S hardly 








his scene at Genoa and throw in a scene 
jin Purgatory as well. 
ROMANCE 
Pir \Tks and plat e ships? Sea pansy 
Soft isles o spice ? A scl ner fast 
(So tells "Ra and so says Faney 
The Roger on her raking mast? ~ 
Pirates of moonshine! Strip the tinsel 
The playhouse stuff that | y logs. 
And, shaking out or taking in s’}. 
Pirates lived foul and died like dogs 
\ pirate was a tawdry fell 
He and his cut-throats « ed the 
SCULS 
From Trinidad to Puerto B 
From Vort o’ Spa hn to ( Keys 
| They drank white rum raw 
Jamaican 
And, roaring in the ken's delights, 
They spent the loot of prizes t n 
Like buecaneers and By mites 
They took their toll of helpless sh pping 
They put about if guns were seen, 
And, foul with shell, and weed 
a-dripping, 


the slightest interest to me, you or any- | Were privileged to appear in it, however 


Rosicrucian, and his views on Lina | of such value to the public as to justify | 


Szchepanowska mark him down as ajits appearance in the great organs o 
supporter of the Nebular Hypothesis |the Press. Lam, Yours faithfully, 

in its erudest and most puerile form. | Artruur Wina PINERO. 
Otherwise there is nothing to say ex- | 
| cept to offer tle usual condolences. litself. will shortly reach us from Sir 

I wonder what Mr. McDermorr tcsnd Barriz:— 

| would think if I wrote to the papers | 
giving my views (which as a ae of | Drak S1r,—Mr. Harrison, in taking 
| fact are particularly sound) on the de bed i play, Quality ase vas ted 
| coration and management of the Every- | ) written vo you reef aining that 
| man Theatre! No doubt hewouldthank |OMly my refusal to alter the title to 
| me for the free advertisements; but | ‘ ‘alamaty Street—a concession to the 
he would say with perfect justice that public demand for strong plays—has 
| it was Raima piece of cheek on my induced him to end the run before the 
part. ~|full year was up. Sir Geraip pt 


The following letter, which explains 


‘alee ; | MAURIER ¢ » game . weites 
So is his letter to you. Maurier at the same time rite 


: urging me to introduce a scene into 
Yours, ete., G. Berxnarp Snaw. - , ; 
Dear Brutus in which he may have an 


ir Artuur Pixero is contributing | opportunity of giving an impersonation | 


to this symposium, in reply to an ap-|of a foreign Prime Minister at the 

preciation of The Lnchanted Cottage, Genoa Conference. 
contributed to orm by Mr. Owen This is the kind of demand that im- 

| Nares (on behalf of himself and Mr. |petuous youth so constantly makes 
| Meyer), emphasizing a number of | upon its Betters; and it needs courage 
| subtleties beyond the comprehension | of a kind that 1, alas, do not possess to 
| of the ordinary play-goer and throwing | grant it. I could never again face Old 
| out the suggestion that a small modifi- | Lob if I changed him in the smallest 
| cation of the play to make the hero a respcet; nor can I bear to think of 
young Red Indian, the heroine a Rus Vuaiity Street except as Wualily Street. 
| sian Princess and the scene of the play | | No, such as they are, my plays must 
a Patagonian village, together with the | remain. 





Yours sorrowfully, 


introduction of a troupe of performing J. M. Barrie. 
seals in the dream scene of the Second} P.S.—I ought to add that, as usual 





| Act, and an exhibition of pemmican- | that unruly devil, MacConacuie, is on 
pounding in Act III., would instantly | the other side, and not only wants to 
transform the play into a prodigious | grant Mr. Harrison his point, but is 


In plague-spot islands they'd careen. 


Then, 


The 


Their 


All 


As high as Haman hung thie cattle, 
And, as the tall ships wore to sea, 
The crews would hear their bones 


a-rattle 
ryve } ” 
And tell each other, “ There they be. 
Mormonism in our Midst. 

“A party of about forty, includ the wives 
of the chairman, sat down to the excellent 
repast.”—Local Paper. 

More Scandal shout Byron. 

From an article on Seaham Hall, 
where Lord and Lady Byron were 
married :—- 

* A walk is still pointed out in S¢ vham Dene 
known as ‘Lord Byron's Walk, which the 
bridegroom frequented, probably to court the 
nurses.” 


And in those steaming wildernesses 
They passed about the rum in cans, 
While most owdacious black negresses 
Did fan of ’em with palm-leaf fans. 
Then out they hauled, with shouts and 
singing, . 
A fiddler on the dirty dec 
| Lach wath a rusty cutlass swinging, } 
Kach with a halter due his neck. 
And under hot horizons lurking 
The hunted dogs of Teach and Kid, 
What didn’t die of drams or dirking, | 
Of Execution Dock they did. 


where the riding gulls ave dotting | 
grey tides that go up and down, 
carcasses would swing a-rotting, 


in the rain, at London Town. 











North-Country Paper. 
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Artist, * ER 


CONTANGO, 
An Ops. 

Contango dealings were 
London Stock Exchange 
22nd, for the first time 





the 
May 


resumed on 
on Monday, 
since August, 1914 
ContTAnco! Blessed word! 
It’s true, 
Though possibly it sounds absurd, 
I never knew 
Exactly what you meant. 
I ought, considering the money that | 


spent 
“Carrying” shares those days befor 
you went. 
| , 
| And now they say you're back 


Once more, 

Much as you were in days of yore, 

\ Except, alack!~ 

| Tl at all of us are eight years older. 

I may be rash, 

| But I suspect you'll find us somewhat 
coldei 

And less inclined to splash ; 

We've got 

Cash. 


so used to Settlement fo 


Ther seem to be 
Prevailing here and there 





YoU 


| 
| 


| Can-Paes 


| Eagles and Shells and Phoenix will ari 


Broke r an l }‘ bbe 




















CAN TAKE A REST NOW WHILE I pur IN 


Impressions that the House is filled 
with glee 
That we 
(Meaning the Bull and Bear) 


Look for a rush of business every- | 


WilCLle 
Once n 
Kafl 


re Home Rails will soar, and 
irs too ‘ 

And every Shipping share, 
and all the favourites we 


knew . 


And seale the skies 
liven those stocks, intrinsically sound, 
That still persist 
cround 
May go up with 


in clinging to the 


a bound, 
It Tay be SO, 
Although 
You never know . 
But for my part I don't expect to se 


aqancing the tal 


Merely because you're back, 
ANGO. 


7 








“emale or Lady Gardener. 


Advt. in Provincial Pape 


rHt 





i cle nt. 


| 
| 
| 


We like these delicate little distinctions. and inquire about excursions t 


| 








BACKGROUND,” 


Model. “ AAyY—tTHEN I ’sPOSE YOU'LL WANT ME TO TURN ROUND?” 


FIXING UP YOUR SUMMER HOLIDAYS. 


How to Dea with EmMpioyers. 
WHEN making arrangement the 
office for your annual sum: lay 


does not do to be too ner 





having deposited the illustrated guides 
on his desk, you might ring up ( 
()stend 


OK S 


As it is about this t yeal 
that most business cone cin to 
work out the details of 1 taffs’ | 
vacations, a few words « nay | 
not be out of place. B o the 

| directions here given yo confi- 

dently reckon on surprising 

Having made up y ; to 
when and where you would | to spend 
your holiday, and how long nuld | 

care to be away, stroll int eu) 
ployer’s private room, whistling a jaunty 
nd carrying a pile « trated | 
| ouldes to the principal Watering-places. | 
| You may find that youremplo: busy | 
- | with his correspondence In that case 
do not stand meekly in front m till | 
| he looks up and addresses } This 
lis playing into his hands. Instead, be | 
perfectly at your ease. | instance, | 
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Te 


May 24, 


—————— 
———— 


or trips to Thanet, and continue collect- 
ing useful holiday information until 
your employer is at leisure. 





be using the instrument. 
| donot push him away. Nothing is to be 
Simply 
draw a chair up to your employer’s desk 
| and write a note to the Hotel Gigantic 


} gained by being overbearing, 


| at Blackpool, asking for terms, or trans- 


iact any other little business you may | 


‘have to do in connection with you 
holiday. 

Kither of these proceedings will show 
that you have got the holiday spirit 
| upon you and it will create the nght 
| atmosphere. 
lat you and continues to stare, Say 
pleasantly, “Isn't it a peerless day? | 
' really do think the weather is settled 
at last. Now what about 
| provides a natural and easy introduc 
| tion to the matter in hand. You ean 
then launch right into the midst of 
| your subject, 

Explain that you have been reading the 
customary newspaper articles about the 
| advisability of early holidays, and that 
therefore you are thinking of going away 
almost at once. ; 


| 


Make it clear that last 
year you found your usual fortnight 
hardly long enough, and June being the 


= 


best month, you have decided this sea- | 


son to take the whole of it. Add that 
possibly this may make the rest of the 
summer at the office rather a strain fo: 
you, and may necessitate your having 
, a long week-end in July, and possibly 
| an extra few days in August during the 
| very hot weather. 
| the things that you intend to amuse 
| yourself with whilst you are away. It 


Go on to deseribe 


| your employer's umbrella happens to 
|be handy, you might take it up and 
demonstrate your new stance for a hall 
iron shot. Show your employer the 
pictures in the illustrated guides and 
ask his opinion about the different plea 
sure centres. ‘This will flatter him, and 
these men are very susceptible to flat- 
tery. You can then indieate that a 
special holiday bonus would not be un- 
acceptable. 


holidays is much better than the old 
one, where you hardly opened you 
mouth at all except to mumble, “ Very 
good, Sir; the 15th to the 28th. Thank 
you, Sir,”’ 

Do not forget to ask your employer 
which is his own favourite holiday resort 
and whether he would not like a little 
change himself later on. Remember po 


anxious to fit in your plans to suit his as 
ar as you can, and that on your return 
you are quite willing to take over his 





nn 


Possibly, however, he himself may | 


| 


j 


In that case 


lf your employer stares | 


it?” This| 


4] 0 . . 
Such a method of fixing up your}|' 


liteness costs nothing. Tell him youre | 





this vear. this will please him and 


show that you feel a personal interest 
in his affairs, 
It will then be your employer's turn. 
Settle yoursel 
Np | 
ipe, 
iI t ) ’ 
with a reassuring sinie, 


You will find 


that he will have listened to you atten- 


}will now make any comments he may 
lhave in mind. When he has finished 
vou are almost certain to discover that 
lvou have secured for yourself an even 
| longer rest than you conte mplated. 


Extract from Smith Minor’s essay on 
} 

Marmion : 

“Then followed the men-at-arms, each 


job during his absence and manage the | armed with a large halibut.” 
Concern, if it would put his mind at| We presume he meant a pike. 





f ina chair, take out your 
fill it leisurely and regard him} 


| tively, looking hard at your face. He 


pneumonia vie b new rmon comes into | 


wecording t [ry , of Lond 
says he has made this wonderful discovery.” 
an Paper. 


| West In 


i We must tell the Rector about this. 
j 

“When alm it of sight of land an aero- 
plane caught up the vessel and dropped a large | 


box of ropes on the poop as 


M. Venizelos the Greek 
patriot - 1 werpool Paper. 


statesman and 


A rose by any other name would smell 
as sweet, but we don’t like this one. 


nnection with the Flower Show com 


who | 
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, “V ; \ I if ae 
est. Inq ure if he Is going away on] Psychotherapy Latest. 
is own, or taking his wife and family| “There will be * practically no deaths from 





a parting gift to | 


| “Tn « 
| petitions have n arranged as follows: | 
| Class IL. (Open to all): Pots of (a) Daffodils, 


(b) Hyacinths, (c) Tulips, (d) Miscellane- 
ous Pants.”—Jceal Paper. 


| We had a well-matured pair which we 


lmight have entered for (d), but un- 
fortunately swopped them for a fern 
‘only last week. 
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WEST HAM AND HELICON. 


V. 


)e the many poets who tried to celebrate this Borough 
in song, few, as I have shown, were really intimate w 
Some had obviously not been there, though they didn’t like 
But of the few | 
thoroughly honest efforts there are two which I select 


to say so; some took refuge in ambiguity. 
particular pleasure. 
t, at least, is my 


(tna 


guess) In 
ETERNITY, 
I. 
How shall I ever know you 
Now, West Ham, 
Or let t 
The lives of your strange and lonely people 
Sink into my mind ? 
il. 
I have missed the train; 
‘There will not be another, 
Says the porter, 


‘Not, at any rate, Sir, till the morning 
And I, who must go 


Back to the dim starred hedges, waved | 
the sunlight 

And the scented dust of the roads 

Go down 


By the South-Eastern, Chatham and Dover Ra 


To Kent, 
Have lost my last chance 
Of seeing West Ham. 


III. 

Yet I can imagine you 

Lovable amiable people, 

Crowding to cinemas, waiting 

For news at the kerb-stone 

News about boxers 

And matches at Leyton ; 

Rough- clothed and with toil-hardened fac« 

Not caring a great deal for Genoa, 

But more “about housing and rent 

And drowning dull care of a night in the 
the gloom of a pint mug, 

Spitting 

And swearing at times, 

Making love 

And purchasing kippers 

For tea. 


IV. 
Yes. 
Vv. 
And to-morrow I shall see again 


The little tall-chimneved old cottage, 
er apple and peai bloom ; 

1d carrier Smith’ 
~ mare 
Will hinny from over the hedge ; 
But in my heart 
There will stay West Ham, 
VI. 
And it may be—who knows ?—that 
Lit large as a lamp-globe, 
The white incandescent 
Swift moon of my brain, 
Not touched by the process of time, i1 


dt 


changeless, 


THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


W 
How charming is Mr. Haron Monro } 


That will burn 


as they wheel 
In my garden at home, 


ith it Is Truth, 


And not that unknown, unrevealed, 
Undiscovered West Ham 

th | Of Reality’s Dream. 

I wonder.... 








i ees : ; 
| This strikes me as most ingenuous. Equally 
|W. H. Davies’ (or so I imagine) 
} 
COMPANIONS. 
When I go in to ask for ale 
At Stratford pubs in lamplight glea 
More sweet than any nightingale 
[he sounds of men do seem. 
| 
I rub my hands, I laugh, I smoke, 
tap my coins upon the bar, 
Like woodpecker that strikes an oak 
When woods most tranquil are. 
But when I see two men that fight 
Outside the pub for all the world 
—) As though they 'd clench their hands n 
Than bracken-fronds uncurled, 
Thereat my heart gives such a prick, 
ay | feel the wound for months and m 
I take my library and stick 
And leave West Ham at once. 
In fields where tiny daisies grow 
And throstles sing | then do drowse 
\nd often see small birds that go 
(Juite close to hooves of cows. 
The titmice perch upon my thumbs 
And cock their heads to ask for fox 
More sweet than any urban slums 
Is then my solitude. 
And say all of us. 
= Another Impending Apology. 
“His resignation of the office of chairman, which h 
he past eleven years, was the subject of a special resolut 


‘During a whist drive at 
} 


M.¢ 
fou nd that 


, Surrey, the 
then 


" ed at the annual meeting of the club.”—Trade Pa) 
| mmonds were 
| 


d ‘trumps,’ and it was 
114 diamonds and his 








From the re a of a munk ipal meeting :— 

| “After much wangling the Ho igreed by 55 votes t 
j s offer,” kina ra 

This sort of thing is often 


5 oe 
r¢ ported, 


\Less! 


done, we believe, but 





a ¢ yvinptomatie of the popularity of small racu 


Beatty, who has joined the up-river Minina Club, s} 

1 72-foot racing dinghy, in which he anticipates | 
port this summer,”— Weekly Paper. 

(nd if he 

vill 





proposes to sail her 
get a lot of hard work too. 


. 2. 3 
single-handed, 
}y 


[May 24 


As I sit looking out through the dusk at t! 


nl 


1929 


e | its 


ut 


Mr. 


wolman partner 13 spade 
| The presence of a“ joker” is indicated. 
| 
| , 1 
| ‘The chief distinct went to Scotland in seorin 
| against Wale und one of het play ei did 14 holes, ! 
rds, in one stroke.”—Jrish Paper. 
| It suggests not only grand slam but chicane as well. 


his Lords 



































———— nen 


| 





| Mar 24, 1922] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


rIt is extraordinary how apathetic and undemonstrative we are as a nation. 
of the world at his own weight, mark you), who caine over here the other dav for a auiet holiday. 











THE ADVENT OF THE CHAMPION. 
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FOR NOT KNOWING THAT HE WAS COMING 
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HIM ARRIVE: 
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Take, for instance, the case of Wally Tuff (champion 
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| ner may be among them makes my dis-|I am no longer trustworthy 

THE DEFEAT OF GENEROSITY. | cociation from them a contingency not | that breaking one’s word t 

Tus morning I received a letter in| to be contemplated. | boy is rather a serious n 
which occurs the following passage -—_| If I were to give away or sell any am doing it, (Perhaps t 

What I really write about is not my health one of those seve n tic kets I should not | thing in the ant:-gambling 1 
Lh dn eae think (fond heed aie cantante of \S0Cp & wink unfit! Derby Day. I | after all?) 

tting a ¢ shanties | Sweepsta ke tick é. like s| ould be ina fe ver ol fear that its new | don't pi eten d i" ) _be ( 
one or even two, You se en this quiet} owner would be the lucky one. For) worried by this decline in 
retreat a flutter attracts | this veal e first prize is to be greaten this decay ol ner yy Sel 
Now the odd thing is that I have had | than ever. can collect peace of mn | 
other letters to the same effect, and While I am being so frank I may as myself that if I were to ¢ 
several friends—strong men and beauti-; well grovel little more, and confess | ticket and it won, the e1 
ful women—have recently stopped me! that I did actually promise one of the! of the winner would be y 
in the street or elsewhere cia — 7 Pity for me, wh 
and have asked me to oblige leave my har 
them in a similar way Wh v| powerful an « 
it should be thus taken for the cipient 
granted that I indulge my- would haye no 
self in sweepstake tickets | Nothing but re: 
eannot explain; I don't talk would be offers t 
about them and I don’t look halves; refusal 
like a gambler or behave like more offers; mor 
one but there it is As a Whole thing w 
matter of fact I have seven. able and must be } 

Now I want to be perfectly Now, althoug 
truthful I am interested in plunging into dive 
the case prineipel y for the ing up reserves 
sidelights it throws on my void reflecting t 
character, but also for its the ill etfeets on 
bearing upon the whole ques- which the posse 
tion Of games of chance, supe seven t Kets 1S « 
stition and avarice. For the er spect ilat 
possession of these seven tick will | hy ap pen if I \ 
ets is undermining more than exactly what | 
one good quality, and | shall shall write to Ste) 
have to try very hard to in- how sorry | am t 


duce myself to endow alms- 


houses or build a chureh with 


e proceeds of the first prize 

if the stain is to be expunged 
Understand that IL don't 
pose as a nan ol any par- 


an, tor 
seryice 
eve 


generosity. le 
oe an ex 

- box 
with as much skill as you can; 
but as a general rule, when | 
have seven of anything, I am 
prepared to part with two or 
three My cigar - case would | 
be at your 
to meet. I 


ticular 
instance, 


hal F 
SHaKker s 


collecti 


service if 
carry 


we were 


cigarettes 


; 


he lucky one, ly 


rare a present 
My i ma OL bie 


; of ? » ry 
sent is, at the 





ing, considerab 
really substant 
vested, will be e: 


That is 
matter to day. 
am poor; to-day 
unfortunate alfa 


| 
life. 





Captain of S t Blk “WHA tHE DICKENS DID YOIl 


WERI 4 GOOD BATSMAN IN 


| too squalidly me 


1a separate enve 


1im in a nice littl 


| sweepstake ticket 


o ‘No ), MY DEAR CHAP; I SAID pATM ‘ : 
as much almost for others as | : : But whatshall |b 
myseif. When, however, it comes to| seven tickets toa young frie nd. (A boy, | I have won the prize and 


| Calcutta 
springs of altruism dry up. 
disappears. 
soul to whom I eould 
these seven. I should like to: 
than “No” 
acquisitiveness nd tenacit) 
fight it. You could, if you 
You could | 
any of 


lave ten times the 


these tickets. 
itself—no. Not one of them. 

sible Not even if you oneren 
absurd sum. The cl at ti 


But 


nee th 


Sweep tickets I find that the! for 
Generosity | a 
I can think of no living | 
surrender one of 
my wish 
is always to oblige, to Say“ Yes” | 
; Lam ashamed of this sordid 
vy, but Tean’t 
seemed ti 
want it badly enoug th. have my 





something very near ah 

pounds ? 

that are, Iam told, apt t 

upulous 
It may 


the responsibilit r of gre 


It is bad enough to break 
a boy, but it would be 
girl.) I promised it to him 
Inet lv uly, 1 in hh 
Step! en,’ Is aid 
words “T ll get a 
And when I said 
pared to do it 

arrived I fe 


tunately. 
promise to 


worse to a 


is mother’s hearing. | se 

and these are my | it. 
ticket fo 

I was pre- | meates 

But when the tickets | ately 

that I couldn't. It is 

carry out theundertaking; 


I can’t separate one fi 


rather! exact 
me, as it wil 
I may conside! 
all that Stephen 


you.” 
do, 
und note 1s 
watel. —if indeed he is entitled 


om the others and 


cost ol 


the ticket! send it to him, for the reasons I have = == 
Impos- already given. What he thinks about “Gr. C. B. Gelding, aged 


guess, nor what his mother | to great weight.”— drt, vm 


I have failed. | 


me an} mel daren’t 


. + > } >. l M4 
Win- | thinks, But there it 18; 


Persons who ov 


about the ways 


1 
be that when 


With that height its ou! 


1929 


I know j 


school. | 
b | 
if 
5s some 
{ ert 
ae | 


vay 
i\ 
SI t 
} 
} 
ved i¢ 
i it 
} , 
it 1) 
‘ 


part 
eu 
¥. o 
up 
ret 


1 
1 
} , 
4 al 
to bring 
f 


or this 
e seven 
m not 


tal 
minutely 


\ spend 


sense Ol 
per- | 

mn nedi- | 
l pound 
tled to 


i 
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DIVIDED AFFECTION. | 
fDr. Davip Forsyru, the psycho-analyst | 
| maintains that it is possible for a man to be 
nartly, but not wholly, in love with two women | 
j at the same time. “A man,” he says, * has 
| only a limited fund of love on which to draw. | 
! Any affection that he gives to No. 2 mean | 
| that something is withdrawn from No 


| Wen Sylvia and Phyllis meet 
And I am privileged to see 
Their rival beauties, I entreat 
The gods to lend their aid to me. 
| No eyes with Phyllis’s compare ; 
No bloom’s like that of Sylvia’scheek 
And sunbeams dance in Sylvia's hair; 
And I, in my distress, am weak 
With envy of the finger-tips 
That Phyllis places on he: lips. 


| If 1 could put the thought away 
| Of Phyllis’s abundant grace 
| T would be Sylvia's to-day, 
And take amid her slaves my place 
Or, if some whim persuaded me 
From Sy lvia to step aside 
And Phyllis, there, | chanced to see, 
| Her charms would never be denied. 
So either of them I might love 
All other tempting maids above. 
But can I hope to bear me well 
And make my Sylvia content 
lf, loving Phyllis, I dispel 
My love, say, twenty-five per cent.‘ 
Or will ny loy: ulty be such 
As that which Phyllis may require 
If I love Sylvia— not much, 
But with a dull, restricted fire 
} Will either take me to her heart 
If 1 am truly hers—in part ? 
| No! I must pray that I may find 
Some dispensation from my pain. 
| If either maid should prove unkind 
All hope of | appiness were vain; 
So now | beg the gods recall 
This form that, foolishly, I prize 
And as its vital core instal 
A aa of twice the normal size, van 
| That I) my ask the witching pair} over M 
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A hity-hity love to share. — - $$ 
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siialececotatiaiiapis to Celebrities has been form 


| INSIDE INFORMATION. LLEVERH 
| (I’rom ir Own Secre t Tlist rian.) 


Look out for an interesting announce- 


| Ment shortly. | underst and that it 1S it 
quite possible Thanet will be introduced 
and adn ited to the League of Nation fuls of verv valuable italics, 
43 & Visiting member. , 


| cond 
seeins that burglars broke 


oftlice and mace oll with seve 


recently invited Mr. Lnoyp GrorGe to} a, ened Tit 
visit America on a long lecturing tow : De ‘ 

; In view of the statements of a well- pee , 
known scientist that the world will end = 
in two thousand years there is some talk | 
of Sir Eric Geppes being recalled to | 
the Cabinet as a protective measure, 


ASociety for the Preventionof Cru lty | S 
—— — ~ - — —E —— 





perienced a very heayy loss this 


into his 


} . : Iam now able to deny the 

It would be interesting to have the!, Vet ; : sai : ia 

hame of the Independent Liberal who) yoy gic 1) "eng es Fae 
Cil ‘ ‘ bia 


Another Sex Problem. 
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Lor 
1mME was elected President, | 


beating Mr. Auaustus Jon by a hea 


My friend Mr. Lovat Fraser has ex-| «A, R. Tanne 
week, | 
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ol Middlese x 


From a report 
| Warwickshire 
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nferior in the 
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gather a wonderful 


| Minister.”—T } 


run in the family. 


Scorer."— Sporting Pape 
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MORE OF THE COMING R 


Smithson. “DOES YOUR MOTHER SMOKE, THOM 


Sniitl 


FOLLOW THE SEA! 
* WHAT is it makes a man follow the sea ? 
Ask me another,” says Billy Magee ; 
ni Maybe it's liquoi and maybe it’s love, 
Maybe it’s likin’ to be on the move; 
Maybe the salt-drop that runs in his blood 
Won't let his killick lie snug in the mud 
What is it makes such poor idjits as me 
Follow the sea—follow the sea? 
Jiggered if 1 know,” says Billy Magee. 


“ What is it keeps a chap rollin’ around 
All his life long from the Skaw to the Sound, 


Samplin’ the weathers from Hull to Rangoon 


Doldrums and westerlies, trade and ty pho n, 
Hurricane, cyclone and southerly buster, 

In any old drogher as flies the Red Duster, 
Leaky an’ rusty an’ foul as can be? 

What is it makes a chap follow the sea? 
sust me if I know,” says Billy Magee. 


‘ What is it makes a man stick to the sea? 
Ah, you may ask me,” says Billy Magee; 

“ Stick to it hungry and stick to it cold, 
Stick to it after he’s broken and old, 

Freeze in the Forties an’ sweat on the Line, 
Shiver an’ burn in the rain an’ the shine: 


’ 
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-_ ', 
ingulledb } | 
- —— : | 
| } 
| 
| 
| 
] | 
j 
Thompson {gloomtly), “YES, SHE DOES,” | 
ROTTEN FOR you! j 
Swear he’s fed up an’ keep wantin’ his wha 
Curse it an’ leave it an’ keep comin’ back ag 
What is it makes such darned thick’eads as 1 
Stick to an’ live by an’ die by the sea ? 
Search me if I know,” says Billy Magee. C.r. 
; ; 
| 
“Boys Wreck A TRAIN. 
Noticing that a switcl < was unlocked, the lad 
Dudley magistrates vesterday ordered that the « 
| birched.”— Daily Pape 
P : ; 
| If in future he does not know what’s what, he, ans 
rate, knows switch is swish. 
— 
“ Advertiser has few Bulgarian Bugs for Sale, 2/6 « e wool 
Zealand Paper. | 
And, as far as we are concerned, he can keep them. 
“SoMERSET AT LEYTON. } 
Freeman had raised his score to 53 when he was eaten, So hall th 
| side were out for 179, and the players retired for tea.”—S bape 
| In these circumstances another meal so soon savours Ol 
| greediness. | 
| “3 Gns.—Charming little Flat to be Let, at once: " 
| geyser ; bath ; gasfires *ph me: da ly maid left.”-——Dar l 
| It would be even more charming if the daily maid had 
not left. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monda May 15th. Mr. 
HarMswortu was warmly cheered on his 
return to his place after some weeks of 
indisposition. Heis still suffering from 
a slight hoarseness, but gallantly str 


to overcome it, 


Crcu 


and was clear enoug! 
when expr ssing the view that, thoug! 


the Egyptian Nationalists might cast 


longing eyes on the Soudan, it would b 
a long time before that region would 
sritish power. 

The day being warm, Members were 
anxious to know what prospects they 
had of another holiday at Whitsuntide. 
But Mr. CHAMBERLAIN bade them wait 
and see. It all depended upon how 
they helped the Government to get on 
With the business before them. 

It is evident that the 
terror inspired by the Greppres Com- 
mittee has not yet died away. 
Governme i : 
number of 
consider 


{ 
it has already appointed a 


additional economies, 
pointed attention to the vast discrepancy 
between the Admiralty reductions and 
the proposals of its former First Lorn, 
Mr. Cuampernatn begged him “ not to 
attempt to provoke a quarrel between 
Sir Eric Geppes and me;” rather im- 


? ] oi | 
wholesome 
The} 
additional Committees to| 


and | 
when Captain Wepawoop Benn drew | 


YOUR 


‘l a contest 


Mr. BripGeMan is usually thr 
er on the Front 

But even he occas ‘ let 

of humour rip Sir F. Har 

gh price of | 


: mildest- 


ully iets 1 is sense 
L, ee mplained 
11 coal. 
oF MINES suavely re- 


ousehold 
The SECRETARY 


plied that as there were several varieties 


the hon. Member might get some at 
much less than the best price ; and 


ught, “but I 
1] } 1. 
am not sure if he would keep his cook, 


ttle space to spare be- 


discovered when, hurry- 
1s pi e stumbled over Lord 
WinTERTON’S long legs. 
diately afterwards he was called upon 
to explain why the Government 
pushing. on with the Teachers (Super- 
annuation) Bill without waiting for the 
report of the ¢ 


° 1: , 1 
ing to his place, | 


‘ommittee set 
amine the question. There 
apparent connection between these two 


was ho 


incidents, but you never can tell. 

The Turk is at 
in Asia Minor. T j 
having provi the 
minorities in that region shall enjoy 


tect 


his old tricks 
he Treaty of Séy res, 
Christian 


e* 
ied Liat 


international p! on, he has deter- 
}mined that there a 
' Christian 


BEARD 


1e would 


Bench. | 


t Bench and the Table, | 


Almost imme- | 


was | 


| 
up lO ex-} 
| 


iain 


nta-going to be no 


minorities, and to that end is! an attempt by Lord AskwirH to give a 


THAT THE CONSTI . DIDN'T FIND.’ 
deporting whole communities and liter- 
ally walking them ith. In a tone 
unusually grave Mr, CHAMBERLAIN said 
that Britain had apps 
| Great Powers to co-operate in puttir 


to de: 
saled to the other 
ig 
l« + La sollte 

} an end to these crueities. 

| ‘ ‘ ’ . 

| Sir Leste Scorr made his début as 
Soniciror - GENERAL by 


Second Reading of tl 


moving 
1e Law of Property 
Bill, a mammoth measure weighing 
several pounds and filling 355 pages, 


whie 





real and personal property. Lawyers, 
iwhile admitting the erudition and 
energy of the Lonp CHANCELLOR, are a 
llittle alarmed as to the effects of his 
|proposals on the 
}coming their way. Possibly, however, 
Sir Joun Burcuer’s prophecy, that in 


volume of business 


| 
| 
|ten or fifteen years hence “ dare to deal 
| with real property without consulting 
counsel,” did something to allay thei 
fears, for they did not oppose the Second 
| Reading. 

| Tuesday, May 16th 
day for the Government. 
Houses Ministe 
| with a sort of malaise which prevented 
}them from defending themselves and 
|their projects with any spirit. 


This was a bad 
In both 


rs seemed to be affected 


GORELL, it is true, managed to defeat 


spite of the Bill no solicitor would for 


the 


h zuter alia proposes to assimilate 


Lord | 
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Protective veoloutis ing to othe Me rohandise | JOYNSON- Hic Ks and Sir 
Marks Bill; but he was not so eae L ACLEAN, Mr. SrePHEN WaALsH and Sir 
ful in his defence of the Safeguarding | Frepertck Bansury. 
of Industries Act against the assaults | 
| of Lord Bravucnamp. It must be hard | the adjournme nt of the debate. A list- 
to develop much enthusiasm for a mea | less speech from Mr. CHAMBERLAIN 
sure which discriminates between Teddy | failed to break up the hostile combina- 
Bears with a squeak and Teddy Bears} tion; and in the division the Govern- 
squeakless, and which, origin: ally in- ment were beaten by 151 to 148. 
tended to frustrate the knavish tricks| Wednesday, May 17th.—The admir- 
| of our enemies, draws half its revenue|able persistence of Lord SupELEY in 
from goods imported by our Allies. | calling attention, year after year, to the 
Lord Gorext, while admitting that the |importance of appointing guide lec- 
\ct was not “one of the greatest that|turers to our museums and _ picture- 
| had ever been passed,” claimed that in | galleries is gradually reaping its reward. 
helping to build up our chemical indus- | Last year there was an encouraging in- 
| tries it had been a great success. But | crease of public interest in the lectures. 
in the ensuing division the Government | Lord SupELEy that in the 
scraped home by only two votes. London museums alone there are treas- 
\n air of perfunctoriness was notice- | ures worth eighty millions sterling—a 


jake ___ PUNCH, OR THE 
| 
|! 


reckons 





Eventually Lord Ronert Ceci moved | 





ine ALD | third 


possibility that Mr. FISHER 
should be thrown overboard, like M) 
Montacu—was hinted at by Mr. Mins, 
when d propos ofa question about para- 
chutes he asked if any application had | 
been received from the Presipenxr o; 
THE Boarb or Epvucation. 

Mr. CHAMBERLAIN’S first words rather | 
suggested that the Cabinet had taken 
the tragic view of the transaction. It | 
was “a serious matter,” he said, for the | 
House to refuse to support the Govern- | 
ment in its efforts at economy. But | 
he quickly lightened his tone, and ob- | 
served that, after all, the hostile division | 
had been taken, not on the question at 

| 
! 
| 


issue, but only “ on a dilatory mot 
The Government proposed therefore to 
yield to the will of the House and set 


up a Select Committee to decide whether 


able on the Treasury Bench in the! sum which should make Mr. Kyorpver’s! they had broken any bargain with the 

Commons. Asked if teachers. It was an in- 
| there was any truth in (Se glorious ending to a crisis | 
| the reports of disagree- Sie, that never ought to have | 
| ment between the Home Ss occurred, for the Leaver | 
| and Indian Governments SY OF THE HovseE adinitted | 
|over Waziristan, Lord = that the Whips 1 | 


| WINTERTON considered it 
| suflicient to say that they 
| were “agreed as to the 
| course to be followed dur- 
| ing thenext few months.’ 
| ‘The PostMAsTER-GEN- 

PRAL announced that he 
| intended to appoint “a 

representative of the 






5 a 


4 erecta 





fy ON warned him of imp me 
wat Rex Wi in pe a 
EN ing defeat. Why the| 
» F, 





Government should rush 
upon their fate one day | 
and run away from it the 
next, it is not easy to un- | 
derstand. Possibly the 
morning’s telegram from 


Genoa would solve the 


: : 
| agricultural interest mystery. 
upon theadvisory council = =B Thursday, May 15st) 
of the telephone service. = : : A week or two ago the | 
Did that mean a farmer, fa. — Lords gave the Adver- | 
or a landlord? he was aie tisements Regulation Bill | 
| asked. “ Much widerthan : a a Second Reading with- } 
that,’ said Mr. Kenra- Ar. Pianne (Avnaster o Educate ies asirlen sscabctenn ath out a division. To-day, | 
way: “someone who will , “Horus of Bad Boys (Mr. Srrrurn Watsu, Sir Doxaty Mactean, Sty W. on the motion that the | 
toyipgt* J son-Hicks, Lord Ropery ¢ iznand Sir F. Ba ry), “Me. Sim —) 

represent a// interests Bill should be considered | 
concerned in agriculture.” A sort of|and Dr. Rosensacn’s mouths water— |in Committee, Lord SourHwar ved | 
Chimera, I suppose, with the head of | and would omit no method of inducing |its rejection. He was thereupon de- | 
a landlord, the body of a farmer and the | people to come and enjoy their great in- | scribed by Lord Newton as prac- | 


legs of a labourer. lheritance; he 

As the School Teachers (Superannua- | playing in the National Gallery. 
tion) Bill is admittedly the outcome of} Hytron, for the Government, 
the GEDDES Report, it was tactically | little s] y of this last idea: bu 
a mistake of the Mix 


. ] , . 
| ‘ 1 } 
Epuca-| rest, he was decided] 
i 


would even have a 


Lord 


t, for the 


ISTER O} y sympathetic, and 


| 
band | 
| tion.’ 
fought a | 


| 


} 


ithe Bill 


| 
| 
| 
| 


TION to begin his speech with a rather | promised t t the Tre usury would put | 
disparaging comparison between Sir|no obstacles in the w Ly of an extension | 
ric and King Mida T) it is the} of the vg rice -lecturei system. The ex- 
sort of joke that invites re prisals, and | pl wnation of this unwonted generosity 
after what happened this evening I can | is probably to be found in the fact that, 
quite imagine Sir Eric retorting that if | owing to the stimulus given to the sale 
he has not got the Midas touch he also | of pictor) l reproductions of the articles 
lacks the Widas ears | Gest ibed, last yea r’s lectures involved 


For, after a half-hearted defence of | little or n 
the Government's proposal to deduct 
a twentieth of the teachers’ salaries} of mingled curi sity and apprehension. 
to pay for pensions promised them \\ Wouldth nment tre vat last night’s 
on a non-contributory basis, Mr. Fisne oe feat as a mere fleabite, causing nothing 

' 


expenditure of public funds. 
The Commons met in an atmos phere 


eGove 


hearddisagreeableremarksabout broken | more than a jamais irritation, or 


| bargains and breaches of as a vital injury, 


faith from| would they regard it 
| Members so little akin as Sir] | le: ding to immediate dissolution? <A 


usually 





iMASTER declared that if busi: -men 
lhad their way they would “paint 
the rainbow with their a tise- 
ments:”’ to which Lord RATHCREEDAN 
replied that “trade must come }b ( re 
westheticism.” I should inte that 


tical joker of 


an irresponsible disposi- | 


Lord NEW rON, 


is always serious, asked 1 if | 


who himself, of | 
course, 
so dangerous, 
Lords, and DOVE 


Lords, I 


was 
Lords, the Whisky 
all, the Newspaper 
urned up to oppose it. Lord buck- 


the soap 


noble Lords had recently 


Piccadilly Cireus at night- 


both these 
traversed 


time and been variously inspired by 
the dazzle-signs. : 
Scotch “ Wee Frees” attacked the 


SECRETARY FOR SCOTLAND eae se he 





had vetoed a scheme for small-holdings 
on the site of Nigg Camp, Ross-shire; 





























Mistress (to new cook-general), “You MUS! 
THE SEVEN-FORTY-FIVE TRAIN.” 
New Cook-General. “1'M CATCHIN’ IT MES! 


em Ireland, and the failure of the| 
| Government tostopthem. Sir Hamar | 
GREENWOOD disclaimed any responsi Ol 
| bility for law and order in Ireland since | (Sv 


| the transfer « f powers to the Provisional Pa 


'Government on All Fools’ Day. The 


Diehards then tried to move the ad 


journment, but, though they once more} = /i 
| enjoyed the assistance of Lord ROBERI I 


|Cectt, they failed to get over the| 
| SPEAKER, who observed that to accept | 
| one of the noble Lord’s propositions | 
would be to destroy the W hole fabi ic Ol | em 
| the British Empire. | 
| The Labour Party accused the MInIs- | 
| sa oF Huarru of having taken sides | 
; galnst the men in the Engineering | 
| dispute by advising Boards of Guardians 
| that relief cannot lawfully be granted 


0 








PUNCH, OR THE 


HOW TO GIVE 


jand were much incensed when he de-| They 
iclined to give the grounds for his de-| Monp’s explanati 
jeision. But Mr. Munro, a dour man | sulted by the 
| When he pleases, stuck to his guns and | of the law, 
| beat off the Niggers. But thei 
| Attention was called to the continual | ment als 
| attacks upon life and property in South- | Speaker's 


; to the state 
ind to tell them. 


»adjourn- | For here at leas 


POSSESSION, 


Annex ot 
Ott 

| Yet few p 

|%0 men for whom work ‘is available.! Of yonder 


LONDON CHARIVARL 


NOTICE. 


SEVEN TO-MORROW, 


ased by Sir A.| The eager journey just to hear 

when con-} The prima donna of the glade. 

And I for one would like to thank 
The noble fellow as a debtor ; 

he hints the Yank 

through the Can neve! go one better. 


But 





One treasure 's here and here to 
Evening 


That, 











See 


: ah 


Though billionaires from U.S.A, 
Could buy us up with pen and ink, 


» still bewails he 
However much for | | 
The nighting: 


Is proof against 








The Re 


i hand when he bade his ! 
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| 
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_ PUN 


A SONG OF SWEETNESS. 


‘Oh 14 


for old Saturn's reign of sugar-candy.” 
Byron (* Beppo”). 

‘Mr. Ciutrron Brock, in a recent article on | 
‘ Disaffection,” scents danger in a too violent | 
reaction towards sentimentality and simplicity 

Those who turn too violently from sweets 
to unsavouries will rush back to yet sweeter | 
» get the taste out of their mouths.”’ 
ously the Federated Confectione: 3" 
Association were debating whether as a coun- 
try we ate enough sweets, and decided that 
we did not.] 


sweets t 


Waar ails thee, O timorous CLuTron, 
To dread the reaction at hand, 


When man shall once more be a glutton | 


For Art that is blameless and bland ; 
When grown paradisal and placid 
With generous zeal we combine 
To purge the sick earth of its acid, 
The sea of its brine? 
Though rudely the militant masses 
In menace resentfully rage, 
The solace derived from Molasses 
Is potent their ire to assuage ; 
While verse that is tender and treacly 
And prose that is inasities but sane, 
Administered daily or weekly, 
Refresh and sustain. 
Perpetual pepper and pickle, 
In letters no less than in food, 
Though sharply the palate they prickle 
Engender a decadent mood ; 
Strong spices that burn us like lava 
May pleasure the gullet of some— 
O give me the jelly of guava, 
| The jam of the plum. 
| Disdaining dictation, what care I 
If one of the poets ot eld 
The doctrine of surgi 
In dolorous dactels upheld ? 
Let us honour the past when it cheers 
us 
In peril and gloom as we grope, 
| But, whenever it saddens or sears 
Look forward in hope. 


amar 


| 
us, 
| O coiners of pei little phrases, 
O singers of shrill little songs 
Who trumpet your mutual praise S 
And brood on your fanciful wrongs 
Too long with your venom and virus, 
Your ‘bleak and unsavoury lore, 
i ave we let you bedaub and bemire us ; 
We need you no more. 


| Ignoring the truth that the better 
The health is the sweeter the 
Ye harshly endeavour to fetter 
| The taste of ingenuous youth ; 
Ye stint us of sherbet and shandy, 
Of buns and their sugary bloom : 
Ye grudge us our portions of candy 
And Rahat Lakhoum! 


We are sick of the cult of miasma, 
Of music that grovels and grunts, 
The daughters who jazz and the jazz- 
ma, 
The passion for scares and for stunts ; 


tooth, 





‘CH, OR 


Fed up on exotic emotions, 


We hanker for saccharine potions— 
| We are sick of your 
Your feverish zest in forsaking 


The scavenger, 


You shame Cloacina by soiling 





| Let us worship 


| morning’ 


| 


| 


not. It 


him, he thought 


| he thought ot his 


; her best. 


| them 


THE LON DON 


On strong and unsavoury meat, 


Thee 


cane and the beet. 


endless muck- 
raking, 
Your fulsome exploiting of Frevp, 





The tasks which your elders enjoyed ; 
honestly toiling, 
Keeps dirt and disease from our ken ; 


" } 
The trade of t > pen. i 


Ye shall fly, who affect to be tricksy 
When really intending to pain ; 
Ye shall die, and the daughters of 
Resume their beneficent reign ; 
Ye shall pass to the desolate limbo 

Of things that are foul and effete, 
And the world from Cockaigne to 


Coqui 





No more to tl 


From 


1e serpent beholden, 


tions set 


acrid secre 


in lays that 
The | 


bag of the 
And cry, all sensi 
The Norman, the 
‘Come down and 
bitters, 
pwee t Chi 


iree, 

are solden 
bombinant bee 

ble critters, | 
the Dane, 
redeem us from 


with 
Haxon, 


f the Cane!’ 


ild ol 


TERTIUM 


+ aot hy} 
} } 
Sab a bis 


VULD. 

waiting. The 
S “pea = neglected in front 
of him. He couldn't 
till he ee 


He desk 
give 
one 
other. 

She had said 
She had 


Half past eleven 
she would ring up by eleven. 
given when he 
her yesterday, to ring him up and tell 
him tin rally W 


her promise, had seen 


hether she would come or 


eant so much. Not only to 


rimly. 
‘Poor Ethel,” he 


said to himself as 
wife. “She’s done 
She's tried everything. I've 
this coming, though; 
no other way out of it. But I couldn't 
tell her till 1 was sure of és 


seen 


| B-r-r-r-r-r,. Br-r—— 


His hand le aped to the telephone. 
“Hullo! Yes?’ 

“Mr. Tomlinson?” a 
tinkled down the wire. 

“Yes, yes! Is that you? Oh! I 
was afraid you’d changed your mind 
and wouldn’t ring up after all. Tell 
me—you 're coming ? 

ox Yes, ” said the’ voice composedly 

a ve decided to.’ , 

‘To-night ?” he said eagerly. 

We arranged ? d 

“Yes. Outside Number 4 platform 
at Waterloo, didn’t you say?” 


girl $ voice 


As 





CHARIV ARL. 


| had 


} 

2 | 
Dixie lr 

| 

| 

| 


SA a pene fe 
Grow simple and sweet. ihe. Et thel particularly. And now 


| 
} 
| 
} 


his mind to 
way or the} 


there was | 


(Max M4, 1929 
“That's it. At SIX. The trai n goes 
at six-fifteen. Don't le late. I'll haye 
your ticket ready.” 
‘I'll be there,” said the voice. There 


was a click and then silence. 

He leaned back in his chair 
wiped his forehead. 

“Thank God!” he said al i, 
So it was decided, then. Phew! Tt 
been a strain, waiting like that 
That’s what came of taking things int 
your own hands 
tom of society. 


» Soing ag 


Well, 


alNst the cus- 


whether it was worth it or n 
The picture of his home « befor 
jim. Pleasant it had been, | se 
There had been a want all these last | 


| six months—as though something had 


gone away. Well, 

the solid truth. 
They had tried—Heavens, how they 

had tried to find it again! Ethel and 


had, That 


Was 


Well, that tangle was cut through, 
unyhow. The relief of it! A clean eu 
too. No one suspected > L leas 
ol all, 

He thought of the voice down th 
telephone. ‘ Bless her, e said to 
himself, “she shan’t regret it. She's 


coming—she’s coming 
He got to Waterloo in time and 
paced up and down the crowded station 


in front of Number 4 platform. Could 


ishe, after all, fail? He compared his 
| watch and thestation clock. Sixo’clock 
five minutes past—ten minutes 
Ah! At last! There she was 





they ‘d see now | 


They greeted formally and he hurried 

r towards the train 

‘I can’t get over it,” said Ethel for | 
the twentieth time that « a, “You 
found her all by yourselt 
| Tomlinson nodded, “1 p her 
| references too,” he said. ‘“ They were 
eeguty Cook-houseimaid she was in 

* last place. I’m sure she'll be a 


succ ess.” 








CATULLUS emended, to suit the mood 


of those who detest but cannot dis- 
pense with a certain pone Odi at en 
“ Again, I would saileadi the point that 
stands out. Cricket is essential 1 game for 
the young. Tate is 27 and LBrownrigg 251 
years old.”— Sunday Paper. 
BROWNRIGG's case is absolutely con- 


vineing on this point. 


From a municipal election 


“Tf elected as your representative [ promise 
yen that I will not oes neither Sewerage 
1or Water Schemes. The ratepayer during 


the past six ye ars has been bled to white heat. 
We should have liked to hear the can- 
didate’s views on education. 
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THE DEVELOPMENT OF THE MOTOR-PRAM AT KENSINGTON. 


CHRISTENING-CUP ROUND POND TRACK, 
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THE PING-PONG REVIVAL. 


THE CHAMPION OF THE WESTERN 
FOR DEFENDING HIS TITLE BY EN 
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Tue Passion Play at Oberammergay 
affects people in different ways. Most, 
after eight hours on a hard seat, are 
only anxious to find a more comfortable 
one; but just a few are irresistibly im- 
pelled towards good works. To the 


+ 


latter class belonged an America: 


German officer. 





our little differences were ove 
| gotten. 


| Probably the worthy Hauptmann 
| agreed with me that, just for the present 
| English and Germans get on very well 
as long as they do not see to ic] ol 


leach other. At any rate the troaue- 
tion was a little stiff, but t 
Was inexorable. iu 
| have both been on the same Front. We 
had not. She then tried ther 


attack. 


She guessed must 





who insisted on introducing me to q | 





She was sure we should | 
find so much to talk about, now that | 





| ‘“] think this Passion Pl t too 
beautiful. All the time I felt that it 
is drawing the nations toget gain. 
It is not as if either sid cot 
beaten 

I felt my bristles rising. 1 ‘un- 
conquered-in-the-field”” leg: which 
is now being worked so ass sly in 
Germany, has never impres ne in|} 
ithe least. 

and now that it is over ec 
i tinued, “ the sooner we forg 
ithe better.’ 

The Hauptmann thought of the 
| Peace Treaty and shiver lightly 
| I discovered later that he « e from 
ithe Saar district. Grimly waited 

Jem - Barommne | for the next attack. 
an | It never came. The little lady had 
oe [seen another couple who ne« be 
lreconciled and had left us alon: The 
HEMISPHERE GETS INTO CONDITION | relief was so unexpected that we both 
‘AGING A FEW SPARRING PARTNERS. murmured an involuntary ‘“ Gott sei 








DON'TS FOR PASSENGERS. 


“Do NOT LEAN OUT OF THE WINDOW.” 


Once, a friend of mine departing 
$y express train to the North, 
Waved his hand to me at starting, 
Leaning head and shoulders forth. 


I stood watching, lost in wonder, 
His affectionate display, 

When a bridge the train passed under 
Took his hat and head away. 


Let this incident deter you 
From unduly leaning out, 
For the Company prefer you 
Not to leave your head about. 
And, apart from meeting bridges, 
Things may hit you in the eye— 
Soot and cinders, poisonous midges, 





Or a steak-and-kidney pie. 





| Dank,” and the ice was bro! 


| Even that may be expected, 














| later, over Munich beer, we b« quite 
| For you're apt to bear the brunt | friendly on the subject of Dempsey s 
> } i © . } 
O! the articles ejected | recent triumphal progress through 
From the carriages in front. Berlin. 
> } . " 5 
Regulations are a bother— } Good News for Dentists. 
They are dull and overdone— “The bewitching lady of the bathing suit has 
But, compared with any other, | enlarged her smile, and her 1922 teeth are cal 
This 1s quite a clever one. | culated to rouse the envy of th most attractive 
| picture-posteard queen.”—Daily 1 
A Popular Programme. | “Gli antilloydgeorgiani implacabili.” 
“The work before Congressmen at present | ta i Pape 





s the constructive programme adopted at | Our dictionary does not give t 1s phrase, 


| Bardoli, preaching of the duty of lifting up . ee 
j - pgs ; . o aa it . say fe xy it a enoese {or 
i the depressed glasses Indian Paper. | but we rather fancy it 1s G 

‘ Unbridled Steeds. 








“ To-pay’s ARRANGEMENTS. | Pe 7 
Order of St. Michael and St George.—An- | From the description oi an alleged 
nual Service insides at Festival Dinner, Hotel | criminal :— 
Cecil, 7.’ “Has only one eye andad juint in 


‘—Daily Paper. 
The notice seems to lack something in | 
precision, but the general idea is fairly | We can't think how the police find out 
clear. these things. 


the other.”— Daily Paper. 
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“1I'’s) AFRAID, MY DEAR, WE’VE BEEN DIRECTED WRONGLY. TH 
HAVE A HIGH TEA IN COMFORT.” 
Sn Memoriam, 
SIR WALTER RALEIGH. 
Sir WaLTER RaLeiGH—what a perilous name! 
| And yet to you it proved no giant’s robe, 
Who lent fresh lustre to the splendid fame 
rn , 
That rang around the globe. 
The ancient glories of our blood and tongue 


Revive, rekindled by your vivid praise ; 

| Yet who so generous to acclaim the young, 
| mm << 

The makers of new lays? 


Hail and farewell, deeply beloved and mourned! 
Scholars and airmen mingle round your bier, 
Who all you touched illumined and adorned 
With high heroic cheer. 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
Ir was a sound and original notion in the Baroness vox 
Hurrey to make the Mothers-in-Law (CassELu) of Sapph 


like two charges on the same shield, by their strong national 
prejudices. But the undeniable vigour of the whole design 
is excellently sustained by its two rampant supporters, 
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| book. 


| for grace to put up with “this added cross,” 


{IS DOE3N’T LOOK AT ALL THE K(ND OF 
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groom. How these two make a virtue of necessity and 
bring about the marriage of their idolised but impecunious 
children through the means (and very material means too) 
of Mrs. R per s 

the first, and to my mind thé most interesting, half of the 
The installation of little Mrs. Roper in a salottino 
in the Palazzo Gamba, and Donna Laura's anguished prayer 
might, one 
feels, have led up to something more profound than the 
velter of infidelity, gambling, assassination, conspiracy and 


| madness from which the two Americans emerge, like two 


water-rats aur lorqrues haleines, rmto the 


sunshine of a 
happy ending 


1 don’t think that Miss G. B. Srerwn has put into The 


Room (CHAPMAN AND Hawt) quite her best furniture. At 


any rate she has arranged it all rather queerly. Ursula 
Maxwell is one of a large family living at “The Laburnums,” | 
which is further crowded by a paying guest, Aunt Lavinia, | 


la very charming and entirely selfish middle-aged lady. 


Ursula has a room of her own and hands it over to Aunt 
Livvy as a bribe to purchase her silence concerning the 


| deplorable and inexplicable conduct of Hal Maxwell in the 


and Nino Gamba the chief characters of her vivacious | 
melodrama of cosmopolitan life in Naples. The young) 
people themselves are little more than symbols of con-| 
ventional America and conventional Italy, parted per pale, | 


Mrs. Milly Roper, mother of the bride (the pelican,” as} 
she was once nicknamed for her maternal piety), and that | 
devoted dragon, Donna Laura Gamba, mother of the bride- 


; 


matter of a one-pound note, and then the scene (on which 
much detail has been lavished to give us authentic pictures of 
all the Maxwell children and their parents) changes abruptly | 
and we practically never hear anything about the family | 
again. Ursula is now married to a preposterous athletic 
sentimentalist entirely unfitted for the difficult practice of | 
monogamy. 
idea of getting back to the peaceful haven of a room of her | 
own, discrete and virginal; and, conceiving a very simple 
for a very simple fellow, invites Christine, a senti- 


She is consumed—and no wonder—with the | 


plot ior 
' 


old admirer, Sir Bartle Sandys, takes up | 


. 
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mental flapper, to their lonely Cornish cottage. The plot 
begins to work, but is foiled by the unlikely behaviour of 
the professional amorist, Louis, whom Ursula has invited 
to elope with her, with the reservation that it is to be a 
merely technical elopement to provide her husband with 
the necessary evidence. Louis however turns preacher and 
sends her home to the egregious Doug. To add to the 
general muddle of the plan there is interpolated an entirely 
irrelevant revue of the adventures of a number of shadowy 
people in quest of a house. I must in justice add that the 
parts are much better than the whole. Miss Srern is 
never dull, 





Golf from Two Sides (Lonamans) is so excellent that to 
some of us, at any rate, it will be dangerous. Mr. Roger 
and Miss Joyce Wernerep (the new Lady Champion) 
have an alluring way of giving instruction, and not until I 
have tried to follow their advice shall I rest content, But 
life is going to be difficult. Among many things that 
have to be remembered we must hold our left sides firm 





in the least upon notoriety. Mr. Ww AUGH Stalin nt is still 
a little lacking, his sense of humour is still in need of de- | 
velopment, but he has gained so wonderfully in vision and | 
sympathy that without hesitation I write him down as one | 
of the most promising of our young authors 





Miss Leonora Eyxes has given me quite a Roman holi- | 
day procession of captives in Captivity (Heinemann). The | 
patriarchal Scotch father of the heroine is a slave to drink, 
So too is the husband she picks up in the steerage of the 


Oriana on her way to Sydney; only, as he is an Anglo- 
Australian remittance-man, he substitutes “square face” | 
for whisky. Hunchback Wullie, the mentor of her Gaelic 
youth, is a prey to mysticism. And Professor A , the 
idol of her years of discretion, is dragged first at the chariot- 
wheels of Mr. WELLS'S biology and secondly at the cart’s- 


tail of psycho-analysis. Marcella herself gets implicated 
in all these latter-day shackles, except drink, and against 
this she struggles so gallantly but so ineffectually on behalf 
of her scapegrace husband that I found myself continually 




















and not allow our left ig =o aaa cama ela os a wishing f w both herand 
hips to relax and fall ai: | her clever creator more 
away if we are slicing, |constructive discern. | 
and if socketing with | iment, so that Marcella | 
iron clubs is our trouble | | herself might see what 
we must stand well | 'made forandagainstthe 
back on our heels, | redemption of Louis; 
straighten our arms in | and Miss Eyes might 
the address and hollow | grasp what thered 
our backs. There ought land what hindered the 
to be a pocket edition | |progress of her story. 
of this book, so that we | | Marcella’s married life 
can refer to it on the }at Loose nd, a squat- 
spot. Although I see | ter’s homestead in the 
troublous days ahead, | far Bush, was very 
my main feeling is one | | crediblenightmareuntil 
of thankfulness to the | | Professor A red 
authors. I have read | \ | up and started talk- 
many books on golf, | ling about “ inhibited 
| but not one of them | | thoughts’ and then 
has been more helpfully | Llost heart. 1 sub 
illustrated and written. | 1 i ES gp aa ian pee Toe ; |sequent speeding - up 
In return for all the] Es tee a aay 9 § oe mt” ; : sink “™ {of the conversion of 
good advice bestowed ! _| Louis seemed to me the 
upon me by the Wernereps, may I offer them one little | weakest part of an irritating yet far from colourless novel. 
atom in return? It is only to beg them in future to avoid 
the word “commence” as they would avoid a bunker. | Play'd-in a Box (Minus ann Boon) is carefully con- 
| structed, and, apart from the fact that Miss Sornin Cont 
I don’t suppose that Mr. ALec WavuGu intended Roland | when writing it, was suffering from a severe attack of talies, | 
Whately, in The Lonely Unicorn (Grant Ricuarps), to be | it is pleasant to read. Sebastian Leaf was “ down and out oa 
especially likeable, but however that may be I found it | when we are introduced to him, Constant misfortune had | 
easier to sympathise with his point of view than to care at | been his fate, and he was taking a most sombre vi of life | 
all for him. Jtoland, as I understand him, is the repre- | when he was pounced upon by Perdita Rav . Perdita | 
sentative of youth in its rather incoherent struggle to avoid | had a husband of her own, but she was of a predat type, 
being oppressed and suppressed by age and convention. | and to satisfy her adventurous disposition she required some: | 
| He was the son of self-respecting middle-class parents who | thing more exciting than domestic bliss. Her interest !n | 
lived at 105, Hammerton Villas, Hammerton, and, if romance | Sebastian was one in which neither she nor he could take | 
ever entered into their lives, it had certainly departed before | legitimate pride, but it did have the effect of rousing him | 
their son was grown up. Almost unconsciously Holand to take an interest in himself and to give his creator an 
| became attached to April Curtis, whose parents were as opportunity to draw many intimate pictures « London. 
commonplace as his own. Without any definite engage- | London, indeed, is the chief character of Miss Con's story. 
ment it was understood that he and April were eventually | eae sae 
to be married. But Roland was an ambitious and not too} From Mr. Luoyp GEorcr’s parting speech on the Genoa 
| scrupulous youth, and such a future as this was not | Conference : ” 
| attractive enough for him. How he rescued himself from “< Tt will SS for ever,’ he said, ‘ an inspiring landmark ¢» the 
the Hammerton net is Mr. W \UGH’S sto ry, al nd it is told pathway of aialiaieal pea my though it ion act progress 1 iar as 
with og skill. I was not a worshipper of The | the most sanguine expected.’ "—Evening Paper. 
Loom of Youth, but here one ean see liter rary qué ulities that | That’s the worst of landmarks; they will not move with 
should lead their possessor to successes that do not de “pend | the times. : 





ae 




















iin am. pe Oe 












































| oa 31, 1922.} sie ? U NOH, OR THE LONDON ( oH. ARLV ARI 421 
0 ne cerenmnnn areersaareseesam ——<—<—<——= SS SP $2 CE TST ROI IE 
| CHARIVARIA. Paso seating for eight or ten thous wn al first-timers never go back to prison. 
| 2 . ple, at Oxyrhynl khos, is a mystery, | Much is hoped from thevarious schemes | 
FirtEEN massed W elsh choirs sang | Our theory is that t ey didn’t foresee} for making the life more attractive. 
compositions at a Carnarvon musical | the slump. _ 
festival last week. And yet Mr. L ALOUD | For the forty-first time in succession 
GrorGeE, who ought to know his W ales, | The next Peace Conference will be|there were no prisoners for trial at 
says the whole world is anxious for) held at the Hague. We héar that the|ihe Tenterden Quarter Sessions. The 
peace. | -\utumn fixture list is filling up nicely. | Brighter Tenterden movement seems 
, ito be hanging fire. 
Mr. DEMPSEY 15 reported to have} ‘* Bickmore has yet to win his spurs | 
| taken to wearing amonocle. Now that!in eor ity ¢ icket, ays an eveni ig} “Oxford is literally flooded with 
| ithe Atlantic is safely between us wej paper. ‘The custom of conferring spurs | visitors,” said The Evening News last 
| venture to say that we don’t care. | OL deserving young ( ticketers is, of} week. Owing to the heat-waye, we 
fs | course, an Interesting survival of the suppose. 
| The effect of a disturbance which|days when there were no boundaries 
astronomers have observed on Jupiter | and the out-field mounte Cockroach-racing is said to be the 
is described as b Ing as if Ireland had | favourite sport at Co stantinople. 
drifted across the Atlantic. Some} “The ‘bobbed’ head, allied to the} Whatever the Turk’s fa Its, it is im- 
planets get ail the luck. | short skirt,” says a lady-writer, “ has| possible not to feel a sneaking affection 
presented a formidable nut for the! fora fellow who loves a good cockroach. 
“Baking starlit nights,” a 
says Lhe Daily Mail, “Satan SAVS A Maga- 
| “varied by sudden thunder- | zine writer, ‘made sin. 
storms which did little to | | Yes, but man invented golf. 
reduce the temperature, | Js | 
have heightened the delu-| (Fae |) cclaelielige eek wala 
sion of a tropical clime.”’ Pf Be Ame ricans are not marry 
Thts looks seriously like a | iy ing as early as they used to. 
plagiarism of their Thanet | |On the other hand they are 
correspondent. | making up for it by marry- 
P | ing ofter her, 
‘What we have we hold,” | | * 
says Sir James Craic. We} Castor oil, we read, is a 
have tried to act up to this | 'cure for many things. It 
excellent motto, but in the | certainly goes far to cure 
face of our CHANCELLOR OF | | small boys of drinking it. 
THE ExcHEQUER it is a very | Naas , 
uphill fight. “ay ; ' | In connection with the 
. ‘ a, ™w | new “ Swat that Fly ” cam- 
Mr. Winston CHURCHILL, | wd, joel we gather that it 
we are reminded by The | | every person kills every fly 
Daily Express, wore a new | LAST ECHO OF THE GREAT SKIRT CONTROVERSY. | he sees, the pest will be 
silk “ topper” to a Cabinet | Sparrow (to sheep). “Ha! Karty Vicrortax—waat ?” a wiped out Nothing could 
meeting last week. It is! 1. AEC Pe ee} YS 
said that the Cononian SkrcRETARY|moralists to crack.” “The moralists’ 
hopes to beat his own record by w earing | motto appears to be, “ Whenever you; “ New York,” says Tire Boston Tran- 
a new bat at every Vote of C onfidence. isee a bobbed nut, erack it.” | script, “ has bad ninety-one murders in | 
} | ninety-three days.” Two slack days in 
“The demand for iced drinks is! A naturalist writes in The Evenin g | ninety-three certainly does not seem 
simply overwhelming,” says The Ie |: Standard that many birds agama to | excessive. 
| Cream and Soda Journal. All we can!sing long after mating. In rare i n- | — aa 
| do is to ask The Whisky and Soda| stances this also occurs among human “Tur Five 1 ENT. 1 
z Review what they know about that. | beings It amounts to an in tax of 6d. per 4 
» | * | | alaryv on teachers, and it achers oul 
“Mr. Herman Darewski is in search| The terminatio f the Spanish- | daca 
| of a lyric- writer,” Says an evening | Moroccan War is announce sed, There! Lucky teachers! On ordin wry people 
| paper, “It is not known what the lyrie- lis no truth in the rumour that it had |it would be 1s. in the £. 
| writer in question has been up to. | been offered to Mr. C, B, Cocuran as| z a 
' la going concern Phe yer n + , : as +o 
The larg gest sleeping-car is one hun-| ge eee epee af 
dred and fifty feet long. Itis said to} ye | \ pre-historic t 1 ina New York | Nothing doing here. 
Sub the thie tor very tall sleepers. | museum is described as being too water- | = 
\ |W wn to give much information. The]. ‘The coolest-looking people were the wom 
In Ireland it seems that m: wy a truce | same experience accounts for the com- jin supinnte Same. 5 Pee ee ee 
| é c ice | sae 4 ‘ ea "hab flimiss charmeuse repe de Chine georgette 
g word igs spoken i in jest. ee ative taciturnity Of tne modern | or muslin, and thin silk stockings, they ‘ 
: \merican jenvied by perspiring men in onge 
Professor Fiinpers Petrie said i o| | eget anes Et wrt 
1 & lecture the other day that the object | According to the ( haplain of Durham | Even printers have obyiously suffered 
ofthe Romans in building avast heatre, re aol aad out of every hundred} from a hot spe i], 
Re ebieicnante crime = ates ae Bs as es ; 
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INTERLUDE. 

TrrouGH woods that fledge the sheer cliff’s ledge 

My windows watched the blue sea-shine ; 
Sea-music rippling at its edge 

Came softly up with scent of pine; 
And London felt whole worlds away, 

London and all its deafening clatter, 
And those great Matters of the Day 

Seemed, for the moment, not to matt: 


Loudly its lips The Times might smack 
At Genoa’s hopes unrealised, 
Sniff at the Premrer’s welcome back 
And write it down as “ organised ;” 
Such trifles, by perspective’s aid 
Shown to be barely worth a bution, 
Left me, at eighty in the shade, 
Cool as a Canterbury mutton. 


The good time’s gone, and here once more 
In the old streets the surge and stress 

Seethe round me of the traftic’s roar 
And-of the far, far noisier Press ; 

But still for comfort, when my brain 
With that intolerable scream acl 

] close my eyes and hear again 


The lovely little sound the sea make 


1e 


No doubt that in this state of trance 
I shirk my duty as a man; 
| know I ought to ‘‘Sranp By FRanct 
| know I ought to “ Watcu Japan; 
My tastes should run on NorruenirFe lines, 
And still, instead, I hanker after 
A south-west wind among the pines 
And ripple of the sea’s low laughter. O.S 


TRADE PSYCHOLOGY. 


Perry is the bookseller and stationer of the town. He 
does not sell things himself; he just stands in the fore 
front of the shop and comments on the weather to custo 
mers. Should they happen to disclose what they want 
he turns with a little bow, calling in a weary thougl 
courteous voice to one or other of his assistants. ‘“ Miss 
Nevins, a Church Times,” or “Mr. Green, a penholder, 
if you please.” He is not vexed at your asking him 
any more than the Dean would be if, knowing no better, 
you accosted him in the eathedral and asked where you 
might sit. Did I say this was a cathedral town ? Perhaps 
you may have guessed so already. 

" Bitton took Perry's for his text when he began his lecture 
on English trade. He and | have been spending a week 
with Pelligrew, who settled here after he retired. Bitton 
has just come back from the States and he has passed 
most of his visit telling us exactly what is the matter with 
England. 

«Our business methods are all wrong,” he hoomed. “ We 
wait for demand to arise before we produce supply. Over 
there they create both demand and supply. There is no 
push about us, no psychological sense. We never suggest 
to the purchaser that he wants to buy; we wait till the idea 
has entered his thick head of itsown aceord. Only the othe: 
| day I went into that booksh« p of yours to get some stvlo 

graph ink. They were so long in fetching it, I had time 
| to read the first chapter of this book.” He held up a 

novel as he spoke. ‘Even when the girl came back she 
stood patiently beside me until I had done reading, and 
allowed me to leave the shop without the slightest attempt 


to persuade me to buy anvthing I didn’t want.” 


i What else he doesn’t really want.” 
‘ 


| happened to arouse my curiosity and | had positively to 
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“Yes, that’s Perry’s all over,” laughed Pelligrew. 


a great economy tome. I get through quite a lot of ] 


ing there.” 


Db 


‘So, it seems, do most of the neighbourhood,” continued 
Bitton. ‘ While I was in the shop there was an elderly lad 


deep in a romance, another browsing leisurely on a garden- 


ing book, and a clergyman engrossed in an ‘advanced 
novel. Now, in America if——”’ and so on. 

“My wife says it’s immoral of them,” said Pelligrew, 

“Not at all,” rejoined Bitton. “ Perry has only his incom 
peter ce to blame.” 

“T also say it is no economy,” put in Mrs. Pel 
‘George seems to me to be perpetually In and « 

7 


shop buying rubber rings, drawing-pins and heaver 





‘ Bu 
> 


what was worse,” resumed Bitton, “w 
into the shop again next day to buy a paper, the book 


| was nowhere to be seen. Something in the first chapter 


iSk 
for the volume. It was produced from some obscure shelf, 
where it had been stowed away out of sight. Conceive of 


such athing! Why, in America my tastes would have been 
noted and at my next visit a skilled salesman would haye 


icaused me to buy the book in some such subtle way as a 
jconjurer compels you to draw the card he intends you 


} ee 
1 to take. 


* All the same you did buy the book,” I remark« 

“ My fault, not Perry's,” protested Bitton, and then Went 
on about national degeneration and racial decay 

“ By the way, Pelligrew, have you any luggage-labels 
unong your purchases?” | asked, for our visit was to end 
next day. 

It turned out that he had none, so I put on my hat and 
hurried down to Perry's. 

It was just closing time as I arrived. The shutters were 
ip but the door was still open. Mr. Perry was not at his 
accustomed station, but I could catch his voice from some- 
where in the back addressing his assistants. As I stood 
invisible in the darkened shop I could overhear his remarks. 

“Miss Nevin,” he was saying in his courteous weary 
way, “you might remove that gardening book from the 
‘counter. I think Miss Wilkinson is suflicient!y intrigued 
now to buy when she finds it out of her reach. Mrs 
Maitland’s novel? No, don’t move it yet. Wait till she 
vets to the letter from Australia about the other husband 
Oh, Mr. Green’’—here Mr. Perry’s voice sank, but not so 
low as to be inaudible—* put out another novel for Canon 


Saldow. He has finished * Fleshings.” What do you say? 
No, no, he won't buy. He couldn't allow such a book to 
be seen in his house. But I see his stationery account fon 


last month is quite satisfactory. Make a note too of books 
he samples and order extra copies from the publishers 
Remember the boom last year after his Lenten Address on 
‘Pernicious Literature ...’” 

An inadvertent movement on my part att vcted Mr 
Perry's attention, and he sent an assistant to inquire my 
wants, so that Iheardno more. But I had heard enough 
to convince me that Mr. Perry's sense of psyel logy 1s 
acuter than Bitton in his cleverness supposes, and that oul 
race 1s not so decadent after all 





“Wanted a second hand baby or a small cabin i goou 


ondition Y.W.C.A. Educational Department.” —( 


The Y.W.C.A. is evidently crazy for music of some kind. 


At Limavady, county Londonderry le repr rted he was t verit 
£40,000, and believing this a lady advanced him £1,000 t got six 
n ths’ hard labour.”—-Provincial Paper. 


We dare say it served her ri 





sht, but it seems a little rough, 


lall the same. 
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Jonx Buin. “ WHAT PRICE ‘ECONOMY’'?” 

Booxiz. “HUNDRED TO ONE—TO YOU, SIR.” 

Joun Buus. “ WELL, I'VE BEEN LOSING ON ALL THE FAVOURITES LATELY; I THINK 
| I’LL HAVE A FLUTTER ON THAT.” 
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[May 31, 19: 


to 
to 





a aed 
“ Ys 
~S 
eS 

Se As SV 
| THAT CHARMING WIDOW, MRS, GOLIGHTLY, IS MAKING ONE OF THOSE NICK LONG CRAZY PAVEMEN| 
| PATHS, AND SHE GETS A FEW MEN FRIENDS TO HELP HER. 
} TS SS LT SS — oe assent nengstensnangeeneennaStaapstnn=enasSaSSNE SSR 
tressing alah int had neglected to shell-fish immediatel before bathing 
Z y @ bal ! 
HYGIENIC BATHING. take out the special insurance policy | as to any other cause. I cannot there 
' 


(Ly our Medical Correspondent.) 


| ‘Tue mania for frugality, not to say 
| miserliness, by which large sections of 
the community are infected to-day, ad- 
Not theleast 
remarkable is the article on “ Fitting up 
‘ which appeared in a 
recent issue of The Daily Chronicle. We 
do not quarrel with the writer on the 
its timeliness is 
beyond dispute. But we cannot too vig- 
orously protest against the underlying 
assumption that a charming and useful 
hut can be bought out of Government 

y. Itis 
| an insult to the dignity of Marine Bal- 

| neotherapy to suggest that adequate 


mits of many illustrations. 


| the Bathing-hut ’ 


choice of his subject; 


surplus stock more or less cheaply. 


provision for the comfort and safety of 
bathers can be made without a con- 
iderable outlay. Sea-bathing, with 
proper precautions, is one of the most 
potent aids to the maintenance of 
health; but it would be foolish to 
_ minimize the dangers by which it is 
beset. . Within the last fortnight there 


| has been an epidemic of Gongoristic | 
| pseudo-thrombosis amongst the visitors | 


of a well-known seaside resort on the 
| South coast, which has been traced to 
| the presence of an unusually 
number of acalephe. It will hardly 
be believed, and yet it is true, that 
several of those afflicted by this dis- 


large 


covering disablement from the stings 
of the jelly-fish and other deleterious 
and anthropophagous denizens of the 
deep. 

This episode brings me at once to 
the first and most paramount desi- 
deratum of a well-equipped marine 
pavilion-—a medicine-chest stocked with 
styptics, glyptics, antiseptics, antica- 
taleptics, restoratives and, in fine, all 
the best specifies against the toxic 
influences to which bathers are sub- 
ject. The writer rin The Daily Chronicle 
does speak of “a small medicine cup- 
board,” but unh: appily suggests 
perversion from its true function 
become a receptacle for spoons 
and other tea-table equipment. These 
I need hardly say should be relegated 
to a special annexe or pantry. I would 
also strongly recommend the addition 
of asmall operating theatre, where per- 
sons suffering fromshark-bite or wounds 
inflicted by the octopu 
jany of the 


its 
to 
, knives 


, porbeagle, or 
marine t/a) atopl 
| be dealt with on the pot 

CRATES remarks, it is well to 
pared for all emergencies. 
an inscrutable element, and the return 
of influenza, if and when it comes, is 
quite as likely to be due to the infective 
influences disseminated by an undue 
indulgence in crabs, lobsters or other 


{ could 
Hirpo- 
ha 


iad 





fore too emphatically reiterate the warn- 
ing that I have so frequently ingemin 


ated in these columns and impress upon | 


my readers that immediately on the 
appearance of any disquieting symp 
toms they should at once go to bed and 


send for a doctor. 
mm: ® } ; 
This brings me to the second gr 
desideratum of the ideal bat hing hut 


a comfortable bedroom witli an electric 
kettle, hot-water bottles te ull the 
necessary requirements for keeping the 
patient warm and comfortable until the 
arrival of the specialist from Harley 
Street. Local practitione: e seldom | 
capable of dealing effectually wit! 
ous balneo pathological cases, orl el 
any cases indicating an acute poly sy lla 
bie cachexia. It follows therefore that 
the exemplary marine pavilion uld 


be equipped with an aerial ap paratus 
for transmitting urgent mx ‘ 
principal medie al centres, 

The literary equipment of the oxem 
plary bathing man 


1oOn it is tarp 





The sea is | 


and more hone t to abandon the ruiicu 


lous word “hut ’—stands next imiinp 
I } 
ance, ‘I B geek inar hooks Is 1 Cas) 
{ 
matter, for while the conditions are nol 


exactly favourable for concentrated men 
tal effort it ought to be our aim to strike 


@ austere 
who 


balance between t! 
the frivolous. 


a judicious 


and Bathers are 











in our bathing library 


| proof binding 1, Se 


| is reported to have escaped from ship 


choice of heavy books 


lof the Eneyclopedia 


| muzzling of millionaires, may be 


} 





| 
| depress the head even to the point of | 


M AY 31 


| threate med with encephalitis lethargica 
may safely embark on the perusal of 
stimulating and expergiscent literature. 
On the contrary thos = shen wlaner's symp. | 
toms of megalomania of the cyclonic o1 
Carmelite type should avoid inflan ima. | 
tory fiction. 
1 recommend that 


all books included 
should be printed 
on waterproof paper and with water 
>that they can be read 
while we are swimming. Junius Cassar 
carrying the MS. of his Comomen 
if my 


wreck 


taries in his hand or, memory 


serves me aright, in his mouth, It is 
now possible, by the use of an appar 
atus strapped to the shoulders and 
provided with a projecting book-rest, 


to keep one’s hands free for swimming 
and yet peruse the printed page with 
out any apprehension of loss 
should not, however, recommend 





| 

| | 
the | 
e.g. the volumes | 
Britannica 


lis 


fon 
aquatic reading, as they might tend to | 


suffocation, But pamphlets or short 
biographies of famous swimmers, such | 
as Leanper, or of famous 3 plungers like | 
the Jubilee Juggins, or sparkling bro 
chures like those of Lord Th: inet on the | 
com 
mended without reserve to the studious | 
bather. 

Needless to say Balnearium 
should be amply provided with writing 
materials to jot down thoughts, reflec 
tions, scenarios for novels or plays, un 
solicited testimonials to the taste and | 
enterprise of the greatest of newspapers, | 
or passionate protests against the mad- | 
ness of incompetent Ministers. A play 
room with a gramophone, a_ billiard 
table and a ping-pong set is scarcely less 
indispensable. 

One word of warning in conclusion 


our 


| Eat oysters if you will, but do not take | 


| old brandy in large quantities imme- 





“The musical drive by a battery in the 
| rocket group of the Royal Horse Artillery, the 
men being in handsome full dress of the Horse 
Guards, was be autifully carried out, and will 
be a striking event during the coming fort 


diately afterwards. On this point, at} 
any rate, all Balneotherapists are abso | 
lutely unanimous. ven the most ivon | 
constitutions are unable to cope with | 
the conse quences. In the luminou 5 | 

| 

| 


phrase of the late Sir ANprew Crank, 


“Nature forgives but she never for 
gets;"’ but in this case she neither 


lorgives nor forgets. 








At the Royal Tournament :— 


night,"—Evening Paper. 

Better still was the rope-climbing dis 
play by troopers of the Horse Marines 
in the full-dress uniform of the Argyll 
and Sutherland Highlanders. 
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Sas 


Fast Bowler (guest at country house, about to retire for the night), “Wri cavaur, 
Sin. Wie COULD HAVE DONE WITH YOU IN THE SLIPA TO-DAY.” 
And so are furnished day by day 


PASSENGERS 
SIGNAL. 


DON'TS FOR 
Tue ALARM 
WHEN next you travel in 
Observe the tantalising chain 
Stretched taut below the ceiling 
And, if you feel your fingers itch 
To give it, the merest twitch, 
Hradicate the feeling. 
For it, 
And warns 
wrong 
And wakes the Engine-driver ; 
And, if they find you not in pain, 
But smiling and as right as rain, 
They ‘ll touch you for a fiver. 
That chain is specially put there 
To catch the unsuspecting fare 
And mulet him of his money ; 


i train, 


oh, 


the chain, runs right along 


the Guard that something's 


What dividends the Railway 3 pay ; 
It is their erude commercial way 
Of being rather funny, 


“Our Miner Ma 
A boinb thrown at the home 
miner destroyed his mots 


NETS, 
ofa Pennsylvania 
rear,”"—Seolch Paper. 
The consequence, we suppose, of his 
fatal attraction. 

“ Brooklands obviously has much in com 
mon with the sport of horse-racing. There is 
the paddock, the where the iron 
steeds are sheltered, the parade to the starting 
post, the starting bell, and then off goes the 
limit ’ bus, soon picking up speed, with the book 
makers roaring uit,” Sporting Pape 


* boxes 


ih pur 


usual to see the crowd roaring in pu 
suit of the bookmakers. 





But surely on a race-course it is more 
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WEST HAM AND HELICON. 
VI. 
| rorGoT to mention when speaking of motor-buses that 


there was also a poem in this garland entirely devoted to 
trains. 


| by Mr. Joux Datxkwarter (in his lyrical, not his dramatic, 


vein) ; 
in an evening paper stating that machines were practically 
the ruin of poetry. Poetry, so far as 1 remember, repre- 
sented the spirit of man in conflict with his environment, 


which tended always to become more monotonously 
mechanical, 


for once to have found a beauty, nay even a soul, in our 
most popular system of transport. It is called (rather 
gloomily, I think) 


Dearu. 
Trams, 
Huge electrical trams, 
Fulfilling designs, 
Moving swiftly along, 
By the power of machinery sped, 
Upon lines; upon lines, 
Lest ye ramble away from the road and do harm, 
As ye might if ye only held on by an arm 
To the wires that are hung 
Overhead, 
Very craftily there overhead. 


All the day ye ge on, 

And long alter the end of the day, 

Till the sound of the taxis has gone 

And the drone of the dray. 

Wearied out at the last, you repose 
Unaffected by cares, unacquainted with woes, 
Huge electrical trams in the sheds 

Where they put you away; : 

But when dawn bids you back from your heds 
Ye obey. 


And we ride 

Without care 
On our way 
On the top, or it may be inside, 

Every day, 

ittle thinking, so lovely ye are and so fair, 
That this beauty in time must decay. 

We remember it not 

Nor reflect that these cars, even these, 
Indescribably sweet, 

Where we rest with luxurious ease, 
Writing odes without very much plot, 
Must, like men, become o!d, gct effete 
And be swapped by the Council at last 
For a brand-new and up-to-date fleet. 


They must rot, 
All their loveliness past, 


‘THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


It is the more remarkable, because I believe it to be 


and Mr. Drinkwarer quite recently wrote an article | 


Out of respect however, as I suppose, to the 
susceptibilities of West Ham folk Mr. Drinkwater seem: | 


[May 31, 1922, | 








I cannot refrain from appending a pleasant little poem, | 
which, if it isnot Mr. Epmunp Buunpen'’s, has at least some 
of his passion for detail, delight in sibilance and sympathy 
with lowly lives :— F 

THe Cigarette GATHERER. 
Now all the lispering runnels are dried up 
That swilled the orts and refuse in time of rain; 
| Down the hutched gateway hollowed like a cup, 
| Match-sticks strew gutters and chaff cheats the drain, 
| 
| 





The dog-day sun now pitilessly glares, - 
Street-lightning flickers from crossed rails of trains 

Putfs powder noses. Newsboys bleat their wares 
Shrill as to browsing yoes baa food-foiled lambs. 


Stewed asphalt softens. Barrow-trundlers ply 

Good trade for scoop of tongues from horn twist rol! 
Butchers beat off the blackening thunder-fly 

From meat; in houses gas replaces coal. 


But out in that dry gutter sloven and bent 
The old fag-gleaner still goes channering * on 
With pale blotched face and in his hat a dent 
And coat green-slimed as sluice when mill-flood’ 
gone. 


f 


Holding an elmen stick in knarréd * hands 
He mucks and mouches, prodding here and there 
Mongst pips and paper, heedless of what brands 
The found stumps be; to him they all are fair. 

















vor. 
* L wonder Loo, ae 
THINGS PEOPLE MIGHT SAY. 
(After the manner of our Contemporaries. ) 


| ‘Seotland is dearer to me than ever, but prices will fall 
| some day.” —Sir Harry Lawler, 


| “ Who is Mr. Liuoyp GrorGe?’”’—AMr. Justice Darii 


“Wherever the English language is spoken there you 
| will find one of my cars ... and what language too.” 
Vr. Henry lord, 


“The optimism of Lord Braversrook is the most pessi- 
| mistic thing I have ever noticed,”—Mr. George Bernard 
| Shaw. 

“There is a good time coming, although it is a good 
time coming.” —Mr. Jack Jones, M.P. 


y ‘ ,: | 
| ‘Watch Japan—and Mr. Luoyp GrorGer, and if you are 

too busy put your watching out to be done by The Daily 

Mail.”’—Lord Northelifie. 


“ Houses will go up when building materials come down.” | 
Sir Alfred Mond. 


“Do right and fear no man. Don’t write and you will 
| never hear the last of it.”’—Zhe Poet-Laureate. 


“Cheer, Boys, Cheer.”—Dean Inge. 











“ With the addition of nine suns Shepherd was bowled.” 





All their beauty be wrought 
Into kettles or something like that 

Hidden deep from our thought; 

Till one day, on the kerb as we chat, 

A strange shape not the shape that we know 


Heaving suddenly into our sight, 
We shall hail the conductor, “ What ho! 
A new service. But where is the old ? | 
Has it passed into ultimate night?” 


We shall ask. But we shall not be told. 


: - | 
Evening L’ape 
| 


We deeply sympathise with SHEPHERD, 


For ourselves, one 
was enough to bowl us over. 


a 





| 
“(Q.—To what medals am I entitled? Enlisted in the Sh d | 
Foresters, T.F., March, 1909; went to France February, 1915; 
iissioned November, 1917; demobilised November, 1919. | 
A.—As you did not complete at least one month’s service on an 
offensively armed ship at sea before November 11, 1918, you are not 
| 


| entitled to prize money.”—Evcening Paper, 


There's always a catch somewhere. 











: | 
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MANNERS AND MODES FOR THE YOUNG. 


DERBY ON THE BROAD WALK? 
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WEST HAM AND HELICON. 


VI. 


I rorGoT to mention when speaking of motor-huses that | 


there was also a poem in this garland entirely devoted to 
trams. It is the more remarkable, because I believe it to be 
by Mr. Joux Drinkwater (in his lyrical, not his dramatic, 
vein); and Mr. Drainkwaren quite recently wrote an article 
in an evening paper stating that machines were practically 
the ruin of poetry. Poetry, so far as | remember, repre- 
sented the spirit of man in conflict with his environment, 
which tended always to become more monotonous!) 
mechanical, Out of respect however, as I suppose, to the 


susceptibilities of West Ham folk Mr. Drinkwater seem- | 


for once to have found a beauty, nay even a soul, in our 
most popular system of transport. It is called (rather 
gloomily, I think) 


Dearn. 
Trams, 
Huge electrical trams, 
Fulfilling designs, 
Moving swiftly along, 
By the power of machinery sped, 
Upon lines; upon lines, 
Lest ye ramble away from the road and do harm, 
As ye might if ye only held on by an arm 
To the wires that are hung 
Overhead, 
Very craftily there overhead. 


All the day ye ge on, 

And long after the end of the day, 

Till the sound of the taxis has gone 

And the drone of the dray. 

Wearied out at the last, you repose 
Unaffected by cares, unacquainted with woes, 
Huge electrical trams in the sheds 

Where they put you away; : 

But when dawn bids you back from your beds 
Ye obey. 


And we ride 

Without care 

On our way 

On the top, or it may be inside, 

Every day, 

Little thinking, so lovely ye ave and so fair, 
That this beauty in time must decay. 

We remember it nol 
Nor reflect that these cars, even these, 
Indescribably sweet, 
Where we rest with luxurious ease, 
Writing odes without very much plot, 
Must, like men, become old, get effete 
And be swapped by the Council at last 


u 


For a brand-new and up-to-date fleet. 

| 
They must rot, 
All their loveliness past, 
All their beauty be wrought 
Into kettles or something like that 


Till one day, on the kerb as we chat, 
A strange shape not the shape that w« 
Heaving suddenly into our sight, 

We shall hail the conductor, * What ho! 
A new service. But where is the old ? 
Has it passed into ultimate night ? 
We shall ask. 


Hidden deep from our thought; 
| 
| 
| 


But we shall not be told. 


| Mail.” 


was enough to bowl us over. 
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I cannot refrain from appending a pleasant little poem, | 
which, if it isnot Mr. Epmunp Buunpen’s, has at least some 
of his passion for detail, delight in sibilance and sy mpathy 
with lowly lives :— ; 

THe CicgarRet?e GATHERER. 
Now all the lispering runnels are dried up 
That swilled the orts and refuse in time of rain; 
Down the hutched gateway hollowed like a cup, 
Match-sticks strew gutters and chaff cheats the «) 





win, 


The dog-day sun now pitilessly glares, - 
Street-lightning flickers from crossed rails of trams 

Putfs powder noses. Newsboys bleat their wares 
Shrill as to browsing yoes baa food-foiled lambs. 


Stewed asphalt softens. Barrow-trundlers ply 

Good trade for scoop of tongues from horn twist roll ; 
Butchers beat off the blackening thunder-fly 

From meat; in houses gas replaces coal. 


But out in that dry gutter sloven and bent 
The old fag-gleaner still goes channering * on 
With pale blotched face and in his hat a dent 
And coat green-slimed as sluice when mill-flood ’: 
gone, 
Holding an elmen stick in knarréd * hands 
He mucks and mouches, prodding here and there 
Mongst pips and paper, heedless of what brands 
The found stumps be; to him they all are fair. 


ISVoOr. 





» i wonder Loo, 
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THINGS PEOPLE MIGHT SAY. 


(After the manner of our Contemporari: 5.) 





‘* Scotland is dearer to me than ever, but prices will fall 
some day.” —Sir Harry Lauder. 


“Who is Mr. Luoyp GrorGe?’’—Mr. Justice Darling. 


‘Wherever the English language is spoken there 
| will find one of my cars... and what language too. 


Mr. He nrY lord, 
“The optimism of Lord Beaversrook is the most pessi- 


mistic thing I have ever noticed.”"—Mr. George Bernard 
Shaw. 


you 


“There is a good time coming, although it is a good 
time coming.” —Mr. Jack Jones, M.P. 

“Watch Japan—and Mr. Luoyp GrorGer, and if you are 
too busy put your watching out to be done by The Daily 
Lord Northeliffe. 

“ Houses will go up when building materials come down.” 

St Alfred M nd. | 

. . . . ' 

“Do right and fear no man. Don’t write and you will | 
never hear the last of it.”—Zhe Poet-Laureate. 

* Cheer, Boy s, Cheer.’’—Dean Inge. 








“ With the addition of nine suns Shepherd was bowled.” 


We deeply sympathise with SuerHerD. For ourselves, one 





*Q.—To what medals am I entitled? Enlisted in the Sh a 


| Foresters, T.F., March, 1909; went to France February, 1915 
| missioned November, 1917: 


| 
demobilised November, 1919. | 
A,—As you did not complete at least one month’s service on an 
offensively armed ship at sea before November 11, 1915, you are bot 


| entitled to prize money.”—Evening Paper. 


There ’s always a catch somewhere. 

















__ PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


































Wy hi, 
y YY, Ah), fy 
A hy EY, vf Wi) 


ty, , / Vij Hijy Sif Wj i 
Vip iff, YH, Ki} i WY My ifs) 
Aff / YL 4) fii iy 

, tf i Yd j Wit di jj 





Yi) Hy yy 

i /4 Mh if 4f, 

AW EY 
HY ALM 
MAES ML a) 
Nit My fi a Uy) i WY 


‘ 
} 
if 

{ 








MANNERS AND MODES FOR THE YOUNG. 
WHY NOT A JUVENILE DERBY ON THE BROAD WALK? 
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st iaaiininn ADVENTURE. = ‘Henry,’ 1 said, h urriedly sitting up} It isa burglar,’ ’ I gasped. Bal as 


lin bed ands witching on the light, “wake!| Henry turned to go out of the room 
“My new young man,” said Eliza-| up! I’m sure there's a burglar down- jagain | intercepted! him. “ You shan’t 


Rit 





a | 


beth, pausing to breathe hotly andj stairs; I heard ryeror movements.” )s° « down,” I whispered; “he might kill | 
gustily on the tumbler she was polish-| Henry gave . profound sigh of re- | you. Let him take what he likes a long | 
ing, ‘is wot you'd call a one,” | signation and rose to put on his dress- {i us i doesn’t hurt us.” 
“The right one at last, I hope,’’ I} in; sina “Say no more, my dear, ‘| Henry stared. “Then why have you 
said politely, though I felt my voice he put in; “it is no use reminding you | been m aking me go down and Jook { 


lacked enthusiasm. I am a fair be-| of formeroccasions when you have heard 
liever in perfect understanding between | the same ste ut hy movements—always 
mistress and maid, and I have (/———— = 
always encouraged Elizabeth's | 

artless confidences. But when | a, 
she launches on the subject of | 

her young man a sort of pulse- 
less inertia descends on me, and | 
[ would fain divert the conver- 
sation. So quick-changing are | 
her love affairs that I have long | 


burglars all these years?” he demanded 
“ But women are beyond me.” 

= 1. He now went into his dre 
jing-room and returned with ; 
| Army service revolver, unloaded 


but warranted to click. “'Thj 





with satisfaction. 

“Henry,” I said, now in 
frenzy at such desperate action, 
‘you shan t gO ciel alone at 


ago lost count of the characteris- | any rate! Wait amon “oa 
tics of the Bobs, Joes, Erbs and | breathlessly Ida hed i Into o Bliss 
sills that have caught Eliza- | beth’sroom. Elizabethisnot what 
beth’s fancy. you wouldeallalight sleeper, but 

“We will have apple fritters so vehement was my shaking it 


for a sweet to-night,’ [ began, 
choosing an impersonal topic. 

“Fritters? Orl right, ’m 
Talkin’ o’ fritters, you orter see | 
the way my new young man frit 
ters away ‘is money——flings it 
about as if if was water, ’e does.” 

“Ts he drawing the unemploy 
ment dole, then?” | inquired 
with cold sarcasm. 

“'’Im!” Elizabeth drew her- 
self up proudly. “'I'd scorn to 
do it. Why, ’‘m,’e's a gentle 
man—'e wears a ruby scearf-pin | 
an’ three rings on ‘is fingers with j 


| proved instantly effect 
“CO ee at once,” I whis 
pered; “there's a burglar in 


| the dining-room. I want you to 
| he lp Master and n 


| With him.” 
| 


? 


beth’s comforting assurance. 
| I dashed back on the landing 


}in time to see Henry, resolute 
and indomitable, descending the 


him to the dining-rcom. He 


wv I fire!’ commanded Henry. 


an’—an’ a tall at an’ frock-coat | 
with brown boots on Sundays,” | 
she finished breathlessly. 

[ looked at her reproachfully. 
I am not sure if love of exag- 
geration is a general character 
istic of the Cockney character, 
but Elizabeth possesses it in a 
marked degree. 

“'E’s got a motor-car, too,” \ aes a oe 
she wenton, clinging tenaciously PP YOr“AeE 
to her topic. ; rd 

* You should never believe ail ; 
that young men tell you,” I sail “CURIOSITIES OF LITERATURE.” 
“IP WINTER COMES.” 


Lots of stories like this end up 
Ih Vy its being the cat, of a neigh- 
bour coming into the wrong 
house by mistake, or a police- 
inan trying the window. But 
wouldn’t have brought you all 
| this way for nothing. 

| The room was in the wildest 
| disorder; all the contents of the 
sideboard, cupboard and drawers 
were turned out, the old bureau 
in the corner was rifled and its 
contents ‘mainly rejected arti- 
cles — were strewn about the 
floor; and in the midst of it all 


. 7 OE Ne aces — - — ____! stood our burglar, taken by sur- 
“Well, , l’m sorry if that’s been | on the coldest nights in the year 





with emphasis; “they are not to 
be cos all ' 


—and| prise and sullenly holding up his 
your experience, but p’r'aps they're! | have searched the house from cellar} hands. 
different now from wot they use vcd to be. | to attic——” | “The fact is you've come to the 
An’ ’Arold didn't only tell me ’e ’ad a “Take the poker with you, dear,” I| wrong house,” said Henry, and I firmly 
motor-car-—-I see ‘im in it with my own | said soothingly : | believe he was actually enjoying the 
eyes. An’ theclothes’e's got,’m—why,| “ Pshaw!"’ said Henry, and went out| situation. ‘You see, we haven't av) 


I beleeve 'e ’s got a different ‘at an’ pair|on the landing. A silver, nothing that you could melt 


o’ trousers for overy day in the week!” | returned and I saw that the apathy | down, and no valuables that you could 


moment later he| 

“Absurd creature,” I murmured,} had died out of his face. | 
i 

} 

| 

| 

{ 


ili lf s ef itehen. | “ ‘ ” : . 
smiling to myself as I left the kitchen. | You're right for once,” he said with 


I was not to know the awful effect of | 


N suppressed excitement; “there 's a light 
Elizabeth's exaggerations until later. 


er—colleagues, so that my wife will be 
coming from under the dining-room 


| satisfied that you ‘re not likely to visit 
* ‘ door, and J think us in future?” 





will scare him anyway,” he said | 


e to grapple | 


“T’ll claw ’im,” was Eliza- | 


stairs. Trembling I followed | 


flung open the door. * Hands up | 


| 


| Yes, it really was & burglar. | 


| 


convert quickly into ready money. Will | 
you kindly mention the fact to your— | 
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A long was wail startled us all at this 
moment. We turned to behold Eliza- 
beth standing in the doorway. She pre- 
| sented a remarkable spectacle. Her 
| lank form was wrapped as far as the 
| knees in a mackintosh cape, while be- 
yond that an eiderdown trailed about | 
her. She was clutching an umbrella 
—clearly for purposes of self-defence— | 
and a hat-pin. After staring at the! 
burglar with a fascinated gaze, there | 
suddenly broke from her the raucous 
ery, “Oh, ’Arold!”’ | 
| “ Do » you mean to say you know thi 
man?” I gasped. 

“']’s my new 
wailed. 

“Stow it,” broke in ow’ burglar. | 
“Wot about the silver sets you said 
they had here—the gold cups, the joolry | 
lyin’ about all over “the place 

In a flash I understood. K lizabeth, | 
| in her love of exaggeration, had endowed | 
us with an opulence to which no jour- 
nalist could hope to aspire (unless he | 
was in the advertising department). 

“'Ow was I to know you'd come} 
ere like this to find out,’ \vold?” asked | 
Elizabeth. She spoke mournfully, and 
as she looked at Henry and me there 
was reproach in her eye. I felt we had 
disgraced her. The shame of our electro- 
| plate lay heavy on me. I was wonder- 
| ing if I could delicately explain that we 
| possessed a valuable Kilmarnock edition 
of Burns, or touch upon the monetary 
value of our collection of etchings, when 
Henry commanded, “ Telephone for the 
police—at once.” 

He had turned his head to speak to 
me; | moved towards the door. Our 
burglar saw his opportunity, dashed to 
the door before me, oe Elizabeth 
and switching off the lights. 

To my relief he got clear away; and 
when Henry would have pursued him 
into the street I restrained him. “It 
has saved no end of trouble,” I ex- 
| plained; “we don’t want police- 
| proceedings.”’ 

A low moan came from Elizabeth at 
my words. * | knew somethink bad was | 
goin’ to ‘appen after 1 went and cut my 
nails on Friday,” she lamented. 

I regarded her coldly. “ What has 
happened i is all yourfault. Didn't yor fers 
promise me that you would never speak 
to strange young men in the street afte - 

} 
| 
| 











young man,’ slic! 





court 
DI 





having your purse stolen by 
jthem at Water Carnival 


one ol 


the last | 
summet 
She sniffed. ‘“T did, ’ 
‘And you've broken you 
sroken it, ’m!” 
lank form as if to start a cam paign 
self-defence, but force of spate was 
Strong for her. ‘ Well, ’m, an’ 
she returned triumpha: ae. 
| cracked af ref” 


The 


promise. 
A She drew up hen 
OU) 
too | 
if I did,” | 








‘s..o - sald he 


to mas sterpieces can h 
The 
¢|  Quarter-hou With 
| posers.’ 
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THE LIGHTS OQ’ 
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Crctée p fron the country, abs rbed 


AR; DON'T LOOK A CONFOUNDED THINGS 


lect ric adverlisemen 
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IT ONLY ENCOURA( 








A New Ans 


‘To mark the viet 


Several Impending Apologies. 
attended returned K 4 

ised drowned R-—- for | the F'rench Thousand Gi 
woner himself, be ng}! rd Derby has given 
» time.” | the Jockeys’ Hospital.” 
Provincial Layer. | An adaptation, we 
ete | Twilight Sleep 

i 

| 


’ 
rom an op rt 


y modern policy of applying “cul 
idly furthe 


’ , | lo 
next announcement hould be} 


el rected on the 


a | 
1,000,000 TuoucHt Losr. 
Headline iit ‘ | 

i 


tp iceless notion 


a thou 


Ve 


esthetic ? 
of hi filly Frisk n 


as at Longchamp 
and trance 
rieshire Paper. 


uppose, of the 


te; 
system. 


i or tine = 


Daily Paper. 


But we learn from Birmingham that, 
owing toa high tide, the Pierrot pi avilion 
beach near Snow-hill 
station was washed awi 
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£6 16 Fan ae 


“How SWEET OF YOU TO BOTHER 


>” 


Hostess (repeating | a ula). 
FOR THE KIDDIES, DOFRSN T IT: 


“TINKER, TAILOR . 
(A Child’s Guide to the Professions.) 
Tae Sartor (Chantey). 


Tue sailor he sits in the harbour if he can; 


He was obviously meant for a literary man ; 
He loves to see the ships putting out for Rio Grande, 


And he gives three hearty cheers for the good dry land 


So away, boys, away! putting out for Rio Grande! 


There's a lot to be said for the good dry land ; 
And the sea is a thing he never could 
lor the wind 's in the mi 


stand, 
zzen cross-tre 


He sits in the sun with a pannikin of gin 
And remarks with an oath that the tide’s a-coming in: 
And when the tide is up, if there’s anyone about, 
He remarks with a curse that the tide's a-going out :— 
So away, boys, away! with a pannikin of gin, 
For the tide goes out when the tide ccmes in, 
And the sailor he hates the sea like sin 

When the wind's in the miz 


zen cross-trees. 


When a ship comes in with a complicated rig 
He can tell you at a glance if she’s a brigate or a frig; 
And the one sort of ship that he never could abide 
Is a ship that ’s at sea with himself inside :— 

So away, boys, away! ina brigate or a fri: q, 
Or a dandy, or a ketch, or a Captain’s gig, 
Provided that the boat 18 reasonably hig, 


For the wind’s in the mizzen cross-trees. 
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TO COME IN FANCY DRESS, DEAR! MAKES IT 50 MCCH BRIGH 


He can mouse you a hook and he can strop you a spa 
And vou know what a help these little things are 


Dut he ties his tie with a Blackwall hitch, 
Or a elon sgpaleggl a: and he don’t care which 
So au ayy, boys, away ! with a bou line- -a-l i 


It’s a difficult thing to do quite right, 


But he tries all day and he tries all night 


ind the whites of his eyes go a ghastly while, 
, ; ? 7 
l’or the sea is a most unpleasant sight 


’ 1 
s ae the miz 


| 
| cial 


Commercial Candour. 


1) ’ ’ 
When the wind CN CVOSS-LTCE 


'rom a Malay tradesman’s circular: 


; We g to inform you that we are undertaking packing « 
f crockery, porcelain, brass wares, pictures frames, furnitures, et 
so in case if you require our servise of packing, please inf 


us. We pack carefully and guaranteed breakage.” 


lu 
* 


| 
| shower + 


| south.” 
| We 


| increased 


esterly wind current over these 
in all districts, though 
Provincial Paper 


trong W islands, with some ra 


some b ridge pe riods are like i 


have noticed that wet weather 


invariably causes an 
demand for rubbers. 


*“Companion-Help (Presbyterian) wanted, attend a few poultry 
do all the work of the house if necessary, play piano, harness or drive 
}% pony; two in family; no maid kept; good 
salary.”—Irish Pape 


references State 


The last two words shoul surely have been omitted. The 
introduce sordid considerations into an otherwise idyllic 
scheme. 





“A deep de pression between Scotland and Iceland will maintain a | 


| 
| 
| 


| 
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| Violence and Big iow I ‘el; 

| | 2 and Bigotry. n Ireland, un- 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, | fortunately, things do not happen like 
that. From Mr. Cuvurecnt.'s state 


19 ») | 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAR 


Monday, May 2?2nd.—Righty-six in 
he Leaper or tHe Hovsn, | 


{ 


in alight-grey frock-coat, with trouse: 


i the shade! 
J , 

and Mr. pe VauEra in agreement may 
| | . ka deliohtft: } . 
| and hat to match, looked Genet heultimate p ace 
| cool. 


| the combined Oppositions, when he an- 


illy | be move dangerous to t 
Rather too cool, in the opinion of | of Ireland than if they continued at 


loggerheads, 
Tue da /, 
com} 


nounced that Mr. Lnoyp Grorce would 


May 23rd.—The internal 
ustion - engine, which has caused 
so many revolutions, has incidentally 
falsified the popular belief that he who 
troubled 


not open the Genoa debate on Thurs 
i day, but would depute that task to the 
| War Secretary, and reserve himself 
| for a reply to whatever his critics might | pours oil upon 

ihave to say. Mr. Asaquitru, Lord R. | ie honeflactor. 
'Cecin and Mr. Crynes vied with one! m iv he 


Waters is a 


wu public nuisance, as Lord 


| 

Mr. Lroyp Grorae, Mn. Ruperr Gwynn Mr. Asguitn, Lorp R. Creit, Lirvr.-Co 
} another in expr sing their surprise at | SomeERLEVTO in moving the Second 
What th y apparently regarded as al Re ! he Oil in Navigable Waters 
Parliamentary innovation, and were; Kill, was at pains to show. He annoys 
hot appeased by Mr. CHampernatin’s| bathers and beachcombers, condemns 


’ 


naive explanation that “the 


PRIME } fis 
Minister feels that he is not 


1 and birds to a sticky death, and | 
at his | if not curbed in his f | 
happiest in making statements to the} these days set 
House.” It rather looks as if the The new Unprr-SECRETARY OF STATI 
Leaders of the Opposition do not want | ror Inprta is an excellent example of 
| him to be “ at his happiest.” | the poacher turned game-keeper. For 
| Ever since Christmas it has been sup- | twelve out of the last sixte 
| Posed that the yreatest obstacle to peace | he did little else than 
In Ireland was the lack of agreement Treasury Bench at Question-time, and 
between the Contiss and pr Vaers| consequently he is familia 
factions. Now it is announced that 


they have come to terms; and in con 


activities will one ¢ 


the Thames on fire. 








conceivable device for evading Incon- 
venient questions. Sven such exp 
sequence Wwe ought presumably to be on | enced hecklers as 5u 

| the eve of a great transformation scene,| and Sir J. D. Rees 

be Which the good fairies Confidence | * forrarde with him ; 
| and Tole ration drive out the demons | Wrpawoop, 


Cuarn.es YATE | 
little 

iT ‘ } | 
while Colonel 


full flight it 


get very 


whom in 


ment it would seem that Mr. Cotnrys| 


On the contrary he| 





| KeNwortny, 


-{into Kenya Colony 





IVARL 
| 


usually requires the Spraker to st p, 
Lord 
1s refusal to 
| answer certain questions about Burma 
| by reminding him that he would shortly 
have an opportunity in Committee “of 
subjecting me to a long and extensive 
cross-examination, which | hope he will 
| find both pleasurable and profitable.” 

| The representatives of the War Office 
| had to answer a number of Questions 
jarising out of the new regulations for 
ithe retirement of A One 


Army officers. 
an officer who 





was left quite mur hanee when 
| WINTERTON explained |} 





of the odd results is tha 
is retired compuls vy as being rela 





MMANDER Kenworru In. Ci 


tively inefficient may be better off fin 


nelally than an oflice: who, though 
4° . P —_ : 
eflicient, 1etives of his own accord. 


Possibly because of the continued | 
heat Mr. Caurcni.t was in no mood to 
suffer opponents gladly. Within a very 
few minutes he told Lieut.-Commandei 
who had objected to the 
Colonies being prou ised a prefe ence, 
ne a Ministei ie 


could, if he liked, “in this as in 


that when he be 
ovmer 
matters break faith with theColonies; 

accused Colonel We 
offensive suggestion 


me 


1: WooD ol “a very 
' in deseribing the 
introduction of the finger-print system 
as ‘part ol the 
j ] } . 
necessary process of enslaving the native 


| worker;” andin reply to Mr. Hoaar, who | 


asked if he would extend the system to 


the Coalitionists, remarked sardoni- 
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gene acidientooieater 
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| fourteen of them unfinished. 
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First Lady (partisan of losing side, noticing beni-legged poy). “ tie LOOKS MORE LIKE SAYING HIS PRAYERS THAN PLAYING VOLO.” 
Second Lady. “ PERHAPS HE KNOWS THAT'S ALL THERE’S LEFT TO DO.” 


cally, “We might try it on the ‘Wee 
Frees.’”” 

The debate on the Navy Votes was 
chiefly remarkable for revealing the 
about the “ mystery-towers.” 
Originally intended to prevent German 
U-boats from running through the 
Straits of Dover, the Armistice found 
Twelve 








were at once demolished, and of the; 


_ remaining two one is at the Nab a 


| is always ready to oblige if possible. 


} 


lighthouse, and the other is at Shore- | 
ham, awaiting disposal. The sugges- 
tion that Lieut.- Commander Ken- 
worRTHY should have it as an official 
residence when he goes to Iceland ap- 
pears to have been turned down. 
Wednesday, May 24th.—Sir Atrrep 
Monp is no Mr. Pliable, as is proved 
by his sturdy refusal to revive the State 
housing scheme. At the same time he 


A shower of Questions regarding the 
milk-supply included a suggestion by 
Mr. Sexton that “it would expedite} 
matters if a few of the distributors of | 
impure milk were boiled as well as the! 
milk itself; and Sir Anrrep Monn) 
promptly replied, “I will consider ali 
these questions.’ 

“ Look at that man throwing away 
his natural advantages,” said Disrag.i| 
when he saw a deaf Member using an | 








me when I heard Mr. Howanrn Grirres 
solemnly urging upon the Speaker that 
some penalty should be inflicted upon 
Members who did not appear to put 
the Questions standing in their names. 
No less odd than the complaint was 
his reason for making it—namely, t! 


, tinat 
Members who had taken the trouble to 


+ 
‘ 
} 


frame upplementaries "’ were pre- 
vented from putting them. As the 
| SPEAKER wages a relentless and not 


entirely unsuccessful war against “ sup- 
plementaries,”’ it 


| is hardly surprising 
tt 


a gave Mr. Gritten no encour- 
agement. 

Mr. Hatwoop i 
on having managet 


i 


t he 
to be co eratulate a 
to keepa House foi 
an academic motion in favour of making 
wheat, instead of gold, the basis of oui 
internal currency. His own speech was 


decidedly ingenious—its most arresting 


on 


$ 
} 
i 


passage perhaps being “I have here a 


golden sovereign in my hand ’—and it 
brought effective replies from Mr. W. 
Granamy, Sir F. Bansury and Mr. 
Hinton Younc. The gold standard 
which resisted the assaults of BaLrour 
the Bimetallist thirty years ago is not 
likely to fall before Mr. Haitwoon. 

Thursday, May 25th—The Com- 
mons, waiting to learn from the Prive 
Minister whether they were to regard 
the Genoa Conference as a success or 





referred to in the phrase, * pal 


} more gregarious than paragons 


iby his sarcastic allusion to “t 
ear-trumpet. The remark recurred to! failure, were relieved to hear from Mr. ! of peace.’ 


Harmsworrh that at any rate it was 
not an expensive failure. Thanks to 
the generosity of the Italians in provid- 


ing hotel accommodation t tal cost 
to the British taxpayer will not much 
exceed seven thousand pounds 

In deference to the wi-hes of the 
House, Mi. Lroyp GrorG opened the 
Genoa debate. His eritics shown 
no disposition to respond to | invi- 
tation, “Gentlemen of thie ¢ Jpposition 
live first!” But they gained little by 
their refusal, for, thoug Prime 
Mrixisver spoke for an hor nd a-half, | 
he was careful to say nothing provoea- 
tive. Even the Northclitt Press €s- 
eaped without rebuke on this occasion 


a veritably noble example of self- 
repression. Nor was there any mention 
f difliculties with the French: whilethe 
Russo-German agreement was lightly 
lahs are 


He 


unduly high 


( 


did not put his claim 
‘we have captured posit! 
which a further advance can be made 
and altogether appeared in an Un- 
usually modest and chastened mood. 
But not for long. He did not mind 
Mr. Asqurrn’s deseription of the results 
of the Conference as “ distressingly 
meagre,” but was obviously 


yns trom 





annoy ed 
e tocsin 


’ A little balm fo 


a 


His wounds } 
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came from Mr. Criynes, who said the "eae a a a pre eer senement f 
Labour Party admired his strenuous H 
efforts to make the Conference a suc- \ i 
cess. Mr. Gwynne’s hostile epigrams if | 
were countered by Sir A. Suiriey ‘ i 
Bexy’s declaration that Genoa marked 
“a great beginning in the restoration / 
ef a broken world.” But then came 





Lord R. Ceci, who declared that no- | 
thing had been gained at Genoa and the 
friendship of France had been lost. 


eoresroerenaentnatesis nie er ose? teres 


That brought the Prime Minister to | : 
his feet with a second speech as unlike i 
his frst as champagne 1s unlike cocoa. i ie Hy 
Ridiculing Lord Ronerr’s air of superior ie pl 
virtue he exposed the inconsistencies | * ' 
of his policy—‘‘ You must have no Bee: 


difference with France, but you must 
not do what France wants.” Mr. 
Asqurru was snuffed out in a sentence : 
“He delivered a ‘prepared’ speech 
which had no reference to anything 
] had said.” Mr. Cruyxgs was more 
kindly handled, and in return announced 
that while the Labour Party could not 
yote for the Government, they would 
not vote against it. A few Die-hards 
insisted on going to a division, but the | 
Government triumphed by 235 to 26. | 
| 
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UNWONTED memories o’er me steal 
With thoughts of once familiar places 
(Baitshite, The Plough, The Pike and 
Eel) 


And bygone races. 


A ROWING SPELL. | 
| 


Qnee more along Post Reach we'r 















































sped ; | 
My lively forty-two has borne her i! 
A boat's length from the boat ahead) 7 
‘ ‘ th 
To Grassy Corner ; | i! 
| | 
And on away- by rhythmie blades : 
The furrows of the Cam are smitten, | ) 
As past the eyes of men and maids | . ; 
We swing round Ditton, ¥ - 
| 4 
Spurt up the straight and, gaining fast | Ser, Ye es : 
With quickened breath and heart | ; \ inet armael : 
a-thumping, Sia Sain i ' 
Danee in the wavy wash at last, 
And end by bumping. / 
Dreams, dreams! To y | 
ACE areams.: 3 3g Vv } UW 
life _ ” yellow leat in ) Golfer (after the fourth miss), “Dean Me! Watrver CAN I BE THINKIN 
2 : , he | Caddie. “MrBBE YE ’RE THENKIN’ ABOOT YER NEW BREEKS.” 1 
i Is fading ; I’m an oldish togey wits sss eessessinieiiimeeniiciitnainn : ie 
aanens to wage inglorious strife From a short story :— | “Young Lady desires cor i Employment 
With Colonel Bogey. Meron at pe 7 otherwise ; adaptable. 
e eves, as she gi zeC wconically at Le | 4 ; Ip al Pane 
Or if o | traffic the street below, seemed full of | rca i Suga ee 
! nm other ; _— a tram in the t t . j F ‘ a . 
(NoCl ther streams I ply , ; , le fatigue which was not, perhaps, entirely | She ought to get called ¢ 1e Bar. 
Th asper craft, no oars of Ayling!) | jh ¢sical.”—Weekly Paper. ss aA Aa 
—_ to flick a gentle fly | Evidently they were not speaking eyes. “The question of who shall shave the in- it ; 
O’er trout and grayling. : z : 5 mates of the Workhouse was debated by ——~ ag 
Wi : , “iTors MISERABLES’ | Guardians vesterday, Mr. —— said that at f | 
lat magic started to unfold The cit iL epic of the : wdapted from the | this period when the Geddes axe was needed ia 
" 1e Cin Cl of the age, t} AtUAE UY | al the ites g 9 | ia? 
| — that the door has long been immortal werk of ALEXANDRE Dumas.” —_— — ne Dery e inm : a ugh f ) ‘ i 
Shut on ? South African Paper. earn to shave themselves, —iorintcial Caper, ia 5 
Just now I chanced upon an old |Only to be compared with Vicror| But, we trust, with some less cumber- nik 
Leander button. | HvGo's Three Musqueteers now running. | some instrument. 
reine ee a a 
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| one say it ?—beautiful toys, such excel-| hard luck on the Navy, who do not 


| 
| 





By ii 
. I 
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‘“ Wuat MAY I HAVE THE PLEASURE OF SHOWING you, Mapam?’ “A GRAND 








la warm (though seer t) corner some- 
where for them and their like; surely 


PASSING SHOWS. 
THe RoyaL TouRNAMENT. the meanest Anti-Waster will always 
Tre League of Nations has my ardent | spare a penny or two for those glitter- 
support. I yield to no one in my affec- | ing breast-plates and glittering silky 
tion for Peace (and Quietness) or my | horses and sturdy glittering troopers, 
determination to take no part in any |lancers or what-not. 
further war. But Ido hope that Peace} All of which is a silly sort of intro- 
will never become violent enough to | duction to the Royal Tournament at 
spoil the fighting services for spectac- | Olympia, which would have the same 
ular purposes. In the whole of the justification if it had no other. *Al-| 
great Capital Ship controversy no one, | most the best thing in the show on the | 
so far as I know, had the courage to | opening day, for anyone who had ever 
advance the real argument against} had the most amateur dealings with a| 
scrapping all our “ Lions” and * paulo- | rifle, was the superb rifle-drill of the | 
prope - post - Dreadnoughts,” which is| King’s Guard of Honour (were they | 
that they are such admirable and—dare | Coldstreamers? I never know). It was 





lent things to see about the ocean or | specialise in the handling of the “ hipe,”’ 
lying in the ofling—yes, especially lying |to make them do rifle-drill next-door 
in the offing. You know perfectly well|to such artists, well though they ac 
that, when youarestaying at Anywhere- | quitted themselves. , 
on-Sea and H.M.S. Anything steams| And of course the Navy can do no- 
into the bay, she puts the whole town | thing (on land) that will compete with 
in a good temper for weeks, even though | the Musical Ride of the 1st Life Guards. 
My Lords have given her the repellent | What magnificent fellows, able (with 
name of Viper, Adder, Scorpion, Tiger | one hand only—for the other is holding 
or Toad. Yet she makes nobody on the |a fearsome weapon) to make their horses 
Marine Parade feel the tiniest bit war-| trot or canter at will! Nay, they can 
like. Very well, then—expensive toys,|make them walk and sidle and even 
but surely worth it. stand still in a manner which would 
Thus also I trust that the League] put the Christmas circus to shame. I 
will never be allowed to put its stern|can only suppose that mere troopers’ 
foot down on the Horse Guards, and| horses are easier to manage than the 
the Changing of the Guard, and those| volatile Officers’ Chargers on which eivi- 
jolly shiny men who trot down Fleet} lian adjutants used to barg2 into the 
Street on state occasions and jet-black | band on important parades during the 
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i they never were. 


PIANO—THE GRANDEST YOU'VE Gor.” 





The Musical Drive of the R.H.A, 
(“O” Battery), though less thrilling, is, 
I imagine, even more difficult, especially 


the much-applauded diagonal-crossing | 
manoeuvre, during the whole of which 


it was quite clear to me that at least 


four teams would be inextricably en- | 


tangled together the next instant; but 
A masterly perform- 
ance. 

Another pretty and interesting mili- 
tary turn was the display ol Guard- 


| Mounting in the 18th (1 beg the Com- 
xvilith) century by | 


) 
mittee’s pardon 
the Brigade of Guards. The performers 
were dressed as I imagine one dressed 


for Hunt Balls of the period, in scarlet 
| tail-coats and wigs and epaulettes and | 
frills, with a nigger or two to bang the | 


menial drums aud shake the vulgar 
tambourine. They strutted about with 
a leisured dignity, giving each other 
such charming orders as “ To the left— 
fice!” to incidental music from The 
‘Beggar’ s Opera, and doing 1 all, I am 


of the Old Guard said, “Shoulder- 


har!” the commander of the New 
Guard told his men to “ Shoulder- 
hipe!”’ 1 speak under correction, but 


surely the “hipe” is a comparatively 
modern weapon. If I remember right 
the old-pattern smooth-bore “har 
was still in use in the Crimean—— 








horses. Surely the wildest Pacifist has! War. 


anachronisms. 


sure, much better than they did it in the 
18th, or even the xviiith, century. But | 
—one little carp—while the commander | 


But we must not be carried away by | 
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Meanwhile the Navy has not been 
‘idle. Officially, I understand, it is the 
Navy's Tournament this year, but 
ships, alas, are seldom at their best on 
land, even when mounted on motor- 
ears ingeniously begit with cardboard 





waves (inc Anrrep’s galley was fol- | 


lowed by a powerful cloud of petrol or 
other fumes). Perhaps the most inter- 
esting part of the Naval Pageant is the 
development of the Ordinary Seaman's 
leostume. One wondered through what 
‘reckless revolution of policy the shiny 
black-straw hat of 1805 became a dull 
‘black-straw hat in 1861. And why was 
it black, anyway? Mourning for Nrx- 


LONDON CIA 








son? Iam sure the rest of the ignorant | 
public would have liked to have as | 


much information about the men as 
was provided about the ships. 
In spite of the thinness of the illu- 


sion, the circling submarine in the} 


()-boat scene managed to be quite 
sinister; but the commander of the 
Q-boat was too comic; and in general 
the scenes “illustrating present-day 
methods" were disappointing to one 
who (secretly) holds the view that 
sailors ave better than soldiers. It 
would be more convincing to do this 
sort of thing with miniature war craft in 
the river Thames, and I can imagine a 





/very pretty and instructive and, pro- | 
'perly managed, a paying show, done | 
/on the same lines, but done in the right | 
element at, say, Hammersmith Bridge. | 

Then there were rapier combats, and | 
broadsword combats, and oflicers jump- | 
ing, and the Royal Engineers building | 
Lieut.-Colonel Inglis’s ingenious bridge | 
—“in constant use,” we are told “during | 
the latter stages of the late war.” (“The | 
late war!" That phrase was first em- | 
ployed by one of these humourists ; and 
now it is official. Ah me!) 

But no, let us be frank about these | 
events. We did not stay for them ; for 
it was a hot day to see men hitting each 
other with quarter-staves, however 
shrewdly; and, in fact, at this point 
We went down to the Hammersmith 
Thames to put our theories to the test | 


‘THERE'S ROOM FOR US BOY! 








i, HeNRY—IF YOU'RE QUICK.” 








by practising a few complex manceu- | SomETiaes, when I woo sleep in vain, 


wes ina dinghy; and, as we expected, 
4 crowd gathered on the bank almost | 
immediately. We present this notion | 
to the authorities (being well aware 
that they will requisition it if we don’t). 
But we know well that you, being | 
wiser, will stay to the end; 


foritisa 


good show, and “in aid of ’ S 











N eryvice | 
charities, which are & goou kind. 
A. 2. i. 
From a fexilieton :-— 
re the moment he temporized in th 
hope of gaining time. Local Papei 
W . " 2 
Ve often employ this manceuvre with 
| the same object. 


—,. 


And resting cannot rest, 


While troubling thoughts perplex my} 


brain 
(nd care sits on my breast, 
rom many a glade of giant oak, 
Pai rorest vloom, 
I'he little folk, the fairy foll 


iry folk, 
Come to my shadowy room. 


tha f 
Ul 


| They ride upon a golden car 


Shaped like a baby moon, 

Whose head-light is a wandering stat 
Fallen through night’s dim noon ; 
And there, upon the chairs and shelves— 

\ peeping peering throng 
They perch, the tiny fays and elves, 
And croon a fairy song. 


| It is a little sleepy tune, 

With strange, slow, drowsy words, 
Sweeter than any sung in June 

| By Summer’s happy birds ; 

| And as I listen thoughts arise 

| Of old still forests deep 

| In fairyland, and on my eyes 

| Falls the soft veil of sleep. 








second-hand.” 
Local Paper. 
| Somebody must be meditating compe- 


| “Wanted, a Pastry Cook ; 

i 

| tition with the railway-station bun. 
| 

{ 


} 
stated 


“A description of the missing man 
ithat he was forty years of age, 5 ft. 6 in. in 
| height,slender build, dark hairgoing bald. hazel 
eyes, shallow complexion.” —Daily Paper. 

Another example of beauty being only 


skin deep. 
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LUCK OF THE WEEK. 
Our FreatuereD FRIENDS. 

Oxcr upon a time there was a small boy (whom we will 
think of as Hamish) who, having finished with his little 
private school, was made ready for a big public one. It 
was in a distant Northern county and his mother dreaded 
the time when she would take the child—for he was hardly 
more than a child—and leave him among all those strangers. 
She had been to look at it a few weeks before and ever 
since had shuddered at its vastness and Spartan simplicity, 
its bare dining-hall and cold dormitories, so different from 
Hamish’s normal surroundings in London, where every- 
thing was cosy. Mothers can suffer agonies for their sons, 





and this mother was more sensitive and tender-hearted 
than any. 

What Hamish thought about it, when a lull in his excit- 
ing life gave him opportunity for thinking, no one knows. 
If he had misgivings he did not allow them to be seen. 

Sut it was generally guessed that he could have gone on 
very happily as a day-bug in Kensington. 

And then the fateful morning dawned, and Hamish and 
his mother, who had been staying in the neighbourhood for 
the previous night, set out for the school, and Hamish, who 
had clung to her hand all the way, was swallowed up in 
the great stone building, and his mother returned alone. 

All the way back she thought about his remoteness and | 
friendlessness, picturing him forlorn and miserable; and 
vhen she reached home again, Hamish’s father had the | 
task of his life to persuade her that all was well—a task | 
that was not made more easy by his total disbelief in what | 
he was saying. 

In fact, openly or secretly, both Hamish’s parents were 
in a state of considerable anxiety until the post brought the 
little boy’s first letter, together with one from his house- 
master’s wife. Both contained the same news; but per- | 
haps the adult epistle is the better one to quote. “ Hamish,” | 
it ran, “ has found his feet and is as happy as can be. In 
fact he is a hero and the envy of the school, for not long 
after you left he went for a walk and discovered the nest of 
a long-tailed tit with a number of eggs in it. We are great 
ornithologists up here, and this gave him a magnificent 
start.” 

We never know when we are performing a fateful act. | 
How little could those long-tailed tits have guessed, as they 
built their house and prepared to bring up their family, | 
that they were merely paving the way for a small boy to 
find his new school bearable, and incidentally soothing a 
mother’s fears! 








I].—Lirerary Gossip. 

Newspapers have their uses. I am not for 2 moment | 
referring to their tips for races, but to the fact that they are | 
large enough, when opened, to retreat behind, , 

lt was while I was hidden in this way in the coffee-room 
of the hotel that two young Naval officers entered, and, after 
remarking that there was just time for a couple of quick 
ones, began to talk. 

They had evidently just met after some period of absence, 
for one asked the other his news. The answer indicated 
that he was doing some work in association with the junior 
service, and his fr.end then inquired, “How do you find 
soldier-men ?”’ ; 

“Oh,” he repl'ed, ‘some of them are quite decent.” 

The tirst quick ones having arrived, one of the youths 
picked up a novel from the table, and this led to a discus- 
| sion of literature, one voting for &, Puitirs Oprennem 





| 

i 

| 

| and the other for Austin Freeman, 

| It was at the end of their rival eulogies that one said, 


“My governor always carries a book about with hit 
Tristram Shandy.” 
“Who wrote it?” the other asked. “Tuackrray?” | 
“No,” said the first; “a cove beginning with ‘S.’ It’s | 
all about a corporal.” 


$$ 
| 





n called 


IlJ.—Breakina Port. 
“ And now ’—Mr. Hutcuinson I am sure will like this— 
“and now,” said the hostess as we reached the dining-room 
and were taking our seats, ‘‘do you mind if I say just one 
word before we begin our very indifferent dinner? What. 
ever else we talk about, don’t let us talk about If Winte 
Comes.” ae E. V. L. 


A DETHRONED IDOL. 


On some of the big ranches of the Far West the cx 
a small wireless set as part of his equipment.} 








WHEN, as a child, I first conceived ambitions 
I did not find the choice of calling hard 
Nor hesitate between the high positions 
Of bus-conductor and of railway-guard ; 
I felt no fond desire to be a bandit; 
I deemed a pirate’s but a dull career ; 
The life for me, as boyishly I planned it, 
Moved in a cowboy’s sphere. 


Superbly mounted on a half-wild sorrel, 
Koping the steer that seemed disposed to bolt, 
Deft with my horse and in a righteous quarrel 
Considerably defter with a Colt— 
That was my 7vdle, with chums who rode like madmen, 
Rough in their horseplay, but with hearts so sound 
They simply terrorised the local bad men 
For several miles around. 
But now I have my doubts about my hero; 
The glamour fades, my envyings decline. 
What boot the wearing of the wide sombrero, 
The trousers so exotic in design, 
The joyous round of happy days and tirel: 
Far from the City’s enervating air, 
f one is doomed to be in touch by wireless 
With almost anywhere ? 


’ 


No longer now the West seems wild and woolly; 
No more I feel the immemorial thrill 
The ranch’s radio has made me fully 
Content with London and its daily mill; 
Gone are my longings (always unavailing) ; 
To-day the cowboy does not seem to me 
Much more romantic than am I when failing 
To get ‘‘ Hop double-three.”’ 


Our Modest Advertisers. 
“Tor CREAM 
Made and Served in 10 Seconds! 


Scarcely creditable is it 
Adtvt. in Scotch Paper. | 


7) 


“Space is needed on the present occasion to say a word or two | 
respecting the Oxford crews, which commence their Eight weeks 
racing next Thursday.”—Sunday Paper. 

Hardy oarsmen! 





‘Robins have built a nest in a tool-bag belonging to a workman 
employed by a Bath firm,’’—Evening Paper. 
We believe this story. 








From a “ stop-press " :— 

“3,15—Lord Thanet also ran.” —Evening Paper. | 
We do not wonder that this distressing intelligence tem: | 
porarily stopped the Press, but are only surprised that | 
it was able to go on again. 












































ON EPSOM DOWNS. 





























Jocose Vendor. “'ToppLE UP, YOU TOFFS! THESE EELS IS THE VERY FINEST QUALITY. If THEY MAKES YOU ILL YOU CAN ‘AVE i! 
YOUR MONEY BACK, AN’ I'LL GIVE YER AN EXTRA TANNER FOR ONE OF THEM 'ARLEY STREET SPECIALISTS.” it i 
. Pe a an AOE AA A peeereereraseenimenent — Soe aeration aieneerrreaar eet 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. le ireful to exercise a rigid censorship on its wrapper. Here 1 [ 
é gig lis Conn of the Coral Seas (Hurst AnD Buackett), a really i 
(By Mr, Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) |bracing and mettlesome romance of South Sea cannibal aa 
Miss V. SAcKvILLE-WEsT is a most accomplished painter | islands, sadly belied by a jacket representing a lady in a i 
of still life, and I know nothing more attractive in its way | bathing-dress lolling on a chalky beach. Apart from Miss hi 
than her handling of the Stuart chairs and Arcadian! Bearrice GrimsHaw’s title, there is nothing here to sug- 
tapestries and red velvet curtains and candles in silver] gest that you are in the New Cumberlands and not on the { 
sconces which embellish Zhe Heir: A Love Story (HEINE- | Isle of Wight - and you would never guess that Deirdre, so ae : 
MANN). This feudal idyll of an encumbered old estate and/far from laying herself out to look attractive, is “ erying i 
Its embarrassed new possessor rather misleadingly lends its | terribly’ because Conn the Hundred Fighter is scandalised af 
| title to a whole quintet of short stories. I say ‘1 uther | by her candid revelation of her first marriage. This, you Tt 
misleadingly ” because I for one was so pleasantly possessed i must understand, was a purely formal affair with a chival- q 
by the notion that Mr. Peregrine Chase's inheritance was|rous revolutionary in Dublin; but, having got her fate and ‘Ti 
| the topic of a whole novel that I found myself well in the | her fortune into her own hands and lost sight of her self- . 
| | middle of story number two before I realised that the|denying accomplice, Deirdre found her réle of mysterious 
er, | | bizarre revenge of Miss Lydia Protheroe, Theatrical Cos- widow increasingly hard to maintain, and, after she lost hei 
; tumier and Wigmaker, on her prudish relatives could not | heart to Conn, impossible. The apparatus of her ultimate at | 
Perv possibly be made to dovetail into my little insurance-age nt's | emancipation is no more subtle than such machines usually ie a | 
| adventures among the mortgages and peacocks of hisjare. But what does that matter to a book full of “ bat-like | 
moated grange. Jydia’s tinsel stock-in-trade is just as| gods with eyes of mother-of-pearl,” and “ corpses in cere- 4 | 
| delightfully described as The Heir’s genuine antiques; but | ments of creen leaves,” and “‘sienna-brown skulls set in rows ; | 
kman | there is an asperity about Miss Sac KVILLE- West's dealings | like jam-jars”? The subsidiary characters—commissioners, 
with “The Christmas Party” in the deserted shop which | pearl-fishers, missionaries and natives—are all excellent. 
| | also pervades the three remaining sketches, ‘* Patience,” | saan " 
“Her Son” and “The Parrot.” Sentiment, not cynicism, | Gregory Churt, about whom Miss Hr NRIETTA LESLIE has 
| Seems to me her st rongest suit; and next time she takes up| written—and quite pleasantly too—in Other Leople’s Pro- 
her pen I hope it will be to provide a direct successor to| perty (PAGE), was a young man who succeeded very often 
tem: | The Heir. lin turning to his own advantage what didn’t belong to him 
| that | He began with a roll of notes dropped by somebody in a fog, 4 ‘aEy 
a If for my sins I were to publish a novel I should be very | and wound up by having a woman-friend’s diamonds copied 
ee ; E ree, | 
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in paste and selling the originals. 


} 


and practical assistance of a very charming dem?-1 ndaine, 


fell in love with Amanda Selwyn, above reproach: and fresh 


sister of the woman whose diamonds were to furnish him 
with the means of marrying, the whole affair was suffi- | 
} wl ic 
by Prospér 1O} 


i 


jin the town house taken by Miss Apams, who, per 


ciently shabby to destroy any sympathy I ever felt 
him, whieh had never been robust. 
Amanda las succeeded in making him turn ovei 
and they are married and on their way to some place, 
probably one of the Colonies, where black sheep grow white 
under the influence of honest toil, preferably on the land. 
[ feel fairly certain myself that the sheep will remain at 
least speckled and that Amanda will have to do the digging. 
In spite of “* Univ.” (which is the author's unusual way of 
| referring to Oxford) and a fine family record Gregory was a 
| cheap young man, not even very interesting as a sinner 
jand Miss Lestiz ha 

honoured him too much 

in wasting her skill o1 

him. 


a new leaf, 





from a convent school. 
} 


The horizon of that 
versatile writer on field 


| sports, Mr. RicHarp 
| CLAPHAM, is apparently 
‘ | limited by the Lake 
District, and it may be 

| objected that, as Tr 

Book of the Otte: 

|(HearH Cranton) 
f | ignores even the delect 
‘ able waters of South- 


West Wales that pro 

; | vide the very cream of 
otter-hunting, the first | 
|“The”’ in his title is} 
hardly justified. Still, | 
he reveals once again | 


rRADE P 


: | his remarkable powel >| The siranger. “] THOUGHT OF SET 
j | of observation as «| Do you THINK If 4 sare srEcUuLATIO? 
Ae | sportsman-naturalist in The Native. “I rear nor, Sin. TY 
; | his own region, and wae UsED TO DO A BIT IN YOUR WAY, 
: his efliciency as a whip- | The Stranger, “1 EXvECT WE Was 
a7 | ° © WITH ME SERIOUSLY. 

| | Se. hand. | The Native. “On, xo. Str, TH 

{ | some testimonial from vishal 3 


Mr, Witxi1am Tuompson, a well-known North-country 
M.O.H., in an introduction of more than usual interest 
Mr. THompson, a keen advocate of the rough-coated true 
otter-hound, debates the author's preference for draft fox 
1 | hounds or cross-bred hounds, which is nevertheless sup- 
' ° } } 
ported by the fact that only two packs in these islands are 
entirely composed of pure otter-hounds. Theii 


a i ot 


baz 


friendly 


beautiful branch of hound-science, which can be enjoyed 
for fewer pence than the pounds demanded by fox-lhunting 


my eee ge mae ay) 
pe ds 


i 


Readers by no means fastidious about literary style may 
well be irritated by certain perfunctory mannerisins, sugge- 
bristle in Mr. CLapnam’s otherwise admirable Writings: at 
any rate the use of the first person plural with reference 
to oneself, “* We blew our nose,’ 
and kings. But the worst fault I find in this little book 
that there is not nearly enough of it. 


is 





Tha . — . - . ° } 
Phe psychology ol cats 1s so Interesting in itself that to 
| confuse it with the psychology of human beings really 


4 leciiiemenieiaiiiiasanes oe 
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In between he accepted lseems a pity. Besides, the re 
countless benefits and kindnesses from his friends and the love | 


whom he abandoned without much compunction when he | 


As Amanda happened to be the | 


In the last chapter | 





TING UP AS A 


argument should quicken the interest of the tyro in this | 


tive of commercial correspondence or journalese, which | 


is best confined to editors | 
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ult is apt to be a trifle 


morbid. Miss Enizanernh Bruce Apams, in My Cat P, 


| spéro (Huremmnson)—why, I wonder, the accent ?—states 
| that Prospévo's cat-soul was evolved into a human ; ul 
| The only evidence adduced by the authoress in s pport of 
|so remarkable a metamorphosis is that his eyes chat ved 
}and his face acquired a human expression. Miss Anas 
says that he used to see ghosts. This uncomfortable cift, 


. Ie ' , 4) . 
h has been attiibuted to other animals, was utilised 
the detection of the presence of evil Spirits 


2 I 
their malefic influence, and not the default of the 
workmen, was r¢ sponsible for delay in the comple tion of 
repairs, fled back to the country ere worse befell. For the 


rest, Prospéro seems to have behaved much like any 


1 
that 


| a good deal spoiled by injudicious petting. As for the vision 
| beheld by Miss Apams after the animal’s decease, showin 
| his soul changed into a small star decorating the den 
lceat beneath which his mortal remains we everently 

Interred, it car it ly 


i divested of at least thy 
! _— ° 

| suspicion of } 
| hallucination 


| HOUSE’S theme in Hep 
plestall’s (CHAPMAN AND 
Dopp) is a great Lan 


country gentleman who 
risked the favour of the 
county for his belief in 
steam. <A hard man 
| this Reuhen Hepple- 
| stall, who seduced the 
daughter of lis fellow- 
manufacturer and in- 
structor, 2) 
and reduced her father 
MAGICIAN IN THIS TOV to the position of over- 
9?” looker, Bradsh iwdidn't 
TERE WAS OLD JOHN, THE SHOEMENDER. | believe in steam, and 
BUT HE GOT NO ENCOURAGEMENT.” the devil had to take 
ONLY A DABBLER, WOULDN'T COMPETI the hindmost, accord- 
ing to the iron law that 
___| operated at its toughest 
| an) that glorious period of British progress. The issue is 
jvather reasonable than moral, From Phabe Pirudshaw 
| springs a race of ne’er-do-wells, who repeat a formula, “A 
| hate th’ Hepplestalls,” instead of working; while the house 
| founded hy Reuben is consumed by a passion for service 
| Which rises above the thought of personal comfort or 
j material gain, though its profits are in fact enormous. 
| 


ROSPECTS. 


BURNT HIM ABOUT A MONTH AGO,” 





The long ineffectual feud is closed by the marriage of a 
post-war head of J/epplestall’s, young Sv Rupert, who 
| falls frantically in love with the famous Galaxy actress, 
| Mary Arden, who was in fact a Bradshaw. A sound story, 
| well told. wl 








Our Candid Advertisers. 


| “Thick-Set Pon Relli trap and harness; al mare; any 
trial in hospital.”"—Provincial Paper. 
| 
“Hetp WANTED 
Farmer— Married man by month or on shares.”—.1 Paper, 


Mr. Punch does not quite see how the advertiser expects 
lto better what appears to be an unusually advantageous 
matrimonial arrangement. 














Mr. Haronp Bria- | 


cashire cotton house, | 
founded in the time 
of the Regency by a 
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| Lnoyp Grone 


is deeply impressed by thi 
hich British taxpayers have 
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CHARIVARIA, 
«A gypnoon,” The Daily Mail ex 


. violent whirlwind oi 


‘his should dispose of the 


ta refreshing breeze, 
NorvrHocnirFre fanning M) 
‘E with a newspaper. 


to The Daily Hapr 


it not half so impre sed 


Push-ball played by teams of tlires 
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A L yndon magisti ite has advised 
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eet bookmaker to persuade his clients 
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he telephone, Even if they 


wrong hi e there is always | 
» chance of getting the right 


Swiss Federal ] 


red caps of the station-masters are t 


| be abolished for the sake of economy. 
-| It is typical of British lack of foresight 
| tl our station-masters haye no re 
) Caps to abolish. 
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THE FOOT OF FRIDAY. 


FAR-FLUNG explorer-men and pioneers 
Have told us many times in many.boo! 


in the God-forsaken wilderness 


They and their chums, their coolies anc 
some relic spared by Th 1e 


A blackened stone wl are cooking fires ) 
Derelict bottles o1 
Where tents had stooc 

Some picture of the Man w 


and, pausing, hay 


Taking this much as parable or t 
I will proceed to my veracious lay. 
The Secretary came to me and said, 


“There is a competition on 
} 


And I said, “ Not a ho 

‘or I am all unpractised an 
To enter this w 
But he bl indandered me at 
[ paid the entry and he put me 


Ln place s where they 

On days of compe d 

The detailed record of 1h \ ; 

Ol} hope hat flames and flickers and expires 
Omit the tedious tale. 

But at the thirteenth, | 

And dismal bunker, there my s¢ 


And, musing o’er tl 
Haply | never 
Perchance you are a boun le 
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jungie camp, the 
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| And cheerfully you said, ‘ Well, let it go: 
Behold this May-tide morn is passing fair: 
Some other man can win the thing,’ and so 
You loosed you irom your rack 
\nd compassed with an ease that seemed ab rd 
T 


Che fatal step to iree dom v.€@, (Viz 

What I do now.” And, as I said the wi d | 
1 rent my card and mingled it with his, H. B 

— — —— —_ = = ——— | 
BABBLE OF BABYLON. 
(By our Fleet Street Flineur.) 
Oxty the hopelessly hide-bound and ineurable martyrs | 
» false pride will cavil at an innovation in which a few of | 


yur most discerning hostesses have seen a means of enabling | 
some, at any rate, of London’s entertaining to be done by 
the right people. This is the very sensible notion of giving 


| 
| 
| suests an opportunity of sharing the expense of the private | 
lunctions they attend, 
The logic of a scheme which not only makes it possible 
to keep doors open that would otherwise be closed, but also | 
| offers a solution of the problem of returning pitality, 
hould be espe cially appreciated by bachelors. Thy method 
adopted is to send out invitation-ecards marked e cornel 


five guineas—which represents the esti- | 
}imated cost per head, plus a small margin tor ey tualities. | 


‘ | | 
acceptances being expected to be accompanied by cheques 


| 

| 

| with a price—say 
los 1} ney orcel 

| 


The idea was initiated by the Countess of Skerries in | 
connection with her dance at ber house in S} nd Gate 
r the coming-out of her niece, Miss Kilda McKelpie, and 


; a ng seve ral others who have followed hx | | are the 
lion. Mrs. Lee-Sh« re, for her dinner-party last week at 


Serummidge’s, and the Duchess of Flint and Miea, Lady 


Peeble, in arranging their joint afternoon mophone- 

concert in Cromlech Gardens. That the p e has not 

vet become general is due, | hear, to a hint that t wuthnol 
es, With their usual greed, are considering it in relation | 


ito the Entertainment Tax. 


| s * oO 
The disappearance of the distinetive a picturesque 
if arb of the genuine c¢ stermonver has hee! lely de- 
plored that people, who have been startl perhaps a 
ttle shocked of late to hear the most a t echoes ot 
Mayfair resounding with “ Ripe bananas! | “ Fine 
trawberries!’’ were inuch gratified to dise that the cry 
vas uttered by the wearer of as gorgeous a s1 ‘ pearlies ” 
is ever knoeked ’em in the Old Kent Road Kiyen greater 
| has been the surprise of those who have recognised him as 
| Lord Jasper Jervey, for the Marquis of Dungar 5 younger 
| son’s announced embarkation in the fruit is hardly 
( xpected to take this original and attract 
Lia ly Jaspe r, who ably assists her husband, makes a 
ming *donah,’’ and her rich velvets a ienificent 
jc ling ostrich ieathers are, atl their pre I ces, OVI: | 
lence of a thriving business The slee n of the 
oke, to sin keeping with the fai t sporung 
| traditions 
| Lord and Lady Jasper both assure m« life has 
rawback it is to be called away from a ist when 
it is getting o full swing in order to fete Ly § stock 
trom Ce vent Garden. , 
- 
| Their enterprise, of course, is not quite w! it parallel 


. . fs ‘ 1 + yas ft 
| Lady Madge Grey-Malkin, Lord Sealyham’s aunt, has lol 
: . . ; . ey , woe eS . 
ome time been a familiar figure in the West Jind In her 


A 





. ’ nnade it 18 
| capacity as a vendor of cat’s-meat, and on her rounds paid 
‘ pets is warmly 


| interesting to note that her love for domest 
| reciprocated by her four-footed clients. , 
| 1 . . ° 4 z nich 
| Whatever the reactionaries may say, there 1s not mue 
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At a Pastoral play by distinguished meinbers 


Deaf Old Lady (with penetrating voice). “ CHARMING, CHARMIN« 








wrong with a fashionable world in which a respectable call- 


| ing is no longer considered disgraceful. 


* * * 

Among the seriously inclined nothing is more appreciated 
just now than Mr. and Mrs. Torquil Fveke’s Sunday Alter- 
noons at High Brow, their delightful place at Hampstead. 
The primary object of these reunions, of course, is to inter- 
est the interesting, and it is by means of the special attrac 
tions provided each week that High Brow as a plexus 
of London’s intellectual life is exercising so potent an in- 
fluence on contemporary thought. 

Last Sunday, in introducing Mollusky, who has brought 


from Odessa the reputation of being the greatest living 
gquimbardiste, Mr. Torquil Freke gave an erudite little 
dissertation on the technology of this neglected instrument 
vulgarly known in England as the “ Jew's-harp,” of whic! 
he himself is an accomplished amateur. Moliusky’s sub 


| sequent recital created a profound impression, his masterly 


rendering of Vodkadin’s abstruse Dance of Cariaie-( 
being received with marked enthusiasm. A vogue fo: 
guimbarde in advanced music seems inevitable. 

Of the distinguished and attentive audience assewbled 
on the lawn | noticed in particular Lady Gapes 
Vaseline, of Russia; Mr. and Mrs. Miles Standish Gulp. of 
Boston, U.S.A.; Knut Konk, the leader of ; 
naissance, and Madame Konk ; Sancho Burro. the Andorran 
vers libriste; Eugénie Suet, the auto-analytic novelis: 
Arne Old, the eminent man of letters: Edwin Eecleshaw, | 
a pioneer of the Back-to-Manchester movement, and Gran- 


Pring Css 


he Lapp ve 


ville Walham-Green, the latest rising dramatist. 
It is not extravagant to say that these High Brow 


3! Bor re 


hi 





SSsx 


of the Profession. 


4 ME—WHAT DO THEY DO IN THE WINTER-! 


vatherings are doing as much to promote international 


| understanding as all the Peace Conferences put together. 


» * oc 
[ have what I hope tay be the eladdest of ti “vs tol 
those who have been disappointed in their applications for 
vouchers to the Royal Enclosure at Ascot. I ll he 


remembered that Mr. Gorpon SeLrripGe generously came 


to the aid of the artists whose works had been rejected by 
the Hanging Committee of this year’s Royal Academy and 
placed his premises at their disposal. Iam now informed 


that, encouraged by this triumphant precedent and realizing 





| 


with bis characteristic and unfailing perception and svm- | 


pathy that many high hopes have been dashed wit g 
to tl 


lecided to hold an Overtlow Ascot in order that the imagi- | 
nation and thought expended in the conception of bh: ititul 


toilettes for the Enclosure may not have been in vai 

My information is to the effect that in all p bility 
Iturst Park will be the venue, and that, if Mr. SeurripGe’s 
negotiations are successiul, two lovely lawns will be re- 
served there for the disappointed of Ascot on an « Satur 


aay ai 
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How China gets the News. 








bh" anagh., commandant of the Ulster Forces, and 
imandant of the Free State Forces, have agreed to institute a 
tral zone in certain districts, Hong Kong Paper. 
Uutil vesterday I onlv knew i Mazeppa as tl tit 
I Live ng Pape 
We, on the contrary, had always thought of h is an 


unsuccessful backer. 


ard 
ie great Berkshire race-meeting, Mr. Sevrripar has | 


| 
| 























Juxe 7, 1922.) 


ELIZABETH WON'T BE EDUCATED. | 


} 
I rurNED away from the Exhibi tion | 
feeling that [had done Eli: 
injustice. Remorse bit into ny soul. | 
The awful sermon preached agai 
domestic drudg ery seem d to have been 
} preached against me alone. Had I not 
| allowed Eliz: ibeth to drudge ? Had 
| not even encouraged it? Had I not, 
| with wink OARS eye, seen her lank | 
yainfully over the task of 


zabeth a gross | 


nst 


| form kneeling p: 
| floor-serubbing when she might have 
| performed it standing upright, a pwar 
of praise bursting from her lips th 
while (like the girl in the advertiss 
| ment) ? 
Had I tried to gladden her life w 
a patent boiler ‘y Never. Hlave | evel 
| lightened her lot with the latest 
in sweepers, slicers or knife cleane 
[have not. But I hurried home n 
anxious to make redress. 
| “Elizabeth,” I said, as she opened 
the door to me, * L’ve bought no end 
f labour-savers for you to-day. 
“ Taber-saviours! Wot’s 
asked Itliza 
“Well, l've got an arrangement that 
will wash the floor without your hay 
jing to go down on your knees to do 


’ ™ ’ 
them, n 


beth, looking distrustful 





and a special knife polish and 
thing to vo on the gas-stove so t 


you can put twos Lucepans On One 
and a si vegetable cutt 
aoe k you, ’m,” interjected 


betl but her voice had a certa 
dity. \nd she snitted. 


I said sternly as, a week 
later, | st pped as'de to avoid treadit 
on her as she scrubbed the hal “why 
aren't you using : 
washe1 

There wasa tense pause. Then Eh 


beth straightened herself and put he 


the patent — te 


dank red hands on her hips in an 
“'Oo ever ‘ea 
anyone washin’ a floor without go 


ude of delance, 


down on their rans-an’-knees ?’ 
asked contemptuously ; ‘and as 
them other things wot’s been bri 
into the ’o se, or! l can say is that 1 
people calls laber-saviours another? 

ior Savin they ‘re not satisfied wit] 
an’ think I can’t serub a ~— or el 

i knives oO} peel | potato pro erly and 
that I'm w: istin’ the gas- 
can lo k out for someone else at t 
month's end.’’ 

It took me a long time to pacity 
Elizabeth that time; and if ever I t 
to save anything in future it cert 
won't be labour. 








A Castle in the Air. 
“Furnished Cottage to Let, July and Augus 
or long period. Three bedrooms. Viv I 
above Bath.”— Weekly Paper. 
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Or else, if 1 ‘s nothing you prize, 
‘ mWAD +x pa ; , 
U IS FO! ENGER De spatch it at once to the van ; 
luk LveGGagi Some porter, it’s safe to surmise, 
Do: lait , Will lose it as soon as he ean. 
LIN ‘ —— — 
\\ 44 » Haver st Make ce n tha en vou get 
| sort of thing passengers do You've left no be ngings behind: 
j mental unrest. The more that you ft ivel about 
The betts \ "tl bear this in mind 
) ri ; bels mal sie 
' | \ Liow much has bee! ost 1n this Way 
he 1 + 4 { ih _ . 
\ ; ue I will not attempt to compute ; 
nad there W your iuggag 2) pat 
At | , Pgs ot he Companies only can say, j 
t le f vou’re luck might. : j 
~ And they are advised y mute. | 
Beware ( } ng the rack I know that t e} nsions nd*flats 
With articles heavy as Jea Of magnates who manage our line 
In « there an ¢ mous * Crack Are full of umbrellas and hats 
And a subsequent lump on your head. | ‘That ones indoubtedly mine. 
Su h lu Lue es under the seat, For they and their children and wives 
| plain say it with p sion and pain 
And, if other people com, [ say it with y pain 
Well, let them distribute their feet | Have battened the whole of their lives 
Wherever they can in the train. |! Qn things I have left in the train. 
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WORM-CASTS. 

THE joys of Radio-Broadcasting, o 
whatever the thing is called, are oli 
ing very real. Ina New York despatch 
to The Times, headed “ Brighter Village 
Life,’ I read: “It offers a solution of 
the terrible dulness of village life... . 
There is no village in the British Isles 

poor and unbefriended that it will 
not be able to afford or find a patron 
to give the necessary receiving instru- 
ment to the Village Institute.” 

“Will?” But, goodness, at Little 
Dithering we have already—or had till 
recently—a complete equipment. Any 
night you might have seen us sitting to- 
gether in the br Institute, Squire 
and the Vicar, Nabbs the little grocer 
and all the rest of us, waiting eagerly like 
prisoned gold-fish for a few br ight worms 
to be flung to us from the great world. 

Last Saturday we had a very good 
house. Hodge was there, the aged 
labourer; Galloway the farmer, his 
employer, and young Blunt, another 
labourer, but a Socialist, by Jove!— 
for this new toy of ours brings all 
creeds and classes together. There was 
still half-an-hour to go, and we were 
heavy with dulness. 

“ Roots be turr’ble bad,’ 
way at last. 

“Wheat be powerful bad likewise,” 


says Gallo- 


sayt 8 gna 


-r-r-r,” says Blunt, with his eye 

on re Squire. Everyone yawns. 
The Vicar is toying listlessly with a 
billiard-cue; Nabbs is pretending to 
read a book; but in cold fact all are on 


edge, wanting nothing but the Hour of 
Brightness. "This thing has become a 
drug. 


« Roots be turr’ble bad,” says Gallo- 


vay again, the cheery fellow. Then 
| no one speaks for a long time. 
Light o'clock strikes. At last! How 


| those wan faces light up, those weary 


| old eyes glow again, as we rush to our 


| 
J 
i 
| 
| 
} 


j 


|us that night! I 


receivers and catch once more the glad 


familiar, “K-k . . . k-k-k-k-k . . 


| sehlick!”’ 


And what a programme they gave 


should mention for | 


| the sake of the uninitiated that, for 


| 


| some reason not clear to me, the vari- 


ous items are not wortm-casted as com- 


| plete worms, but cut up into lengths 


| and 
| those curious tape-messages on 


| 
| 
| 
tee 


served like 
the 
notice-boards of clubs. What is lost 
in coherence by this arrangement is 
more than gained j in brightness. 

Thus we began with part of a romantic 
play of Irish life then being performed 
in London, and charged with the devo- 
tional mysticism of the race :— 

* Let you go out in the bog beyon d, 
Terence QO’ Brie es er 


out by instalments, 


. 
te 








| as drrrunk as hell 


crk, said a purring female voice, 
for it’s hard set I would be to kee »p 
himself from striking you with the butt 
| of a loy if he found you within and you 
; Ok... a. 
“Tt is not drrrunk I am, though | in- 
deed I have drrrink taken ...crr... 
err . . . but what’sa bottle of potheen, 
or maybe two, to a man that has the 
polis hunting him for no more than a 


common murder in the dark of the 
night sehlick schrunck 
k-k-k-k . . .? That is why the British 


Empire Delegation are proud that they 
took a leading part in upholding and 
fighting for the high ideals . ycek 

. Which will ever be associated with 
the great Conference at Genoa. . 
yck.” 

‘Play-acting,’ said Hodge briefly. 
But Nabbs, the grocer, gave him a 
cross look, knowing well that we had 
left the stage for the House of Com- 


mons, 
And now what strange caressing 
voice is this? Is it Mr. Asquirna re- 


plying to the Prime Minister? Is it 
MELBA No, no; it is a man’s voice. 
Good heave ns, “himself” has come in! 
The Vicar's brows meet. He is doubtful 
about this play. 

“ Himself” has adeep deliberate voice. 
He says :— 

By the holy cow of Kilray, Terence 
O'Brien, will you quit off out of this 
place ry fore 1 do you a harm with the 
butt of a loy, or maybe with the oid 
cadet ut does be hanging in the stable 
beyond, and I after burying six sons 
that was drowned on me at the great 
wake of Paddy Molloy, the craythurs 

: ekk > ee 

“T will not, then. It’s a hard man 
you are, Timothy Rourke, and it’s the 
fine doings there will be at your own 
wake, I’m thinking... elk ...clk... 
for I am bound to say that the results 
are depressingly and even distressingly 
meagre , yeckh ... The Prime 
MINISTER occupied nearly an hour in 
discussing the various evolutions of the 
diplomacy of the Conference . . 
(Yes, it is Mr. AsquitH replying. The 

‘iear’s face clears again. He is a 
Liberal. The Squire looks black. He is 
not.)... “onthe restoration of economic 
relations, with which no one has insisted 
more strongly than IT have... And 
now at last the sun is going down be- 
hind the wood, And I am very happy, for 
I know that I’ve been good . » + OPK.” 

Heavens! we have side-slipped into 
the Childre n’s Radio-Corner. The 
Vicar's face assumes an expression of 
almost ethereal—in fact, absolutely 
ethereal—tenderness as the soft voice 
goes on — 

“Clk... yekh 


. . yekh My 





aaE9-, t 
LS 


bed is waiting cool and fresh with linen 
smooth and fair, And I must off to sle ep 
again and not forget my yekh .., 
It is not dr-r-r- unk I am, Timothy 
Rourke, but destroyed travelling in the 
dark of the night.” 

“ Let you stretch out now before the 
fire, Terence a. ok. (who on earth 
is this now? Oh, s the girl again), 
“for it is a basa dant thing to Sleep 


in a bog. yekh . and it’s a 





great encourage ment to the Bolshevists | 


to learn on such high authority that 
the basis of conservative society in 
Russia would be found, according to 


historical precedent, in the adoption of | 


a policy of confiscation. . . . 

“Oh, shut up!” cries the Squire, 
with intelligibleirritation,for he, likeme, 
is mad keen to find out where Terence 
O’Brien does spend the night in the 
end. Indeed the whole atmosphere of 
the Institute is becoming a little close. 
Hodge and Blunt are quietly having 
words about Russia over their receivers, 
while the Viear, who thinks that Mr. 
AsguirH is being unfairly closured by 


the Radio, is no longer on glaring terms 

with Squire. Fortunately a soothing 

influence intervenes for a moment 
“Yck ... Once upon a time there 


was a good King, and he had two sons. | 


Now one of these sons was good also, 
but the eldest was... yck...a very 
bad man. And one day ‘the King : said, 
‘Do not let us have anothe: “Inter- 
nationat Conference, which leads to no 
result, because it does harm . .. yck 
. Hasanything been lost at Genoa?’” 
(“ Lord Ropert Ceci,” hisses the Vicar, 
beaming; “I once had breakfast with 
his brother—Lord Huan, you know. 
This is sure to be a good speech.) 
Soitis. And, by Jove, what a voice! 
“Signore! Signovi! Scusate mi seda 
sol mi presento. Io sono il Prologe.” 
“ Parsifal,” the Vicar whispers with- 





out hesitation ; “but [ do wish they'd 
finish Lord Ropert first. 

And now at least we are perceptibly 
brighter. The Squire is erying fever- | 
ishly into his receiver, “ Hullo! hullo! 

hullo! You’ve cut me off. Put 
me on to the play again. 

“Turn on Lioyp GrorGe,” grunts | 
Galloway. 

“ Do ee go on with the song, Mister, 
croaks Hodge. “ Tes a fine song surely, 
so tes.’ 

* Let’s hear what CLYNEs said about 
Russia,” shouts Blunt 

“You and your Russians!" cries 


Nabbs contemptuously. ‘* W! 
good King say, Miss?” 
“Silence!” roars the Squire; “! 
can’t hear myself listen!’ 
And at that we are silent, for after 
all it was the Squire who gave us our 
receiving set. 





it did the | 
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NEED NOT BE MUCH OF 








} 
YOl 
| 
| 


Then out of the stillness there came 
| that awful utterance which caused the 
| great riot, or the great brightness, « 
| Little Dithering, and the smashing of 
our installation by an outraged village: 

eauok...hok... 
youall are,” said a fierce voice. “ Yck! 


* 


And now [ shall never know where 
Terence O' Brien spent the might. 
A. P.H 








| 

| Commercial Generosity. 
“Special OFFrR.—The company is supp 

of this book (value 10/-) and one 

| —- Valve (value 5/-) post free for £1 h 

| offer is to encourage the beginner, and 

| only last for another fourteen days. 

} Advt. in Tirade Paper. 


| We are not encouraged. 


| 
ng one cops 


” 


} “At the 19th he hit his iron shot off t] 
| heel, and the ball struck a spectator lea 

| Over the staked rope running alongside the 

| on the waistcoat. The man was not hurt 

| the ball dropped dead.” Daily Paper. 

| “The dog it was that died.” 


“Notice * Anyone Allowing Poultry to Sti 
from their Allotments on Land occupied 
the undersigned will be Destroved,” 

Pi ol imeral I aper. 
We had no idea that poultry-farming 
Was soperilous. The Daily ——ought 
to include it in its insurance-scheme. 
a 
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| THE exes pl ional we ither of last week 


It is drrrunk | 


, y 
4 





“THE MAY-FLY IS UP!” 


A FISHERMAN TO FEEL THE THRILL OF THIS GLORIOUS FESTIVAL. 


HEAT WAVE EFFECTS. 


leave him to carry out his schemes fre 
from petty annoyances 


On reading this the Editor of The 
nals 


| ] ° 1 

iresulted in many strange happenings cm 

ri. ; ‘ PI , : | Daily Chronicle feels faint and 

; being reported in t Press, but the } : 
' : , 1 out for iced-water. 

following items, evidently overlooked by 

e reported to the | Mr. Cuurenwiuy’s halo recovered from 


our contel po aries, a } 
| the Serpentine. 


first time 








In deference to the intense heat 7T/v 
Daily Express extends its Insurance| TWINKLE, TWINKLE, LITTLE STAR! 
scheme to cover sunstroke (Ni stule.) 


TWINKLE, twinkle, little stai 
I don't wonder what you are. 
it \ Teacher told us yesterday 

u fire brea it In the corner o one of | Why \ 
eared And she let us 
several columns in the West Why 
You are just a whirling mass 


Ot different sort 


ou cole and go away 
ie a wrinkle 


you seen to twinkle, twinkle 


ol Durning gas, 





} 
\ Di o o ea = . At ; 
| ; ; f ¢ { wushing through the places where 
\ensington forgets to send , — P 
D ] 1 = here really isn lt evel air, 
if >| Re ! € me , t ) ‘ 1 
, } Rushing on ab miles a seconau 
Lniat sie ne \\ i) petted : . ; 
- | (Teacher told us how it s reckoned), 
1) 


from bis unton for unprofessional con .* 


And she told us vesterday 


( ipses l heap on ( 
j =r" l | ‘ You're so many leagues away 
floc his teeth tightivy clenched in ons , ; 
“ndbe , : hat, if some great water-sp mut 
} ce Ot le pp iery 


Were to burst and put you out, 
None w 


Until long after we were dead. 


ould know you light had tled 

t 1 ¢ 
inkle, little st 

So you may twinkie, little star, 


pubiic | 
But J don't wonder what you are 


iy Mati Calis upon the 


| to let M Luoyp GEorGE alone and to 


ao ies 


= 


te 
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1p licant. “W 


Humorous Arti 


BREAKING DOWN THE BARRIERS. 

THis thing happened to the man 

iom we eall Pongo because he has 
such a simple and hearty mind, It 
happened about ten days ago, and he 
was feeling heartier than ever because | 
he had just been to a village festival 
and had driven straight from 
ivenues of chestnut just in flower, and 
between hedges of may that had all 
come out in a single night, to catch an 
ifternoon train to London. The world 
seemed a very beautiful place to live in, 


t 
} 
i 


' ' 
t through 


+ 7 ‘ 


He had a cup of tea at the station, 
and the barmaid was quite pretty and 
seemed to like him When the train 
came in he got into a third-class carri 
age. There were two men in it, seated 
at opposite corners, vorking-men, ; 
Pongo ealled them, nice-looking men. 

* Hullo! 

‘* No, Sir, but we ‘ll make it one,” they 
replied ; and that established a bond o 
familiarity at once. He mentioned to 
them what a wonderful day it was, and 
that the may had come out in a single 
night. They talked about flowers for a 
little 
both had gardens of their own, it seemed 
They also talked about the heat. It 
was hot, they agreed, but not too hot. 


is 


. : , ‘ : 
Is this a simokel e Sala 


lowers and vegetables, for they 


‘OULD YOU BE LIKELY TO BE NEEDING A MOD 


EL, Sin?” 


t, “WHATEVER FOR?” Applicant. “ PrRoFitTreR, Stir.” 


e next station other people got 


in. There wasa nondescript, t ither shy 


| young man in blue with a straw hat, 


and a very stout, vei 


: 
elderly man. It 


y shabbily-dressed 
amused Pongo to 
wonder what thelr i 
Th 


conl 


prot ssions were, 
oht, might be 


> young man, ! 
Ml ress, and the stout 


ected with the ] 


man, he liked to fancy, was a plumber. 
Anyho V, they both looked extremely 
fri lid a middle-aged man 
got in later. But anothei 
man, In a quite smart grey suit, rather 
elce rly and stout, was less agreeable. 

he said, looking 


‘TI shall go 


loo many in here, 
in and scowling a little. 


to be rid of him, 
However, just before the train started 
he reappeared 

“The train’s pretty full this after 
noon,’ he said. ‘Couldn't find a seat 
anywhere nd he sat down heavily 
next to Pongo. Ile se ; 
and Pongo did not mind him. 


‘What a wonderful place a third- 


med nicer now, 


class railway carriage 1s,” he thought 
Che best of England. A melting of 


Conversation began, and Pongo felt | 
rather like one of the good people in | said, ‘my biggest break at bill 


Mark Sabre in If Winter ¢ 
piness suffused him. 

| They talked about boxing 
stout shabby man said som 
Pongo about CARPENTIER. IP 


is always apt to pose as 


in third-class railway-carriages 


difficult thing to do), said tl 
be a great pity i CARPENTIE! 
up against Dempsey again. 

“You're right there,’ sal 
man. “ Fair odds is what | 

st come from a little com) 
my own at Brighton, s 
know.” 

“ Does our friend ovet 
he’s been meeting CARPENTII 
the well-dressed man, w 
unnecessary note of sare 
Pongo resented a little on 
ful May afternoon. “ Beea 
I should say CaRPENTIER 1} 
rood fair mess of him.’ 

But then the shy little 
chipped in. 

‘Il don’t think uncle 

about boxing,” he said. 
| billiards.” 
| The shabby man laughed. 
| «© Well, I tell you straight 


| 


Mr. Gatswortuy’s plays, or like Mr.! fifteen, so it wasn’t that. 


7. on. 
j non Jeraasse_. 
— 




















«Just the thing for a hot day like this.” ; 
“No, you're all wrong,” said the| HEIN i 
| shabby man ; and then suddenly, * Well, 00 
| look here, 1’ll show you.” vb 
He settled himself more comfortably 
| in his seat, put a very dingy light mack- 
‘intosh, which he had with him, ovei 
| his knees, and pulled something quickly 
| out of his coat-pocket. 
I needn't really go on, need I? 

But consider for a moment the psy 
chology of poor disillusioned Pongo. 
The May sunshine seemed a flatter, 
| tawdrier thing at onee. Asina familias 
dveam he saw two very dirty white 
ecards and one with a number on it 
(36, I think it was) shufiled 
with amazing rapidity; saw the well 
dressed man rather coldly and haughtily 
point to what he said was obviously the 
numbered card; saw his satisfaction 
when he was proved to be right; saw 
one after another, yes, the sly little man 
in blue, yes, even the two nice working 
|men join in the discussion, offer to 
| back their fancy; saw the whole ear- 
| riage, in a few minutes it seemed, flutter 
with rustling one-pound notes that! 
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| “Perhaps it was swimming, guv’nor,”| r ii ve - 
i said one of the nice-looking working: | \ | 

| men. \\| | 

“Swimming the Channel,” | expect,” \\1] ; 

lsaid the middle aged man in blue. | 1] 


about 


passed rapidly from hand to hand. 
Two things, you see, embittered | 
Pongo. First of all the breaking of his | 


beautiful bubble of brotherly love ; and, | 
secondly, the thought that he, Pongo, 

\of all people should be selected as a 

; dupe. Wasn't it almost exactly twenty 

| years ago that he first lost money at | 
| the three-card trick in a railway-train ? 
|Goldtoo. None of your rubbishy pape: 

then. 

When we asked Pongo what he did 


| 
about it, he blushed and hesitated a} 


‘little. Then he told us. 
“They kept catching my eye,” he} 
said, “and appealing to me for my | New Comer, “ANYTHIN 
| Opinion. And, well, in the end, you} Student of Spoi g Pre XCITING ! 
know, we had all been so friendly, and] ‘reLrep ‘1s ELF TO SIX SIXES 
CLUE Al 


Idid. By good luck I only had about | 
three pounds on me.” | 

“ And what did they leave you with?” | 
| We asked, : ; 


LONDON AS A SCHOOL 


SPORTSMANSHIP. 


“Well, to tell you the truth,” he] : 

| confessed, “1 hadn't enough for a taxi | NOBLE SPORTSMEN. 

itomyclub. I had to walk.” Dear Sir,—I note that in his 
Then, Ol Course, We let him have it leenth published volume of Remu 


! 


| “ As a matter of fact, though,’ 
| Said at last, mae wasn quite as hadi that his wifes uncle 
state as 


CESSION AT 


FOR 


he! cences, the Duke pe STACPOOI E observes 


if uncle shot snipe on the 


ee 


419 | 





t Vaan, al 4s 


rHAT LAST OVER?” 


| SHOULD say sO! Wuy, THE OLD CAaNnraB 
THE EXPENSE OF ‘IS ERSTWHILE 


my belief, is to-day not the least lively 
of the quartet which minister to the 
pleasure of the passers-by to-day. lt 
was the same pelican, I may add, which 
re- | Inspired Epwarp Lear's lines :— 
iS “ Pluffiskin, Ploffskin, Peli 
| think so then and I th 


I am, Sir, Yours faithfully, 


w Jill 


ght sO still,” 


8 you might think, When we were| Cadogan late as the year An ORIGINAL MEMBER O1 
getting out, one of them, I forget whicl:,| 1830. I think it only right to Inform rae Oxip Peiican Crus. 
| Said, * And don’ ’ ur} vou that, when I was a boy at West- ; ; ' 

; con t you forget to put your) you tl Tur Wonvers or CHELSEA. 


| shirt on Captain Cuttle for the Derby.’ | minster in the ‘seventies, | 
: n I 


, : : ] T sienna bode ech 
Tt hadn't been my intention, but I} pe lican in St. J umes's Park wit 
| thought it might be lucky, you know, catapult, lL am glad to 8 Ly that 
| like a black cat, so I did. And now I} bird, though wounded in the pouch, 
| have ten new shirts,” 


—_—— 


EVoOE. | 


once shot a 


) 


{ 


a Dear Sir,—In his Notes on Old | 
he| Chelsea in the catalogue of his pictures | 


re- | now being exhibited at the Goupil Gal- 





| covered completely and, to the best of ‘lery, Mr. WALTER GREAVES states that | 
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{pplicant, ““WoULD YOU BE LIKELY TO BE NEEDING A MODEL, 


Humorous Artist. “WHATEVER FOR?’ 


BREAKING DOWN THE BARRIERS. 

Tris thing happened to the man 
whom we call Pongo because he has 
such a simple and hearty mind, It 
happened about ten days ago, and he 


+ 


was feeling heartier than ever because | 


he had just been to a village festival 
and had driven straight from it through 
avenues of chestnut just in flower, and 
between hedges of may that had all 
come out in a single night, to ecateh an 
afternoon train to London. The world 
seemed a very beautiful place to live in. 
He had a cup of tea at the station, 
and the barmaid was quite pretty and 
seemed to like him. When the train 
came in he got into a third-class carri 
age. There were two men in it, seated 
at opposite corners, working-men, as 
Pongo called them, nice-looking men. 
* Hullo! is this a smoker?” he said. 
“ No, Sir, but we ‘ll make it one,’ they 
replied ; and that established a bond of 
familiarity at once. He mentioned to 
them what a wonderful day it was, and 
that the may had come out in a single 


night. They talked about flowers for a 


| little—flowers and vegetables, for they 


both had gardens of their own, it seemed. | 


They also talked about the heat. It 
| was hot, they agreed, but not too hot. 


}young man in blue with a straw hat 


At the next station other people got 


in. There was a nondescript, rather shy 


and a very stout, very shabbily-dressed 
elderly man. It amused Pongo to 
wonder what their professions were. 
The young man, he thought, might be 
connected with the Press, and the stout 
man, he liked to fancy, was a plumber. 
Anyhow, they both looked extremely 
friendly, and so did a middle-aged man 
in blue who got in later. But another 
man, in a quite smart grey suit, rather 
elderly and stout, was less agreeable. 

‘Too n ny in here, “he said, looking 
in and scowling a little. “I shall go 
further on. 

Pongo was not sorry to be rid of him, 
However, just before the train started 
he reappeared. 

“The train’s pretty full this after- 
noon,’ he said. ‘Couldn’t find a seat 
anywhere ind he sat down heavily 
next to Pongo. Ie seemed nicer now, 
and Pongo did not mind him. 


] . } : 
CiasS rauway-calrlace 1s 


» he thought 


“The best of England. A melting of 


vs +n’ 
Ccasce,. 


Conversation began, and Pongo felt 


rather like one of the good people in | 
i Mr. GALSwortTHy’s plays, or like Mr.' fifteen, so it wasn’t that. 


Applicant, “PROFITEER, Sir.” 


Marl 


up again 


nan, 


my own 

know.” 
** Does our friend over 

j|he's been meeting CARPENTIE! 


the 


unnecessary 
Pongo resented a little on 
ful May afternoon. ‘ Because 
I should say CaRPENTIER made a 
good fair mess of him.” 

But then the shy little man 
| chipped in. 
“What a wonderful place a third-| 


about boxiug,” he said. 
billiards.” 
The shabby man laughed. 
“Well, I tell you straight 


said, “my biggest break at bill 
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Sin?” 


Sabre in If Winter ¢ 
piness suffused him. 
They talked about boxi: 
stout shabby man said 
Pongo about CARPENTIER. 
is always apt to pose as 
in third-class railway-carriages (not a 
difficult thing to do), said tl 
be a great pity if CARPENTIER 
DEMPSEY again. 
“You're right there,” sai 
‘Fair odds is wha 


just come from a little com) 





Hap- 


nd the 


ng to 


CO, who 


ITY 
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“Perhaps it w as swimming,guv'nor,” | 
| said one of the nice-looking working: | 
| men. 
| «Swimming the Channel,” Lexpect,” | 
| said the middle aged man in blue 

| « Just the thing for a hot day like this.” 

“No, you're all wrong,” said the| 
| shabby man; and then suddenly, “ Well, | 
| look here, L’ll show you.” 

| He settled himself more comfortably 
| in his seat, put a very dingy light mack- 

lintosh, which he had with him, ove 

| his knees, and pulled something quickly 

| out of his coat-pocket. 

I needn't really go on, need 1? 

But consider for a moment the psy- 
chology of poor disillusioned Pongo. 
The May sunshine seemed a 
| tawdrier thing at once. As ina familia 
dream he saw two very dirty white 
eards and one with a number on it 
(36, i think it Was) shutiled about 
with amazing rapidity; saw the well 
dressed man rather coldly and haughtily 
point to what he said was obviously the 
numbered card; saw his 
when he was proved to be right; saw 
one after another, yes, the shy little man 
in blue, yes, even the two nice working 
;men join in the discussion, offer to 
| back their fancy; saw the whole car- 
| riage, in a few minutes it seemed, flutter 
with rustling one-pound notes that! 
passed rapidly from hand to hand. | 
| Two things, you see, embittered | 
Pongo. First of all the breaking of his | 
beautiful bubble of brotherly love ; and, | 
secondly, the thought that he, Pongo, 
of all people should be selected as a 
dupe. Wasn't it almost exactly twenty 
| years ago that he first lost money at | 


oe 
liutter, 


satisfaction 


| the three-card trick in a railway-train ? | 
|Goldtoo. None of your rubbishy pape: 
then. 
| When we asked Pongo what he did | 
labout it, he blushed and hesitated a} 
little. Then he told us. 
| “They kept catching my eye,” he 
i said, “and appealing to me for my 
opinion, And, well, in the end, you| 
know, we had all been so friendly, and 
I did. 
_ three pounds on me.” 


| “And what did they leave you with?” 

we asked, . : | 
| “Well, to tell you the truth,” he| 
| confessed, “1 hadn't enough for a taxi! 
jtomy club. I had to walk.” 


| Then, of course, we let him have it. 

| “ As au matter of fact, though,” he 
|Said at last, “it wasn’t quite as bad| 
| aS you might think, When we were} 
| Setting out, one of them, I forget which), | 
| Said, * And don’t you forget to put you 


shirt on Captain Cuttle for the Derby.’ | 
| tt hadn't been my intention, but I} 
| thought it might be lucky, you know, | 
| like a black cat, so I did. And now I} 
| have ten new shirts.” 


tetra 


EVor. 


By good luck I only had about | 








New Ce ér. “ANYTHING EXCITING IN 
‘5 tent of Sporling Press. “ E.xcitine! 
LPED ‘ISSELF TO SIX SIXES IN sUCc( 
CLUB-MATH ° 
LONDON AS A SCHOOL FOR 
SPORTSMANSHIP. 
NOBLE SPORTSMEN. 
Dear Sir,—I note that in his re- 
!cently published volume of Reminis 


cences, the Duke pr STACPOOLE observes 


that his wife’s uncle shot snipe on the 
Cadogan Hstate as lia year 
1830. I think it only right to inform 
you that, when I was a hoy at West- 
minstel in the ‘seventies, I once shot a 
pelican in St. Park with a 


catapult. { am glad to say that the 


te as the 


James's 





PHA 


ESSION Al 





_ PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 419 


t Wan, al 4s 
LAST OVER?” 
WHy, THE OLD CANnvAB 
EXPENSE OL Is ERSTWHILE 


I SHOULD say so! 
THE 


my belief, is to-day not the least lively 
ot the quartet minister to the 
pleasure of the passers-by to-day. It 
was the same pelican, I may add, which 
inspired Enwarp Lear's lines :— 
“ Plufiskin, Ploffskin, Pelican Jill 
| think so then and I thought so still.” 
I am, Sir, Yours faithfully, 
AN OriGinAL MEMBER O} 


which 


Tur Wonvbers oF CHELSEA. 


Dear Sir,—IlIn Notes on Old 


his 





Chelsea in the catalogue of his pictures 


bird, though wounded in the pouch, re- | now being exhibited at the Goupil Gal- 


| covered completely and, to the best of 'lery, Mr. WALTER GREAVES states that 


THE Oxtp Petican Crus, | 
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| 
| 
Ay oo re» > 
4 TSR ECS! Qa pe \ 
House Agent (who has taken part ticulars of count ry ¢ We ith a view to a summer let, to ¢ er) WELL, WE SHALL bO Bes 
FOR YOU, Sir; pur I SHOULD LIKE TO ASK YOUR GOOD LADY NOL TO ROLL THAT BIT OF GRASS.” 
Owner. “Wry not?” 
House Agent. “Wr, Sik, WE WOULD LIKE IN OUR ADVERTISEMENT TO MENTION ‘UNDULATING LAWNs.’" | 
7 = — ——__—__—_ = — } 
——~ ms _asuennnapenepmeenn sone 1% = - o_o aon - — — | 
his father so porpoises in Che lsea | A New Use ror TRE Zoo. VicTORIAN elie. | 
> | 
Cc date is give ) e@ eXx- , - nee, ' ee ke Te ie 
Re “ No date aN n ote be Drar Sir--Whvy should sportswomen | Dear Sir,—lIt is the fashio eride 
ploit, but it was probably in the ‘thir-| | or sportsmen in search of big game be lthe Victorians for their nam} umby 
ie ‘forties. | am surprised, how- | 55 , | 
wee <3 , ae I ti , obliged to go to the ends of the earth, | Sentiment, and the shrinking y teed 
ver at he makes no mention of a ap , nal | 
ever, that he : “ ! ( , 1. | or, at any rate,as far as Somaliland, t yj the display of primit » passic ind | 
much more remarkable feat of marks-| oratify their instincts and exhibit their jemotions, 1 cannot agree. One of | 
ae ye q mn + a1. ise “ - | 
manship pot ved x yo deen sds iskill? I have long been of opinion|™) earliest recollections is t f see- | 
sand recorded bD\ Yr. JOSEPH FEN , , ee ‘an Pee ans a See > Fanny | 
sixties hi ope ' : W that the problem could be economically | Ng an at robat discharged nig rom | 
NELL in iis recent volume. HISTLER solved by the process of oceasionally ithe mouth of a cannon a perl toce 
, ‘ ek epu nthe ar . : _ : . . - 4 1 i Se : . J 
ke pt a duek ow on the river, ae Cue letting loose all- the animals from the} Which Georgian public Opinio} uld 
night after a late suppel BO WONG OOF) yrs) Gandene ‘To hatin with, it} probably condemn as dang s and 
4 »P AE lo” ‘ ‘ . ine i : : S | . 4 ‘ 1, 
and eee a 7 te: ing a very Tine | would satisfy the humanitarian impulses | even cruel. My grandfathe t Only 
> 5 Yuck which h; “ap | fro . : ee . ae . : a 
ragga 2 a G. nae om “ta aoe of all those gener us people who resent Shot snipe in Belgrave q nd | 
> mes } »} I vents . 3 . | . ftipy ‘} ] lyit 
ay The bird pardons in it *|the keeping of wild beasts in captivity. | grouse in Battersea Fields, but used to 
ark vas afterw: stuffe es J° 7 . ’ +h 
ark. oe ird was afterwards st i a! See yndly, it would brighten London| indulge in badger-baiting on Wimble 
‘ . , in > SSeS8] : . © . | ‘ + 
= I believe, now in the p ~ ion |}, providing excitement and risk | don Common long before i s aban 
) ‘ ter: sportsmi Sir rtri sid : . 1 1 } a8 Pal adams 
of t relies age Ere D “* ram | the salt of modern life. And thirdly |doned to the activities of the: sman 
a He Aa oO ne whess se Z ‘ : rn eit 
“6 sh 8 the uncle of the vent ale iit would furnish sport to those} and the golfer. lo-day, hy nye | 
acpoole. , 8 : : Se a ren. | 
aC} g : ; equipped With Weapons ot precisk n. | reversal, it is only cecaden 1ege 
Iam, Sir, Yours faithfully, ' 


Che experiment might be attende: 


| 
}with a certain ee ol sciediates: | thei 
' | 
|but they would not be likely to prove} ®re 


Virax. 


A Briniiant SUGGESTION, 

Dirar Sir, My latwver, who died 
1879, told me that when a very young] siderate motorists. I regret to say | 
man he distinctly remembers flushing|that neithe: Lady Asvor nor Mrs. 
a covey of capereailzie on Primrose WINTRINGHAM, to whom I have already 
Hill. L cannot help thinking that the} communi 
brightening of our beloved Metropolis, | evinced any recy es promote the neces on 
of which we hear so much in the papers, sary legisla | with 


lation, but I am not without}... 
. : bs , edt 
would be greatly assisted if these spien- | é hope that you, oo may exert your ul 


wou 





| did birds could be induced once more | : widens influence in its support. 

| to roost on that picturesque eminence. | Believe me to be, 

I am, Sir, Yours obediently, | Y« urs appreciatively, 
SAPPHIRA PHIBSON, Leonie Messanisa SANGUINETTI 
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lera' am, Sir, Yours anaet lly, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. bot ' to fill to seven years’ pena 
ny, Oth—At a p { ; t 1) nionst The heart knowet 
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particular attention of its promoters t I { paid no | bership of that 

the provinces over which they | ! ly. Win ( ais alile 
tecently had the honour of ru ie fest t t ve | selt t ble | Lorp CHANCELLO! 


Thus Lords Ds 


especially of t 


Which must have 


mMtion if it is to remain “ white ana | f \s 1 t elated to the | having taken the 

the Duke of DEVONSHIRE was creat ol) price o s the rig Appa ent 

concerned about the demand in Canada! gent e! { ) pe ini ut is Budgets in p 
lorlumbermen. Lord SELBRORNE was ver of an ¢ en Pan: POOen 

little disturbed lest the attractions « f t the G heen ; but U ut to lower the i 
the Empire s| uuld denude the Brit postponed . f post LAINE, &S Eve 
countryside of its best workers: but Phi SPEAKI id a lette ( M exclusively on the 


Lord Crawr RD very wisely said that if} Justice SALTER stating that he 
agriculture was depressed they would! day sentenced “ Hora‘ 
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NMAN and Novar spoke : ld ge \ct Inn ving the 
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the pet nostrum of his new party, but | clearness and volume of his voice | PEASE announced that the Irish 


—_ 


{June 7, 1929, 





Post 


I think he showed more zeal for his|as he recited the Oath. When, having | Office had decided not to adopt the 
old love, the taxation of land, and he/doffed his ermine, he took his seat on| British reductions. Accordingly, while 


| 


was obviously delighted, when someone |the Government Bench, the cheers a letter from England to Trelan 
asked for a definition of wealth, to reply, which came from all parts of the House | for three-halfpence, it costs two 


} 


‘Wealth is that which is produced by 
Labour out of Land.” 

Sir Ropert Hornet's defence 
was practically that finance 
depended upon circumstances, 
and that he had done the best 
he could with the means at his 
disposal, As for the eapital 
levy he prophesised that any 
Chancellor of the Exchequer 
who tried it would find himseli 
in the unhappy plight of 
Tantalus : if he tried to pluck 
the rare and refreshing fruit 
that hung over the Pactolian 
stream it would remove itself 
out of his reaeh. 

The Second Reading of the 
Finance Bill was carried by 
163 votes to 21. 

Tuesday, May 30th.—The 
House of Lords is so accus- 
tomed to receiving new mem- 
bers that asa rule it takes little 
interest in the old-fashioned 
ceremony attending their in- 
troduction, picturesque though it is. | past services, but by a hope of oratori-| years. 


rHE SWAN OF UPTON GIVES A LONG FAREWELL, 
Sim Ernest WIvpb, 


lwere, L think, inspired not only by his| from Lreland to England. 





| goes 
pence 


On the ground of expense 
Mr. Crurcuinn declined the 
request that he should “ issue 
as a White Paper particulars 
of the concessions in Palestine 
granted to Mr. Pinnas M, 
RUTENBERG,” but undertook 
to place them in the Library, 

The Ministry of Transport 
apparently acquired so much 
momentum from Sir Eri 
GEDDES that it now goes on 
of its own accord. Neverthe- 
less the production of a Bill 
by Mr. Nea enabling dock 
companies to increase their 
charges caused some surprise, 
Mr. A. SHaw seemed to think 





it positively indecent that the | 


Parliamentary Secretary of a 
moribund Department should 
“with a specious air of im- 
mortality ” promote a measure 
which assumed its continued 
existence for the next three 
For one in articulo mortis Mr. 


| Occasionally, however, the new Peer | cal treats in store. Neat showed astonishing vigour in 


reflects as much lustre upon the Gilded} The prospect that Ireland under its|reply, and got a Second Reading for | 


Chamber as he receives from it; and}own Government would be so lightly | his Bill 


without a division. 


then his introduction becomes an] taxed as to be the Paradise of the New Wednesday, May 31st.—The long- | 


‘ event. In the great assemblage of Peers| Poor has receded a little. Mr. Pike | awaited 
/ and Peeresses, Privy 
| Councillors and M.P.’s 
| who came to see ARTHUR ini ,, Ansa 


BaLrourRbecomean Earl, 
there must have been a 
few—the new Peer him- 
self and hisold colleagues, 
Lord LANSDOWNE and, 
Lord Cuarirs—who re- 
membered the correspon 

ding ceremony in 1877, 
when Brnsamin Dts- 
RAELL blossomed into the 
Karl of BrACONSFIELD, 
\s on that occasion, an 
Karl of DerBY was one 
of the new Peer’s spon- 
sors. But they had a 
more sprightly novice to 
deal with than their pre 

decessors of forty-five 
years ago. Actually 
“ARTHUR” is a year o 


was on that occasion 
But you would nevei 
have guessed it from the 
easy grace of his genutlec 
tion to the Lorp CuHan- DESIGN FOR A WEDGWOOD TANTALUS. 
CELLOR (who thoroughly 





statements on Ireland were | 
made in both Houses, | 


but as the Commons met | 


at 1) a.m. Mr. CHURCHILL 
got a long start of Lord 
BIRKENHEAD. Consider- 
ing the counter-attrae- 
tions of Epsom the Co- 
LONIAL Secretary had 
quite a good audience. 
In the Distinguished 
Strangers (; llery were 
Messrs. GarirriTHs and 
CoLLins, whose strange 
compact with Mr. DE 
VALERA for an agreed 


theme of Mr. CHuRrcH- 
ILL’s speech. 


hoped that the compact 
would render it possible 
to separate the politi- 


and unless it did so there 
would be nothing tocoun- 
terbalance its obvious 
disadvantages. Already 
it had impe! lled the 
hope of an understanding 


r : e ‘ ‘ Ae yO} rand South 
joyed the | [Answering Colonel Wepawoon and others, Sir Rosert Horxe said that Detwee nNo ” xe of 
enjoyec the humour of the story « f Tantalus would be re produced if any attempt were made to snatch on which the peace ¢ 


the situation) or fromthe at capital by means of a levy, The capital would disappear. 





Ireland depended. 


election was the main | 


Apparently it was | 


cians from the bandits; | 
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| diff 
| Gr 
| did 
| as 
| pa 
| Wh 
| lan 
the 

















Lawyer, “So It’s 
Actress. *“*YEs; yYot 


the Government were preparing to| 
take drastic action if it should become } 


necessary; but on this point Mr. 
CuurcHiILt declined to give any eX- 
plicit information, and he advised the 
House not to press for it until after 
Whitsuntide, when it would be possible 
to take a more searching view. Mean 
time we must go on believing that the 
Free State leaders were doing the 
best. That was not only the best was 
to help them to establish their autho- 
rity, but also would ensure us the svm- 
pathy of the rest of the world, 
The speech was in fact a plea 

“wait and see” tactics by the Ministe 
whose impulsiveness is a bv-word, a 
a such it secured the high approval of 
Mr. Aseuiru, who expressed his ‘un 
qualified admiration”’ of it. As he 
showed, we were “at the critical stag 
ola great and generous experiment 
and ought to do nothing to increase t 
difficulties, Needless to sav, Colonel 
| Grerton, the leadet of the Die-Hards, 


| did not agree with him. But the House | 


}8 a whole took the advice, and de- 
| parted for its holidays, wondering w 


+ 


i" ha 
| Whitsuntide would bring forth in [vre- | 
land, hoping for the best and fearing | 


the worst. 
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THIS TIME?’ 
BEEN ACCUSTOMED TO,” 





? 





| Ere it comes eve here's a moral to 
know 
Equally ours and your carnival 
masses’ : 
Putting it pat, 
Since we end as “ spent gnat, 
Tired of the twirligig, borne away flat, 
It’s play while we can, dears, remem- 
bering that, 
And that every holiday passes. 





Notice in West-end shi p 
“STARTLING REDUCTIONS 
Ix Moron Mascots 

Then it 7s true that the cost of living 
s coming down at last 

From the report of a municipal 
meeting 

“Mr. ——, contractor ? keeping the tow 
lerk in repa wrote, et l Haney. 
Rather a speculative business in I 


land just now, 


j “Caravan (large converted p hu } 
double bed, cooking tove et every 
nvenience n private garde Benfleet 
| Essex (can move Canvey Island 
Da Paper. 


thy 
| But this pantechnicon will find the 


island much heavier to move than fur- 


imiture. 
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er, 


so a collect« 


so lar 


removed 


hosts. 

i 

4 keeping 

j the way 
men 


require 
nourishment. 
But Parkes is not like th 
vho is not dependent 

the time 
vac uum equallyin himself and his guests. 


respects 


the effec 


T 


iil 


H its needs, 


Ne 


’ 


( 


ortunate craltsmen say, 
painter than an 


_ PU! 


HE PARAGONS. 


tists are so unpractical, 


live 


from ordinary life and | asked 


that they are not the best 


veding little themselves 


comfort and rbhythn 


rr 
His 


upon 


table 


and 


artist. I 


concerned with causes, only 
L, and the effect is a gel 


‘Wi 


pu 


a“ 
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feeling of we 


) ‘ 
; u : 
| ones eyes on yoyages ol 
- } | 4 
: discovery to learn what is 
new. } 
i “Tullo "yousay that } 
little water-colour wasn’t | 
; , 
there when L was here 
last. ‘So it was i 
you say,“ who bought that ! 
DaAuMIER at Curisrin’s,’ 


ill 


ll-b Me W 
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there the olhel 


1 was 
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visiting a friend who is 
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who they are, and vet L feel 


ought 
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‘ Desirable 


Lo Kn 


But do tell me 


‘It’ 
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itn not, he 


tle,” I replied. “I don’t] 
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no fixed hours, they get 
f forgetting that less gifted 
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brush, 
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he is moreofa 


itt 


is unde 
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turning to another recent 
: Lion alle, ‘Whrat uck | 
you have!’ e Dow 
i Things lke that } TAKE 8 
H On this oceasion there he I : 
i BADI Mi ) 
was not so much that r) 
i was fresh until I car LO ae S 
7 Parkes s own little study, 
where my roving gaze alighted upon : 
4 set of portraits grouped together on one 
Ae of the walls Lhe Vv were What are call 
1 kit-cats, or less than half-lenet n 
foul were men acd t ul ( ot the se 
d that is alleged to be gentler They 
4 wereall ple isant-looking but: ex \ 
distinguished, and Ll couldn't plac 
them. They were too modern t he 
incestors: they igeested 2 re} 
ship either to each oth ( to Parke 
Phey vere, | leit . » not p bhi 
characters 
Parkes was « ntly amuse 
interest, 
| Those pr trail he said, “ They 
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OR 
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A capital 
He drove 


He never jerked 
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e car and he changed his gears without | 
| 


Vywas |} 


Hle was | 


Le 


vhen I told him 
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If J dropped L co}. 
lar stud it didn’t matter 
always had another, 

first. He was a misogynist. I once 
overheard him saying some th 


bye Ci sc 


He neve “p ) 


e 


I 
} 
Ke 


1 
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£ about 


might have been a hero to 


* And the maids,” I remarked they 
look as if they were exception l too.” 
They were,” he said. “The cook 
there, on the left, she was splendid. She 
used to send up the most aencious 


things. Her omelettes were a dream 


Her salads were like a Frenelhwoman’s 

Nothing was ever sodden. Nothing 

was late. Everything was hot. She | 
ag | 


cave me something attractive for] 
She kne\ 
he) 


reak 
jast 
bacon in the oven. 
cousins In 1 th e mite then. 

=a ‘And those r virls | 


every day Ww to bake 


bale | 


e had not 





were so £ood t 4 ticu- | 
| larly the last, the parlour. | 
maid, He (iis et n was | 
wonderful. And she was | 


so 
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cleve Wil the tele 
| 1 j 
lf poone, alm st cret | 
} se too, wasn't she? | 
said that she was. | 
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ANOTHER ADVANTAGE ABOUT OUR PorrTABLE FoLpING PER 


OLA IS THAT WHEN YOU GO AWAY TO THE SEASIDE YOU CAN TA 
YOU AND SET It UP ON THE BEACH AND SIT BENEATH ITS 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“ ErLEEN” (GLOBE). 
Wuewn Eileen Bellamy suddenly de- 
the height of her 


rural obscurity at 


success and while still a mere chicken | 


as actresses go (or stay), she gave 


| two reasons for this unusual depar- 


| ture. 


; time, 


To give two was rather wasteful, | 
for either of them by itself would have 


se . | 
been sufficiently improbable for stage | 
was that her 


purposes. One reason 
lover (she had also a husband some- 
where) had announced his intention to 
marry and se Yet you would 
say that if one thing more than another 
was likely to make her pur- 
sue, for solace, the distrac- 
tions of play-acting, it would 
be a blow like that. The sec 
ond reason was that she had 
resolved to leave off in good 
before her 

began to wane, and not 
superfluous on the 
Precedents based on this mo- 
tive are so rare, 
seldom found apart from 
happy domestic conditions, 
that I need not insist upon 
its unlikeliness. 

Her next e 


ranger. 


ittractions 
*‘liag 
lag 


4 
t r 
stage. 


and so very 


uurse, while 








betraying a very probable 

egoism, showed also a greater i | 
lack of imagination than one \ 
would expect in a woman ‘ ' 
wi ho presumably had made it 

her business to interpret char- \ \ 
acter on the stage. She has ih 

a grown-up son (legitimate) y AA 


in France, of 


pot many re 








heard of Sinn Fein). She finds every 


| . 
| France; 


thing delightful, including the filthiest | renew | 


| weather ; 


they sustain a boredom which not even 


| dissipate. 
these old traditions of the Irish prie st 
hood survive on the stage !) 

A diversion is caused by the arrival | 
of Fileen’s renegitde lover, wh 10, quaintly 
ards himself 
rted or her. His marriage is off, 
and he would be obliged if she would 
arrange to have the liaison revived. 


aese 


: “ance, whose exXist- Cen } 
ence she has for years taken ex’ ) 
| ; Vo Oe 


It mig t be 


op her ma- 


no cognisance. 
amusing to devel 


ternal instincts, hitherto } 
sadly neglect 1; so she re- } 
quests him (by wire) tocome ] 
and live with he: Not fora 

moment does she considei whether life 
in a bit of a house that has been left t« 
her in a remotedistrict of Ireland (of all 
places) will satisfy the ideas of a son in 
the full vigour of manhood and accus- | 


| tomed to the urban amenities of France 

| But, under the delusion that | 
invited to share t! 
a popular actress and cut a gay figure in 
London Society, he comes. And with 
him he brings an ill-bred wife and a 
small son. 

j The first s] ock over, Eile 
nises in this revelation of hei grand- 
motherhood hing to fortify he 
resolve to fix an age-lin 


1e is being 


e luxui 


1OUS Jile 


Some t 


nit for her exit. 
So off they Start the very same evening 
| for Rosscorthy. 5 
farm “or do,” as 
they doin Ireland 


Here she proposes to 
she Says, 


(clearly having never 


| 
“de Ot 


recog- 


“ whatever 


\ DO kD FRO) HE FRENCH, 

’ . Miss Irene \ 
° ° Mr. Jack He ~ 
te tes Miss HeLen Spr 
she s uggles with success against this 


| been in the least conce: ned 
| the good-humour of a genial priest can | 
(How pathetic it is to see} left us unmoved. 
“| As Eileen Miss TRENE 
i 


as having been | 


- but the othe passion the | 


ruing one prevalls, ana the reading | 
of play with a fat part in it for her 
determines her to go back to the stage 
So, having left it for two reasons, she 
returns to it for one: but this time it 
was a probable reason, and at last, by 


the end of the Second Act, we beg un | 
laintly ¢ egard het as human. 

\lso we wert perm itted a little fun 
|—-not very intoxicating—over the ne- 
cessity, for professional purposes, of 


civing out that her son was her brother. 
And there was some humour, too 
though not, I think, designed the 


suddenness with which this young man 
plunges into a course of 
which entails his return, 
to the ascetic 


more atmosphere of 


happene 


personal 


| nique triumphed over a part 


ishe cou 
Montagi 
Mr. Dio 
a little 


share of 
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Fileen being thu is | 


it free to 
er relations 


el 
hey lover, | 


with 


rain indeed so persistent that} But as we only knew of the original 
it has to be permanently recorded on | liaison by report, and indeed hadn 
cided to retire from the boards into|thepainted scene. For the young people, | eyes on the gentleman till t 
| however, it means mere desolation, and | of the Second Act, and had 


't set | 
e middle | 
never really 
as to what 

d to anybody, this conclusion 


‘Mis ponerse by 
fascination and delic » tech. | 
which 
ld hardly have believed. As | 
ie Bar, her faithful servitor, | 
N Bovucicavutyr, thi 


perhaps 


too anxious ab ut doing his | 
the acting, was very sound, 
and there was at least one | 
moment when he came near | 
to touching my hard heart, 
Miss Rostra Fitirrt made | 
the rough fidelity of “ Coley’ 
(a sort of maid-cor panion 
seem as e@asy Dreathing 


because 
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she happens to be a great 
t. M 
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artist. Mr. Jack Hopps. who 
played the sor is a little 
sticky at first is well he| 
might be): b leveloped | 
an admirable ince. The | 
rest were exc nt indeed | 
the periormal sla too | 
good tor the play “7 
Mr. H. M. Har (T can't 
think why) { e Frencel 
of Messrs. | ET ar 
ARMONT. 
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past or has thie of being 
divorced tay in her | e life be a pat- 
tern ot don estic ty, H1\ c niv ior 
husband, her childrer : be), | 
her flowers and her d c 3 when 
| popular idol of the In s shov 
under the same limelight) to be as] 
stupid and egoistie at acinative | 
as a ol us, | really ( ink 1 | 
worth doing. | 
Iam all for keeping my illusions | 
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Once a week, at the 

the public executions, the seven lads, sons of a poor surg: 


original Leyantine setting. 


a of Bagdad, appear before their uncle the millionaire to heat 
Live j ° ° " ‘3% 24 , 
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Creative enthusiast (th 


! d left him ‘ with 


classes an 


The Strong Peace ol 


The ups and downs of his career, trom 1s eari 
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‘tT RicHarps) is exactly what its title 


would lead me to linagine., That is to say it is somewhat 
pe ete | ure and quite resolutely and t naciously 
sentimental It is a wistful old Englis un and a shrewd 
managing old Frenchwoman whose only daughter deserts 
the pate rnal cabbage fields for the st ind sends back 
inother only daughter (ineyit ibly the filia pulchrior) to 
be reared by the grand-parents on the same provincial lines. 


It has this daughter Hve's escape to En 


Vicarage, her courtship 


her sojourn 


staiwart young 


na haunted 


tist (ddam, of course), the tender supervision of the 
l y La 1 local emgma whi ( happiness has 
been dashed by a matrimonial 1 standing) and the 
rriage of Aa und fn It j the death of Eve's 
the n her daughter’s wedding piece of stage 
inagement which enables that unre nt prodigal to 


riour ol 
And 


Vicarage 


rpse, into the polished p 
1 | lJ 
use amor! the cabba heids. 


rried, an exquisite Ci 
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e original little ho 


is also the very touchin romal ive 
host and hostess, which, if Miss CLose could only have re- 
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AT THE PLAY. 
“ EimEEN” (GLOBE). 

Wuen Eileen Bellamy suddenly de- 
cided to retire from the boards into 
rural obscurity at the height of her 
suecess and while still a mere chicken 


as actresses go (or stay), she gave | 


| two reasons for this unusual depar- | 


| ture. 


| where) had announced his intention to | deserted by her. 


| ond reason was that she had 
| resolved to leave off in good 
| time, 


| 


| superfluous on 


| tive are so rare, and so very 
| seldom 


| that I 


To give two was rather wasteful, 





for either of them by itself would have | 


been sufficiently improbable for stage 
| purposes. One was that her 
| Jover (she had also a husband some- 


reason 


marry and se ranger. Yet you would 
Say that if one thing more than another | 
was likely to make her pur- 
sue, for solace, the distrac- 
tions of play-acting, it would 
| be a blow like that. The see 


before her attractions 
began to wane, and not “lag 
the 
Precedents based on this mo- 


” 
tad 

stage 
Lare. 


found apart from 
happy domestic conditions, 
need not insist upon 
its unlikeliness. 

Her next course, while 
betraying a very probable 
egoism, showed also a greater 
lack of imagination than one 
would expect in a woman 


who presumably had made it \ 
y 





her business to interpret char- 


acter on the stage. She has \~= 
a grown-up son (legitimate) A = 


whose 


in France, of exist- ZO ) 


ence she has for years taken 


no cognisance. It might be S— 
° | } ‘- 

Pam Te to develop a Ma- ADOPTED FROM THE FRENCH. 
ternal instinets, hitherto 

i re ted . OT ; Miss IReNr Vane 
Sac y neglec € > ao ne re ke rt em i te Bie ice Sines 
quests him (by wire) tocome ‘ . 

: ‘ng i I € | fe) = liss HeLen Spr? 

and live with her. Not fora 
moment does she consider whether life| She struggles with success against this 
in a bit of a house that has been left to | old passion ; but the other passion—the | 
her in a remotedistrict of lreland (of all ruling one prevails, 





places) will satisfy the ideas of a son in| 


the full vigour of manhood and accus- 
tomed to the urban amenities of France 
But, under the delusion th; 
invited to share the 


it he is being 


» luxurious ménage ot 


' . 1 
|} determines her 


iWas a 


a popular actress and cut a gay figure in 


And with 
bred wife 


he comes, 
+ 
an ill- 


London Society, 
him he brings 
small son. 


and a} 


cessit jy; 


The first shock over, Eileen recog- 
nises in this revelation of her grand- 
motherhood something to fortify her} 


resolve to fix an age-limit for her exit. | 


So off they start the very same evening 
for Rosscorthy. 


Here she proposes to 
farm “or do,” 


as she says, “‘ whatever 


heard of Sinn Fein). She finds every 
thing delightful, including the filthiest 
weather; rain indeed so persistent that 
it has to be permanently recorded on 
the painted scene. For the young people, 
however, it means mere desolation, and 


they siaahe uin a boredom which not even | | been in the least concerned as to what | 


the good-humour of a genial prie st can 
dissipate. 


hood survive on the stage !) 


A diversion is caused by the arrival | 


of Fileen’s ret egiftle lover, who, quaintly 
enough, regards himself as having been 
His marriage is off, 
and he would be obliged if she would | 
arrange to have the liaison revived. 


ith a 


7 
to go back to the stage 


play w part in it for her 


So, having left it for 


returns to 1b loi 


two reasons, she 
one; 
probable reason, and at last, by 
the end of the Second Act, 
faintly to regard her as human. 

Also we were permitted a little fun 

not very intoxicating—over the ne- 
for professional purposes, of 


we began 


g ivin gout that her son was her brother. 
And there was some humour, 
thous * not, I think, designed 


too 
-in the 
suddenness with which this young man 
plunges into a course of dissipation, 


| 
| 
| Which entails his return, with family, | [ once, with the wind behind me, ee 


(How pathetic it is to see} left us unmoved. 
these old traditions of the Irish priest- | 





I 


and the reading | husband, her children (twins, 
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France ; Eilee mn being | thus left free to | 
renew her relations with her lover, | 


But as we only knew *% the original 
| liaison by report, and indeed hadn't set 
eyes on the gentleman till the middle 
of the Second Act, and had never re ally 





| happened to anybody, this conclusion 





As Hileen Miss Irene Vanervan’s 
personal fascination and delicate tech. | 


nique triumphed over a part in which | 


] 

} 

ishe could hardly have believed. As | 

| Vu > is ‘ } 

| Montague Bar, her faithful servitor, | 

Mr. Dion Bovucicautt, though perhaps | 
Acaogs too anxious about doing his | 
are of the acting, was very sound, | 


and there was at least 


one | 
moment when he 


came near | 


to touching my hard heart. 
Miss Rosina 4 ILIPPT made | 
the rough fidel of * Coley” | 
(a sort of maid-e mpanion) | 
seem as easy as b eathing: 
but that was only because | 


she happens to be a great 


artist. Mr. Jack Hops, who | 
played the son, little | 
sticky at first is well be 
might be); but he de leveloped | 
an admirable urance. he | 
rest were excellent; indeed | 
the performat Ce is far too | 
good for the play lapte 1 by 
Mr. H. M. Harwoop (I can't 
think why) from the French | 


of Messrs. Bb SQUET and } 
ARMONT., 


Dramas tlhia expose the | 


private life of an actress are 

supposed to be rather In- 

triguing; | [ honestly | 

’ think we a st without } 
them. tis} bt an ex | 

cellent thing t the Kodak | 

aa press should | he known | 


the stag 


Cy is encumber i Wilh a lurid 
past or hast ‘ iLbit ol being 

| divorced 1uay in her home lite be apat 

tern of domesticity, living o1 ly for het 


2 | 
it may be), | 


her flowers and her dogs. But when a 
| popular idol of the lms t is show! 
!(under the same limelis to be as | 
but this time it stupid and egoistic and unimaginative 
jas any of us, | really don't t ‘ink it 1s 


worth doing. 
I am all for keeping my Wiusions 
none too many as it is. O. 5. 


nceniieeasmamnmmcantals 


s created a cl " hip 
drive of over 300 feet to 


-Evening I 


* Holdern 
with a hugs 
eighteenth.” 
* Dear Mr. 
| of the above paragraph, 
me how to enter for the ¢! 





Punch,” writes the sendet 
— tell 


mpionsh! p. | 


they doin Ireland” (clearly having ne ver/to the more ascetic atmosphere of | 375 feet.” 
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WHENEVER my gratitude to the Coalition wanes, I pull} sentiment 
myself together and reeall that exquisite poster of the all- | n 


It has a wistful old Englishman and ashi 
anaging 
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dy ’ ~ " . } . } 2 et 
BELLo« 8 Incomparable new romance of the financial picar- | artist (ddam, of course), the tender supervision of 


esque, The Mercy of Allah (CHarro anp Winpbus), I recog- | Lonely Lady (a local enigma whose own happiness 
nize the benign complacency of the old investor and the} been dashed by a matrimonial misunderstarding) and 


original Levantine setting 


i aohd 


g-toul i piece of st 
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Once a week, at the hour of | mother on her daughter’s weddin 
the public executions. the seven lads, sons ot a pe r surgeon management which enables that 
of Bagdad, appear before their uncle the millionaire to hear be earried, an exquisite corpse, into the polished parlot 
how his “unceasing appetite to snatch and hold,” combined | the original little house among the cab} Lee field 
with “ that profound mystery, the Mercy of God,” have] it has also the very touching 1 Eve's viea 

, A & 


established his favour with the masses and their governors, | host and hostess, which, if Miss ¢ 


ry 
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QC ” mm ; > 1 oe, bes Cope tere 
Soul. The ups and downs of his eareer, from its earliest | ( ver-lavish ol spurious attractions, 


deals in pearls and pipkins to its final exploiting of a ——$$—$—_—_— 
pi} 


if ~ 
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Gulliver in the language of J?asselas. The Seventh Nephew | any length of time; and various publicists trace trom 
18 Worthy of a monograph to himself. 
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would lead me to imagine. That is to say it is somewl 


acquisitive sparkle of the young ones in a curious and| marriage of Adam and Hve. It has the death of Ev 


’ 17 | { ] 
supreme wealth alone can give, The Strong Peace of the} i’s, would have lent an element of real charm to a D 


] 4 } ] 
bizarre and quite resolutely and tenaciously 


’ 
title 
rat 
. 
ewd 


sold Frenchwoman whose only daughter deserts 
British lather displaying War Bi nds betore the glittering | the paternal cabbage-tields for the stage and sends baek 


) to 


urn 
jung 
the 
has 


eyes of his little son and daughter which used to enliven | another only daughter (inevitably the filia pulehrion 
the bank of which I was, in the days of the Great War, | be reared by the grand-parents on the same provincial lines. 
what the ornithologists eall a “sl y lrequenter. ’ In the It has this daughter Eve's escape to Lingland, her so} 
Agéd Uncle and the seven Young Ne pl eWws ol \ rs Hi AIRE | in a haunted vicarage, her courtsh p by a stalwart y! 


the 
e's 


age- 
ag 


ir of 
And 


rage 


OOb 


creative enthusiast (than whom Allah presents nothing It has been remarked that we are not, as a race, good 
more lucrative to the financier), are told with the irony of | haters. We seem unable to keep up the proper spirit for 


this 


fact our greatness or our decay, according to their several 
convictions. Reading the Memoirs of the Crown Prince of 
TER- | 
the | wortn, I confess that passages here and there moved me | 


nrepentant prodigal to | 


ia Lose could only have re- | 
destroyed the middle classes and left him “ with what | frained from double crossing its ts and doubie-dotting Its | 
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to a certain compassion ; and in order to recapture some 
| Willie” of war-time it was necessary to turn to one of the 

{ | numerous photographs of the author with which his book is 
studded. And even then I found that perennial grin rather 

fatuous than wicked. Clearly it annoyed some of his own | 

| countrymen; he refers sadly to those German journalists | 
| who ealled him “the laughing murderer of Verdun.’ 
Among the fisherfolk and peasants of Wieringen he has 
succeeded at lefgth (by his own account) in living down 
| the slanders circulated by the mendacious Press of 
Entente. In these Memoirs he appears a pattern to pri inces, | 
pr ssibly too fond of riding and sport in general, but a 
model of the domestic virtues, a Paladin in the field, a 
Nestor in the council-chamber. If the so eo statesmen | 
at the helm in those dark days of 1914 had only | 
listened to him! He knew, though it was hid from the 
purblind view of BeTHMANN- HoriweEa, that England could | 
never consent to forgo this opportunity of cru shi ng 
great commercial rival.f{#— ———~CST =< 


| 


|] 
the 


who stood 


GREY, interviewed at i 
j the time of Kine } 
GEORGE'S coronation, 


had as told 

him that nothing would | 

satisfy us but world 

| domination. In short, 
| it is clear that the Ex- 
| Crown Prince might 
| have saved his country | 
and Europe could he | 
have got a hearing 

Officialdom triumphed | | 
and Europe must | 
he content with these | 

Mi MLOUVS. 


good as 


| 
The aftermath of the | 
War at sea has endless | 
possibilities in the way | 
of romance, and Mr. | 
FREDERICK SLEATH, the | 
author ol A Breaker of | 
Ships (Hu TCHINSON )}, | Convict 09. “Do NOT BE ALARMED, I 
has had the happy idea | 
of turning some of them | 
to account in a 
| of stories concerning Big Jim ee 2, Managing director 
and joint owner of the Carn Shipbreaking and Salvage 
Company. Big Jim certainly seems to have got rather 
an undue proportion of surprise packets in the job lot he 
bought from the Government. 
demolish their own and other 


His Wife. 
IN CIVVIES.” 
series 











His purchases generally 


crews either piecemeal or 


LONDON 


thing :| strange, is  euiphaliee 
of the old feeling with which we used to regard the “ L ittle | print. 
| stiff 


; never 





HAVE A SUIT OF CLOTHES TO GET AWAY 


“OH, WHAT A PITY, JOHN! 


wholesale, a habit which suggests that shipbreaking under | 


such conditions should rank high among dangerous trades. 
Mr. Suratu has a knack of te ling a good yarn as undeni- 
able as his eclectic taste in horrors. Moreover, he knows 
his subject well enough not to feel called upon to make an 
_ excessive parade of technicalities. But he works the element 


uly one a tie 
It is what Big Jim would describe as a 

yarn "’—a blend of a JuLes Verne 

and Por’s Descent into the Maelstrom. 


sort that does vet int 


adventure st 


Though one may reasonab ly hesitate to approve a gen 
practic e of re ea the fugitive firstenight im pre 


occasional articles and reviews of dri ay crit 


| book form, one gladly allows that Mr. \ N “ca LI we 
comments, collected from The Daily Dolagnaph under tit] 
| Through the Fourth Wall (CHarman anv Hatz), contain 
many interesting ideas and judgments expressed 

lively wit. Nor is he afraid of setting himself difficult 
| problems and solving them, which takes a fine « 

nor in general of being dogmatie in pleasant ' > an 
eritic’s be setting tempta tion is to hedge, and critic m cal 


be of value if there be a mean refusal to take risk 
I she ul 


ld like to be allowed to pay Mr. Daruinaron the (| 


her hope not too back- handed) compliment of saying that he 


° i could write 1 elp! il 


book on tli 


| e theatre 
| whiet I would | 

| ather read t 1 these 
collected snippets. | 
|have a 

|has not a his ex 
cellent teet ‘th sufficiently 
| tough food to bite on 
|He has 

|for urging the 
| sounder eloc ut In 
| players of to- 


feeline that lye 


my ¢ utituce 


| Dr. R. W.G By 
ithe author of Wy M 


| la id Pat Mer 
| RAY), spent m y years 
' his most ve life 

| as a doctor int 0) 

jland country of Derb 

shire and York e. | 

1915 he Wis st enl \ 
aw painful dise » and 

EAREST I HAVE ESCAPED AND I mus this book vy tte? 
IN. EVERY MOMENT IS PRECIOUS.” during the last year ol 
YoU DON’T LOOK NEARLY 80 WELL |}jg life (he 1 o 
ae bee ee | gee 3. So ss! dzDecember 3! 1921) 
in the intervs vals of acute e suffering *, It is indeed well that 
he had the courage to face the task, for he was a 1 with 


a wonderful gift of observation, and from his pages we get a 


real knowledge of the canny people who were his patients, 
with many deliciously humorous stories thrown in. .\ moor- 
sider, When asked how he spent his hours of leisu eplied, 

Ah sits an’ smokes an’ thinks; sometimes Ah sits an’ 


\thinks; an’ sometimes Ah just sits.” On the whole one 
gets the impression that the Docror’s patients were a tough 
lot to deal with, but he understood and sympathised with 
them. Not only did he relieve much suffering, but he also 


| of coincidence rather too hard and too often in connecting | 


| up Big Jim’s salvage jobs and his adventurous past, and 
he has an irritating way of leaving loose ends in his plots. | 
What, for instance, had actually happened to the second 
Old Man of Craa? — what precisely was the signiticance 
of all the feminine gear Arct c Belle? 

| One of Mr. Stearn’s a aracters shrewdly remarks, “ The 


| 1 the cabins of 
1 | strangest stories of the sea are 
- 


the 
» the truest, and they se Idom | 
It is to be feared however, that 
the collection, though certainly 


| if ever get into print. 
the concluding story of 


| 





| 


gained the friendship of men who, in spite of all their faults, | 





were real men. It is a fine and a courageous record. | 
Opening of Smith Minor’s essay on * A Penny :— | 


“On one side is the head of a man with some 














id on the other is a figure commonly known as Tail 

“Black Country Girls (clean, respectable, domesticated), wailing 
situation Adrt. in Midland Paper. | 
It is something in these days for a girl’s complexion to 
stay on after she has washed. 
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June 14, 
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CHARIVARIA., 





essayist. 


| Genoa. * 


nom de querve. 


to adopt a nom de pare. 


The Morning Post expresses 
that Lord NorrHcuirre visited 
Germany without being recog: | 
'nised. One theory is that he} 
| walked into the place back- | 
wards, thus giving the impres- 
sion that he was going home| 
| again, % 


There is no truth in the 
| rumour that in future the kil 
| of the Atholl Highlanders, the | 
| Lorp CHAMBERLAIN’S private | 
regiment, are to extend to the} 
ankle. 


ts 


With reference to the sug- 
gestions of a General Llection 
we can only say that nothing 
shall keep us from our duty of 
watching Japan. 


It is some consolation to 
know that if the General Elec- 
tion is decided upon it cannot 
;now come in time to clash 
with the coarse fishing season, 
which opens on the filteenth. 


A money prize is being of- 
| fered in Petrograd for the man 

who does most for Russia this 
year. There should be an ex- 
| cellent chance for Trorsky to 
| win it by leaving the country. 
| 


* After all is said and done,” 
| Says a contemporary, * where 
| Women 
matter,” 





are concerned 


concerned all is never said. 


men do not 
But surely our contemporary | course of the Gulf 
should know that where women are 


During Lord Norrucuirre’s tour in 
Germany, it appears, he went under a 
In Downing Street the 
opinion is that it was just like him not 


At Pestoll ——3 


Mrs. G 


*Coom, 


"AS CAI 


+ 


| 


A gentleman connected with the stage | 
| Writes that a millionaire is wanted for | 


smaller crimes. , 


S4gements from officers who 





Vy an expert. 


a 


| producing new operas. Many poor men 
before now have been wanted for much 


In connection with the Admiralty 
order providing for the retirement of 
officers who have bad tempers, one 
Thames bargee is open to accept en- 


would 


like their swearing put out to be done 
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| For one half-crown you ean buy 
11,750,000 Russian roubles ~unless of 
Russia is losing its nerve, says an | course you prefer to buy some 

This must be very sudden, : 
| for they certainly had it with them at | 


[says Dr. J. E. Extaor, of Montreal, is 
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ful with the money. 
* 


thing use- 


r se 
To order everything on the menu, 


a great mistake. 


Those who have run 


through everything else and then or- 


| 
| 
| 
} 
| 


JARGE, 
iHT FOIR 


igh 
} 2 } 
dered th 


found this out, 


he exceptionally fine weather, says 
surprise! Mr. Joun Harrison, of the Observatory, 


2%, 
ti7 
P ¢ : 7 
. : 4 
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% 4 _ . , 
: 3 + XY 
ee 7 
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es (ignorant 
QUICK 
- 


is due to the 


Clapham, 


] 
Stream has 
' , 


aitered, 


theory that it 1s due to the 


t form of stunt 


ELESS 


© printer’s name have often 


advertising) 


MESSAGES 


fact that the] ¢ 


. , 
We prefer the more natural 
excelient 


arrangements made by Carmelite House. 


It is said th 


at a certain glacier in 


Switzerland moves a hundred yards in a 


year. We have no glaciers in Eng 


} 
Lik 


nd, 


but those of us who employ plumbers 


Will 


Instead of the usual wedding-g! 


a Croydon photograpl r now ma 
film record of th 


plies the apparatus for sh 


It seems 


ywing 


home. 


|evenings on the honeymoon. 


understand what this means. 


t 
( 


e proce edings and sup 


i+ 
iv 


KC 


up 


S au 


at 
au} 


he very thing for dull 








| 
| 
| 





A famous bishop recently wrote an 
article entitled “Why I am an Opti- 


In a robin’s nest 
shire farm a ten-shilling note has been 
found, Suspicion had been aroused by 
the bird’s unusually flush appearance. 


Not long ago correspondents of The 
Sunday 
question, “ Did Lady Macbeth Snore?” 
Lately they have turned to “ Did Lady 


“ Bag Golf Clubs; good.” 





;EORGE, 


been | worry about these secondary details, 


ul 


mist.” Weawaita prominent pessimist’s 
explanation of “Why I am a Dean.” 


on a Buckingham- 


Times were diseussing the 


Macbeth Commit 
We deplore these persistent 
attacks upon the memory of a 


Suicide ? 


woman Who at least stopped 


short of autobic graphy. 


* Cellaritis, ”’ according to 


The Daily News, is aterm ap- 
plied by doctors to a form of 
debility due to living in a house 
where there is an improperly 
cared-for cellar. Damp cellars, 
of course, are unhealthy; but 
some people get that tired 
feeling much sooner where 
the cellar contains insufficient 
moisture. 





Ex-President Tarr, during 
| his visit to England, intends to 
| study the procedure in our Law 
| Courts with a view to legal 
| improvements in America. We 
| trust that steps being 
| taken to copyrig! t Mr. Justice 
DARLING, 


are 


The manager of a “London 
"|hotel laundry recently adver- 
|tised for a lady with a Uni 


versity degree for telephone 
duties. It takes a wrangler to 


get the right number, 


writes 
alternative 
to Mr. Lioyp 
NORTHCLIFFE doesn’t 


Lord RorHEerMERE 
that he can see no 
Prime Ministe 

Lord 











Yes, but don’t get caught doing it. 


* Ruler Wants Sit; fall time or temporary Da 


He might try Ireland, wh 
time job, 


ly il Paper 


ich is & full- 


“There is a plague of caterpillars on ¢ ik 
| trees, especially im surrey The Forestry 

ommission have the matter in hand, They 
jare eating the leave I the trees are ip 
| some cases almost bare.”- Morning Paper. 


| SO 
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| This scores off the caterpillars badly. 
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es slippers onsessed me I Was shaving i in the bath-room 
THE PRIVATE PRIVATE” SECRETARY. pres | ‘a came conscious of something dimly mysterious 
Being a reply to an applicant for the post (not vacan That was the Djinn protesting. At breakfast I asked my 
“The ‘ private private’s’ job calls for a woman's fines it | wife if we =. Ae curry for lunch. a 
alls for an understanding of the man who is employing her, an| She said, “ No, Why 2?” J said I didn’t know, I just | ? 
| intimate understanding of his weaknesses as well a his virtue | wondered. | 
ane 4 | Next morning at shaving-time the curry complex a 
Mapa, your favour of the 10th to hand. aroused again. At breakfast my wife said she’d been into | 
I note the subjects you 're expert on ; my dressing-room and was there a dead mouse unde: the | 
You have a woman’s tact, I understand, | boards ? 
And the degree of B.A. (Girton) | Isaid,«No. Why?” She said she didn’t know, she just | 
Also by your account you have, I see, lL avondered. } 
A sense of humour, swift and airy, | This sort of thing went on for a day or two until we be. | 
In fact I gather you were born to be ' wan to be a bit afraid of things, but didn’t like to mention it. | 
My private private secretary. Several nights I Couéd myself to sleep, saying every | 
Alas! 1 cannot do as certain men minute and every second that the curry complex was g¢ tting | 
Who, lacking (like myself) for leisure less and less in every respect. But it wasn’t. It used t 
Contrive to share their labours of the pen bob up aromatic as ever next morning. 
With such as you—an obvious treasure I don’t mind admitting that it got on my nerves. [ used 
Because for other eves, howe’er discreet, | to go sniffing round the flat when my wife was out to see if | 
Some of the letters which arrive at l could trace it. Once I caught her doi cy the Same ft ng i> ; ” 
The portals of my bachelor’s retreat 'and we both pretended that she had lost a brooch. i 
Might be a shade too private private. Then the General came to oe ; 
Dealing with stuff that calls tor no rep! The Gr née) al arrived b luff an 1d | nea ly. As he W us ta ng ; 
The proffered eater gr maar sige fem, off his cout he sniffed and said [I was a splendid fellow and P 
: ims eo ° nothing would please him better. j 
Upon your sterling gilts | should rely I said I was glad about that. I hadn't the slightest idea : 
No one, | m sure, could do it better what he was talking about, but you have to say something 
For church bazaars he charity = When my wife arrived he said she was a clever little 
\ civic banquets —7 oo . woman and it was kind of her to remembe Yr. 
\ Band-of-hope parade, one strongly fee She didn’t know what he was talking about either: she 
That one could trust your nice discreti had a would-the-soup-be-burnt complex on her mind at th : 
But there are sentimental missives too, | moment, I think; that’s why she gave the show away. She 
in which your nose might scent a scand: said, ‘* What?” ‘ 
These it would be embarrassing for you j He said sg Curry.” That did it. She broke down. | 
(A spinster, I assume) to handle | He said, “Come, come,” and “ There, there,” and made | ; 
Go then, dear Madam, try sonie heart Ol st other sounds appropriate to the occasion, And we | pre 
Or soft as mine but more unwary tended to forget the haunting odour. 
| think it wiser to remain my own But after dinner, when we were going up to the drawing ; 
Own private private secretary. O. 5. | room, he suddenly sprang smartly to attention and suiffed. | 4 
| Then he turned on me and spoke quite hotly. He seemed 
ito forget that I’d been demobilized three years a; He | 
UNDER CAPRICORN. | said why did I tell him it was curry? He said it was nothing | 
Ir began months ago, when I had the letter fr the | ofthe kind, He said he hadn’t lived in the Hast for forty 
pe oph in \le x. ? | years without knowing that aroma. k 
Alex.,” by the w ay, 1s a sort ol pet hame le Alexand: Then he glowered at me and said did | kee p gi { | : | 
If you've been there, or want people to think vou have, you} I said“ No,” there was a clause in the lease aga t, but | ; 
always say “ Alex.’ he didn’t believe me He said that’s what it was, and not 
Now the trouble with the people was their kind hearts and | eurry. 
their long memories. Years and years ago I'd said a wish,| Then be burst into my dressing-room to look { ts. | 
like the humble hind in the fairy stories. L’d said my \ Hefound some. Not goats exactly, but bits of the He 
about slippers. Id said Id love to have: palr Of those red | found my slippers. ‘ 
pointed slippers that Arabian Knights wore. He seemed to take it personally. He said vac J 
When the people in Alex, were arranging to sail home to doing with them? He said hadn't I enough sense to know | 
South Ken. they remembered my wish, and in due course | uneured goat-skin when I smelt it? He said only trippers | 
they and the slippers arrived, owned such things and any fool might know it , 
Well, I was delighted to see them, parle larly he Phat ought to have laid the oh iost, but it hasnt elped 
| they took me out to dinner and told me Pyramid st« and | me much, because, you see, I don’t know how to get rid of | 
j all about asps and things, and I was cheered as a child when | the aromatic things. It’s most awkward. We were going 
they presented e sli ppers. I never suspected any trouble. | to bury them, but I was afraid the cats would have them 
Now you cant ike | om me that there is somethi: * 1) up. L daren't burn them because when thev g« yarm 
those stori¢ s about the Mystery of the East. Th pper s | they get more active than ever. It’s like being derer 
hat it. Phey were Djinn-ridden. I didn’t realise and having the result on your hands. And | don't know f 
some time, because, you see, I | Ad aC kdish idea that gf tad be any deserving goatherd who wants a present. 
Pee Ware MSRDS tO he wore. Tr at ‘s where | madeamistake.| Besides, even if I could get rid of them, there ave those 
These sli ppet > weren't, They were a eant to be treated | people from Alex. Any day they may be coming back to . 
with distant reverence lt you wore hem the Djinn got | South Ken. and will be sure to ask about them. | 
loose and began to protest in hia gubtle- East erm Way. | At the moment they're in the box-room keeping the 
It happened like this. About the seventh dav aft the; moth out ol my old uniform. ; ; 
Se oi. reer eee a ——~ — o—_ SL —_ o Sa _ ——— Ee se 
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Waiter, “Parpon ME, SIR, BUT THIS BILL—ER—DOESN’T INCLUDE THE WAITER,” 
| Provincial Party. “WeELL, I DIDN’T EAT ANY WAITER, DID I?” 
The P. T. (qarrulous with fear). How She. I know what to do. 
“A HIVE FOR THE HONEY-BEE.” > om Segre aa! i “a oe cee 
can you tell? They're funny things, The P. T. What? 
THe scene is a garden in early June. | bees. [readinapaperthe otherday that She. I’m going to fetch the Vicar. 
It has the usual things in it that one! some bees swarmed in a church-clock The P. T. Why on earth the Vi 
g 3 

1 is i i sarae J », | hey are ] “ou j ‘ve ch \ he re nell 

finds in 4 garden in une, but ; ey are How doth the little busv bee You don't even know if they re Ang 

all feeling the drought. The Profound | ia i Noa ee can bees. Congregationalist, ] ild 

ang ee ; ae a nprove the shining hour t 

[hinker is discovered talking to his wife, 5 


ve think, 

By getting mixed up with the works ae - : 

‘Inside the old clock-tower ? She. The Viear keeps bees. 4 

51ae eo HOCK - Le er { vere pay » - 4 
rae ©. 2. Oh, yes. But look here 

»} these bees are my bees, aren t \ | 

noise is heard, rather like a kettle about | forth meat.’ We haven't got a dead|I mean they’re not like pin ts or 


who examines mournfully a wilted rose. 
They are both dressed for tennis. Quite | 
suddenly a loud sizzling and humming | Or dead lions. ‘“ Out of the eater came 























| to boil and rather like a distant aero- llion in the garden, have we? tennis-balls. Why should the Viea 
| plane. In a moment the sky is half | She. No. have all my good bees? He has lots 
blotted out by circling and swooping} The P. T. Well, I believe I ought to| of lovely things in his garden already. | 
| things. |ring the breakfast-gong or something. | Tithes, mint, aniseed, cummin | 
| The Profound Thinker (in undisgquised | The Chinese do. Or is that eclipses ? She. Good-bye. | 
terror). Whatever is happening ? | I shall go and fetch The Encyclopedia The P. T. (still feeling sti | 
| She. It’s bees. | Britannica. Or a Virgil might do. clerical). Wilkinson! 
| The P. T.(moving towards the French- She. It’s allright. They ’re going to Wilkinson (from over the wall, where 
| window). We may be brave, but we|swarm in the yew-hedge, | heishammering something). Yes. What 
| must not be foolhardy. There seem to] The P. 7. So they are. How jolly! | is it ? , - 
| be millions of them. Completely out | (The bees swarm.) I say, Idolike that.}| The P. T. I say, you've got an old 
| of hand | What perfect unanimity! They look | bee-hive, haven't you ? | 
She. It’s all right. They're going|like a bunch of raisins. A vote of con-| W. I have. | 
to swarm. fidence will now be passed inthe young} The P. T. Well, I happen to have a 
The P. T. Yes; but where? I sort| Prime Ministress. Shrewd, smiling | lot of jolly good bees if you ‘d like some. 
of knew if I put this beastly hairwash | and vivacious, she cast her usual spell | W. Rather, I’m a bit b isy now, a 
| on ontheassembly. Look at these stand- though. Do you mind bringing them 
| She. They'll swarm in that apple-| off halves waiting to have the honey | round ? 4 : 
tree probably. passed out. | The P.T. Well, I’m rather bi sy LOO. «+ , 


SS 











June 14, 1922.) pu NC 1 
Thinking of rhymes for “ weer | 
thought if you could get a professional 
in the village, somebody who's been 
brought up amongst bees, man and 
|boy you know anywhen these fifty 
years 

All right, I will. I’ll get old 
| Marley at once, He'll have to | 

| bellows and a skep. 
| The P. T. (shouting). The blacksmith 

has a bellows. 
| W. (also shouting), Shut be 
The qate latch clicks Ente 

elderly man wearing golfing 
clot the 5, loo ming very warm w 
leading a bicy 
| The Elderiy Man. See sorry te 
| trouble you, but 1 beheve my bees have 
| swarmed in your garden, 

The P. T. (with hauteur and 
prise). Yourbees? A party of beautifu 
| wild bees has swarmed in my garden 
| Sir. They ’re on the hedge ther 
| That thing to the left of the chaftine| 
|nest. I was just going to pt ut a bott 
| down to catch the hone ‘y-flow while J 
| borrowed ahive. ‘‘Ninebean rows 

The E, M, (mopping his rer 
| Well, that’s a relief. L’ve been c¢!| 
ing them for over an hour, 
| The P. 7’. (to a laburnum). Cl 
bees! Tireless old sleuth! Ona bicy 
too. Ishould havethoughtthe police . 
I see now why Sherlock Holmes b 
came a bee-farmer. ‘ The lithe-lim! 
bee-keeper was not to be baulked o! 
| legitimate prey.” (Turning tothe B. M 
|I suppose you're quite sure they a 
your bees, aren’t you, Sir? Brow 
| with gold markings. Blunt at the pr« 
and pointed at the helm. I remem! 
noticing a bee very much like one 
these at Thumpingly last Thursday 
On a lupin it was. ; 

The BE. M. (a little stifily ). The bee 
aremy bees. I am Mr. Roberts of The 
| Croft. 
| The P.T. Well, if you wouldn’t mit 
|getting your bees to go quietly, M 
| Roberts, then. They cam@ into my 
| garden in a very excitable condition 
j unmarked, unnumbered, without 
| slightest trace of dise ipline 

The E. M. (even more stiffly). I shall 
be back again in about half-an-ho 


il. 





I must go home and get a ske p an 
blower. 
[Exit. Two minutes later the 
clicks again. 

She (triumphantly). The Vica IS 
coming to take the swarm in about 
twenty minutes, 

The P. T. It is not possible, I sup 
pose, that he i is going to bring a skep 
and a bellows with him ? 

She. Hallo! I didn’t know you knew 
anything about bees. 

Lhe P. 7’. We live and learn. As a! 
matter of fact there has been rather 
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| 
| “A HIVE FOR THE HONEY-BEE.” | 
Tue scene is a garden in early June. | 
It has the usual things in it that one 
finds in a garden in June, but they are 
all feeling the drought. The Profound | 
Thinker is discovered talking to his wife, 
who examines mournfully a wilted rose. 
| They are both dressed for tennis. Quite 
suddenly a loud sizzling and humming | 
noise is heard, rather like a kettle about | 
| to boil and rather like a distant aero- | 
plane. In a moment the sky is half | 
| blotted out by circling and swooping | 
things. 
The Profound Thinker (in undisquised | 
terror). Whatever is happening ? 


| 
| 


The P. T. (moving towards the French- | 
window). We may be brave, but we 


be millions of them. 
of hand 

She. It’s all right. 
to swarm, 

The P. T. Yes; but where? I sort 
of knew if I put this beastly hairwash 
on 


Completely out 


They're going 


PUNCH, OR THE 


Waiter. “PaRDON ME, Sir, 
Provincial Part 





She. It’s bees. | 


must not be foolhardy. There seem to| 





| She. They'll swarm in that apple- 
| tree probably, 











UT THIS BILL 


L ER 
j. “Wert, I pipn’r EAT ANY WAITER, DID 1?” 


ean you tell? They're funny things, 
bees. [readin apaperthe otherday that 
some bees swarmed in a church-clock 
How doth the little busy bee 
Improve the shining hour 
By 
I 
Or dead lions. 
forth meat.’ We haven't got a dead 
lion in the garden, have we? 
She. No. 
The P. T. 
ring the breakfast-gong or something. 
The Chinese do. Or is that eclipses? 
I shall go and fetch The Encyclopedia 
Britannica. Ora Virgil might do. 


side the old clock-tower ? 


She. It’s allright. They ’re going to 


swarm in the yew-hedge. 

The P. T. So they are. How jolly 
(The bees swarm.) I say, Idolike that. 
What perfect unanimity ! 
like a bunch of raisins. A vote of con- 
fidence will now be passed in the young 
Prime Ministress. 


' 


Shrewd, smiling 
and vivacious, she cast her usual spell 
ontheassembly. Look at these stand- 
off halves waiting to have the honey 


passed out, 
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getting mixed up with the works 
n 


“Out of the eater came 


Well, I believe I ought to 











She. I know what to do. 
The P. T. What? 

She. I’m going to fetch the \ 
The P. T. Why on earth t 


You don’t even know if they 

can bees. 

think. 
She. The Vicar keeps bees. 
The P.T. Oh, yes. But lool 


these bees are my bees, are! 


Congregationalist, | 


| 1 mean they ’re not like phe 
| tennis-balls. 


Why should 
have all my good bees? H: 
of lovely things in his garden 
Tithes, mint, aniseed, cummin 
She. Good-bye. 
ine F.T. (still feeling sti 
clerical). Wilkinson! 





Lyis it: 


They look | bee-hive, haven't you ? 


Wilkinson (from ovei the 


| hers hammering something). Yes. 


) 


The P. T. I say, you've g 


W. I have. 

The P, T. Well, I happe: 
lot of jolly good bees if you ‘ 

W. Rather. I’m a bit 
though. Do you mind bring 
round ? 


ilk¢ 


busy 








The P.T. Well, I’mrather b 
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June 14, ania PUN NC Hi 


Thinking of rhymes for “ honey.’ 4 
thought if you could get a professional 
lin the village, somebody who’s been 
| brought up amongst bees, man and 
|boy you know anywhen these fifty 
yes 7 
Es All right, I will. I'll get old 
pari y at once, He'll have to bring a 
| bellows and a skep. 
| The P. T. (shouting). The blacksmith 
| has a bellows. 
W. (also shouting), Shut up! 
The gate latch clicks. Enter an 
elderly man wearing gi fing 


Y 


clothes, looking very warm and 
leading a bicycle. 
The Elderly Man. Very sorry to 
| trouble you, but 1 believe my bees have 
swarmed in your garden. 

The P. T. (with hauteur and sur 
| prise). Your bees? A party of beautiful 
| wild bees has swarmed in my & uden 
| Sir They're on the hed there 
That thing to the left of the ¢ hs uffine) 
| nest. I was just going to put a hot 
| down to catch the honey-flow while | 
oly sean ‘‘Nine bean rows” 

The E. M. (mopping his forehea 
| Well, that’s a relief. I’ve been cha 

‘ing them for over an hour, 

The P. T. (to a laburnum). Chasin, 
bees ! Tireless old sleuth ! Ona bicy 
too. Ishould havethoughtthe polic 
I see now why Sherlock Holmes be 
came a bee-farmer. ‘ The lithe-limb 

| bee-keeper was not to be baulked of 

| legitimate prey.” (Turning tothe B.A 
| suppose you're quite sure they are 
your bees, aren't you, Sir? Brow 
| with gold markings. Blunt at the prow 
and pointed at the helm. I rememb 
noticing a bee very much like one 
these at Thumpingly last Thursday 

On a lupin it was. 

The EF. M. (a little stiffl 1). The bees 
aremy bees. 1am Mr. Roberts of The 
| Croft. 

The P. 7’. Well, if you wouldn’t mind 
| getting your bees to go quietly ,M 
| Roberts, then, They came into my 
garden in a very exc itable condition 
‘unmarked, unnumbered, without + 
slightest trace of dise _ 

The E. M. (even mi e stiffly). I shal 
be back again in esl half-an-hour, 
I must go home and get a skep and a 
blower. 

[Exit. Two minutes later the aate 
Clicks ae gain, 

She (triun ph antly). The Vicar is 
coming to take the swarm in about 
twenty minutes, 

The P. T. It is not possible, I sup- | 
pose, that he is going to bring a skep 
and a bellows with him ? 

She. Hallo! I didn’t know you knew | a 
anything about bees. 

Lhe P. T. We live and learn. As a | 
Matter of ana there has neon rather 


a 
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NEW LICHT ON THE HONOURS LIST. 


(By a Stude nt of Nomenclature.) 

Tue Birthday Honours List has been 
i subj ject ed toa good deal of discourteous 
and even acrimonious criticism. This 
attitude is not merely to be deplored as 
swelling the volume of discontent. It 
is also to bereprobated for its unfairness, 
since the List, if impartially studied, re- 
veals the application of a new, wise and 
fruitful principle in the selection of the 
“decorands.” We are weary of the re- 
cital of “public services’’ as the ground 
for promotion or decoration. It is high 
time that this method should be aban- 


| doned for the more philosophical and 


| achievement. 


‘ 


} 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| judicious plan of bestowing rec ognition 
on potential merit rather than actual 
The evidences of a new 
| departure, though not observable in 
every instance, are none the less un- 
mistakable. And the principle at the 
| back of the change is be found in 
the old Latin saying, ‘‘ Nomen omen.” 
Just as you cannot make a silk purse 
out of ¢ you ought not to 
regard the possession of a fat purse as 


1 sow’s ear 


| the reason for making anew peer. The 


| argued that plain Tumurty or 


| of the ironies of fate that 


bearer of a strange, arresting or un- 
familiar name is really a much fitter 

cipient of public acknowledgment. 
And here I may observe that it is one 
America, so 
rich in strange surnames is debarred 
by her Republican constitution from 
bestowing titles on their bearers—such 
for example as Josep TumMuLty or 
Lorenzo DE Mepici Swett. It may be 
honest 
Swett cannot beimproved upon. That 
may be so, but I cannot help feeling 


| that with the added force of an honorific 


i 


prefix they might have gone even 


| further on the path of glory. 


In England we are less generously 
provided with arresting names, but 
happily they are not wanting, as I can 


| attest from the study of Professor 
WEEKLEY’s works and The London 


Directory.* Let it suffice to mention 
Bucktrout, Buggins, Bugsgang, Ear- 
waker, Gaukrodger, Hoggins, Pipkin, 
Pook, Stunt and Whalebelly Indeed 
it may be argued that in some cases it 
is only fair to indemnify the bearers of 


| uncomely names, for which they were 


| CLOUDESLEY SHOVELL, 


consolatory 


| 
a 


not responsible, by conferring on them 
handles or suffixes 
on the whole I am inclined to believe 
that, as in the classic example of Sir 
such names act 
as an incentive to heroic effort rather 
than as an incubus 

In any case it is most gratifying to 
note that in the present list quite a 
substantial number of those selected 
for honour are conspicuous for .the 
originality of their names. Indeed my 
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the oddity of the name and the 


of distinction conferred has not been 


property or Girest ly et For while 
Mr. Escu only get V.O. and Mr. 
COCKERLINE a a knight! hi - Sir WILLIAM 


vat Refrigerator, is ele- 

Still the baron 
JOHN FREDERICK 
every 
that 


VESTEY, the og) 
vated to the peerage. 
etcy conferred on Mr 
DrUGHORN 
thing. 


amends foi 


makes 


The slu long cast on 


Feeble and inadequate though it may 

i 
be, I cannot 
remarks with a brief pan in honour of 


refrain from clo 


those whose names have lent a special 
lustre to the Honours List :— 





Frequent the roofs of 


And orphan many a suckling mouse 


Twixt Craven Street and Scotland 
House 
Oh, not 10 proess whose inner cat 


Ne’er felt 


a a ek 


inassuagéd pang, 
To face, ete 
The feline world of Sturm 
Or tread the lean marauder’s tracks 
Plebeian cats with mangy skins 
Must get their mea 
I).q., explore the “eh bins 
That dustmen come and take away, 








But | 


Or batten on the scraps that fall 
Beneath the odorous coffee-stall. 


Theirs haply to secure a meal 
From milk-cans left on area-sts ae 

Through open kitchen-windows ste 

And bolt a h vddock unawares, 


Or leave, as may be, void ot loot, 


Searched by the knife-boy’s nimble 

boot ; 

Oh, not for thee such devious shifts: 
Aloof, superior, free from care, 

Chou tak’st the best of Fortune’s gifts 
The plain but ample bill of fare 

| (See Regulations, passim) that’s 

| Allotted to “ effective’ 


’ eats. 


THE LONDON CH ARIVARL [June 14, 


only complaint is that tl 1e ratio between 
srade 


Order by generations of novelists, who 
pe rsisted in associating baronets with 
devious courses, is now happily re- 
moved. SzLUuMPER is fine, but, as for 
DRUGHORN, we can only say with 
3YRON :— 
‘Phebus! What a name 
To fill the speaking trump of future fame ! 


sing these 


{desie, O fideles, O adeste 
And hymn the prais {Sir Win.iAm Vestry 
Ye football-players, foremost the S 

line 
Extol the might WALTER HEL KEI 

LIN 
Ye minstrels, hail eupl L fre 
In song great Hanry MALLAI DEELF’ 
And dauntless t yur a ) the lugh 1 
To blow a fanfare for es on i 

TO A WAR-OFFICE CAT. 

(Ahi t to be demobilised.) 
Tans—for I doubt not that’s the name 
That lifts thee clear of lesser eats 

Who, furtive and with eyes aflame, 


f Whitehall flats 


und Drang 


Among the whispering chimney-stacks. 


tas best the ymay; 


Such h ave no net al to po 0’ nik 
Who daily welcome at the doo; 
Their ration of delicious light 
Brought by the Ay my a 
\t six ac-emma to the tick, 
Impaled upon 2a pointed SLICK, 


And, _— in sleeping Whitehall C 
Thy vibrant basso takes the 1 
‘Tis Aegy ps perhaps, x idle sport 
Or that Imperio us urge to fight 
Which Gene rals, p vale above the 


Know (after luneh) ‘twixt nap al d 


But not the chase. Thee mil 
mies 
Of well-moused coverts prep 
Jungles of departmental fil 
Reports whose number none 
guess, 
Where thou and others ] could 4 


Pursue the sma 


ll official came. 


Yet who can match thy Sp 


Or who such battle claws un 
What jouster not upon the strengt 
Waves such a tail or bare 5 ( 
te th, 
| Or on the stricken foeman falls 


With 





such congealing caterwa 


} 
| 
| None like thee, none! But, « 
Tabs, 
What news is this that ¢ 
round, 


How that the tax-eolleetor oral 
Five shillings from my every pou 

That bureaucrats, a pampered 

May keep the State’s upholstery v 


i} And not alone the human bre 
Three senior cats, the Powers 
\re surplus to the nation’s nee 
And thou art numbered w 
three. 
But why enlarge the tale of w 


|The Axe has fallen. Thou must 


And shall a cat whose Sie 3] een 
Field-Marshals have enjoyed to } 
Whose firm but not unkindly mi 
Was p®rised by office-boys, a 
That Colonels cultivated, pals 
With several Major-generals— 





| Shall such a cat, 1 ask, retire 
To languish, nameless and ig 

Beside some sparse plebeian tire, 
Or, sold by the Disposals b 

Repel the horrid race of mice 

| From bales of tea and bags of 1 





| Nay, come with me, an honoured 
| And thou shalt have the best 
lake, as seems good, thy well-ean 
rest 
Or teach the cats in Grosvyenoi 

Square, 

With gleaming fangs and dreadful 
miaouw, 

| Who really won the War, and how. 


\LGOL. 












































JunE 14, 1922.) 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


THE CHARM OF VILLAGE CRICKET. 
THe CHARM OF VILLAGE CRICKET LIES TO A GREAT \ 


‘REAT EXTENT IN THE STRESS Il 
ONE KNOWS THAT, OTHER THID 





PLACES ON THE INDIVI 


=~ 
7 


fo 





FIELDER IN A CLOTH CAP A> I 
ONE CAN RUN A SINGLE O> 





THOSE FANCY SWEATERS ONE 
STAYS WHERE ONE Is. 





| 
‘ 
\ 
i\ 
& 
SO DOES A CLUB Wu t<EAS A GEN ’S FAN y ONE TAKES NO RISKS, OF 
JIE BOW MEANS TWO COURSE, WITH A HANDKER 


CHIEF ROUND THE NECK— 





STRETCHING IT TO THRE! AND FOUR FOR A BLACK WHILE F¢ 
FOR A STRAW HAT-— 


Mm CUFFS BUTTONED 
WAISTCOAT AT THE WRIST— 





WITH SMALL BOYS IN SHORTS 
ONE NATURALLY TAKES NO 
CHANCES WHATEVER— 


iS BEING EQUAL, IF ONE HITS THE BALL DIRECTLY 1 


+ BRACES BUT IF HE'S GOT ON ONE OF S1 


DUAL FACTOR. FOR INSTANCE, 
TOWARDS A— 





> 


MILARLY, A BELT WITH A SNAKI 
IN {tT MEANS A SINGLI 





BUT ON GETS IN TWO 


FOR ROUSERS TUCKED 





RUNS Fr our, 





AS EVERYONE KNOWS THEY ARE APT TO BECOME 80 CONFOUNDE! 


Sree ae—ae peat nes 


preatenes tat Anat Steyr atte ae See ee 
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Peete sates 


saab arpanciccagananatie emanate 


ite cee ae 
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4 suppeacanenspiationeteeiacaccous aeaeeneenane wre a 

4 ‘You wished to see Mr. Sparkes, Sir,” 

THE COMPENSATION ELEMENT. said the Adjutant. ‘“ You remember 
i Captain Nuttlebury and Lieutenant} he was absent from early parade this | 
; Sparkes of the 1/Rutland Fusiliers, hav- j mor ning.” 
ing both decided to send in their papers | How was this, Mr. Sparkes?” asked 


and seek jobs in civil life, 
cussing ways and means i 
of an Army Order just published deal- 
ing with the reductions under the | 
GEDDES recommendations. 
“You see,” said Nutt! 
just in the nick of time. ‘These com- | 
pensation allowances make a nice little | 
addition to one’s retired pay.’ 
‘* Hold on a bit,” said Sparkes 
applies only 


were 
1 the light 


ais- 


i the C.O. 
uite a good excuse, Sir,” 
said Spar! kes, * but hardly 
believe it, so I won’t offer it.” 

ee g vid the C.O, “What | 
was the reason ?”’ | 

Fig Well, ‘) 

“QOh, your watch,” said the 
irritably. ‘Come, you're not asc 
boy Y ow. | 





you woul l 


ebury, “it comes 


Thi 
to oflicers 


compuls: 











IVA RI. 


[Ju 


,” he said. 
ljutant smiled. 


ineflicient 
The 
se] 
"he said 


su did, 


val if 
vicelly 


grant.” 
The what?” said the C.O, 
‘The Compensation Element,’ 
the Adjutant 
When Sparkes appeared he 
ng olf, 


and as he was it 
the room the C.QO. stopped hit 
_ “And Mr. Spa 


good tell 


He made several atte mpts 


ili 


|name as one of the officers conside) 


rather think you would be d 
ihima sel 


see he means to send in his papers 
jany case, and if he is reported 
cient he will get the decapitat 


ineft 


rily retired,” said, ‘don’t overdo it 
i “Hang it all,” said Nut- | l’m hanged if I don 
tlebury,‘‘ you're right; and you by court-martial 
now 1 come to think of it That evening Nutt 
I know the C.O. has had a bury and Sparkes 
if letter from the War Hous« pared notes. 
; telling him to submit the “This is tricky w 
i names of any officers con said Sparke s. “Het 
sidered inefticient.” ened to try me by « 
The question evidently martial. I think I 
re quired deeper thought chuck it.” 
! and for an hour the two| “My luck’s de 
held earnest consultation. = | too,” said Nuttlebu ) 
| Nextmorning both Nut- | ld me he had no f 
tlebury and Sparkes at- | find, and this afte 
tended at Orderly Room, | I’m blessed if my 
the former at his own re pany didn’t go a: 
quest, the latter at the re is shooting cup. It 
quest of the C.O., Lieu L’iltakethe month 
tenant - Colonel Trickett, | le offered me and 1 
C.M.G., D.S.O. efficient.”’ 
Well, Nuttlebury, what | A Meanwhile the Ad 
j is it?’ asked the C.O. had explained the eft 
‘I am afraid, Sir,” said the Army Order to the 
j Nuttlebury, “Tam notthe ‘¢Monstrous!” s 
man I used to be. I find a | latter. “I call it put 
srowing disinclination to : premium on inefti 
qt exert myself, and the effi- | _ ’ \s you know, I had 
ciency of my Company - oe self intended to ret 
suffers in consequence. In 4 month, and I im 
fact I feel I am no longe 4 that I should drop i: 
. credit to the regiment. CURIOSITIES OF LITERATURE.” any little extra emolu 
‘My dear Nuttlebury, —_——— that happens to be gor 
said the C.O., “1"1 “T’m afraid 
| you are suffering aeder a a delusion, | ‘| knew you wouldn't believe it, Sir,” | said the Adjutant. 
have no fault to find.” | said Sparkes. | Well, give me the letter,” 
| : ‘Well, Sir,” said Nuttlebury, “ you} ‘“ How has he been doing his work ? }C.O. “I'll answer it; and I shar 
| { may remember when you inspected my asked the C.O., turning to the Adju- | port anyone as inefficient. I don 
| Company’s kits you remarked that the tant. |} that sort of officer in my Battal 
id towels were all folded different sizes ?”’ ‘Very well, Sir.” 
th “My dear fellow, a mere trifle,’| “I think it only right, Sir,” cor- | 
i laughed the C.O. | ected Sparkes, “ to remind you of that 
i “ Worse than that,” went on Nuttle- | incident of my Orderly Officer's Report 


was more serious. The C.O. consulted 
the Adjutant. 


‘“T’ve a good mind 


of his effort, Nuttle bury left the Orderly 


| 
| 
heavily in the scale against the failure | 
| Room and Sparkes was ushered in. | to send his 


| 

) bury; ‘as you quite rightly observed, | last week. You will remember that I 

i several of the tooth-brushes had actually | visited the cook-house only four times 

| | been used,” | instead of t five ; 

tp | ‘1 tell you what it is,” said the C.O.; Z * Be more careful in future,” said | 

te “you want a bit of leave. Your nerves | the C.O | 
| are wrong. Take a month.’ But next day Sparkes was on the 

| With visions of cricket weighing | mat again. This time his delinquency 


at 
sa 1 


{them all up. Then he 
ithought. At last he said: ‘Of « 
Major Pooter is not a great suc 
Second-in-Command, but 1 belie 
looking forward to stepping int 
shoes if I retire before my time 
I suppose he might run the s 
fright?” 
| Qh, 
jutant. 
| “IJ shall sleep on it before I 
| said the C.O. 


yes, he might,” 


said the 


ec 


Next morning the C.O. entere 


pie ep 


aay 
Sn ewer ad 








ol 
| ra 











j 
; 
| 
; 
} 
/ Lady (who has bought a setiv f é 
NOT A SINGLE PULLET AMONG THEM.” 
Bridget (making the best of it). “Fat 


Orderly Room with the air of a man 
| who has made up his mind. 

“Send for Major Pooter,”’ he said. 

“ Pooter,”’ the C.O. when 
Sec: nd-in-Command appeared, “ I 
lieve you’ veseen this War Oftice letter 

“ Yes, Sir,” said Pooter uneasily 

“T’ve decided to forward one name 
only,’ said the C.O. ‘I feel it may be 
rather a shock to you. Read that. 

Major Pooter took the letter in a 
trembling hand. Was this the realisa 
tion of 


said the 
: 
he- 


his fears ? 


It was not. This is what he read 


Z I the Office) Comm inding 1 Rutland 
Z Fusiliers, 
: To the Secretary, War Office. 


SIR,— 
qQuirir to submit the 
any Officers in the Battalion under my 


¢y ne names ol 


view 





| tired, ] have the honour to submit the 
: | name of the following Officer :— 
f | Lt.Colonel L. C. Trickett, 
x C.M.G., D.S.O. 
si I have the honour to be, Sir, 


Your obedient Servant, 


L. C. Trickett, Lt.-Col. 


In reply to your X2367, re- 


ITT 


Commanding 1/Rutland Fusiliers. | 





| command considered inefticient, with a | 
to their being compulsorily re- | 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 


CRIMES | HAVE NEVER 


WHEN | survey 1n ret 


{[ANLY LI I FI 


i 


COMMITTED. 
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“ x | . 
Look, | »sKIDGET, 


LLOWS, 


ISN'T IT T90 


” 


have 


J 


not falsified 


my dee 


Of income, and, although 


. } 
is iean, 


I have not yet suc 








rospect the stages | tation 
Ol a} nsignificant career, | Of “harbouring cust 
I search in va r any purple pages | arine.” 
Suffused by a erolc atmosphere | 
For, though I’ve weathered life’s tem- | From an advertisemet 
pestuous billows, errs 
And thoug I’m f rly lree Epa FER. F } ) 
carking care Mav we all get off as easily 
he memory ol petty peceadilloes ? as " “e 


My Innel eq anin 


\ tem 
Wa 


l can’ 


3 


t 


u 


Iby impalrs. 


in * Divinners 
} 


second-class 


ary LLuLie© 
} 


balanced by a 


1 
backir 4 

= ' 
L\dicabie fla 


t! at I proposed to Mabel 


aeny 


When only just accepted by Elaine 


But in view o 
To reprobate the act 


I’m ni 


Say 


f +} 





¢ it escape J am u 
as inhumane 


t{ a saint; my temper s rathe 


Lay I soothly 


«“ We shall now be ible 
for your study, my 


It 
rable | 


“Three young Kid 


tnted Birming 


sounds rathe 


From an 


lin the Larder 


|\Smith Minor, who has 


“Cream should 


omes to the hous: 


ar 


+} 


‘ 


r 


article 


»head-mast 


I’ve neve 


Or given my friends or family away ; 


1 published a malicious diary | interview W1 


the latter sugges! 


i¢ 


mn 


ik 


tHo 








Speen gases 























i ARN RETR 


alae Dearne ene A? aN rei cn ia ene RR 
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FRANCOIS. 
> 
is not entirely denuded 
mance. To this day you can buy an} 
Italian lizard in Shaftesbury Avenu 
. you can res im from Shaftes- 
Avenue and give him the freedom 


| an 
scene that 
LIFE 
heard somew 
excited, 
as a protest, 
that Anton 


cite h 





of your garden to run about in the sun | and make it probably on the stout lady sj a the best, anyone might see hin 
and eat your insects in the Italian|(b) 1 remembered vividly the leading}any moment and raise the 
manner. Surely a good thing todo. {case of Rylands y. Fletcher, which de- | Worse, at any moment he mig 
But when I rescued Antonio I also | cided (as, of course, you know) that, if] a wild leap and land upon some 
rescued Francois, who was one of|a man keeps a wild beast ora reservoir|lady. If that happened I kne 
those jolly little French tree-frogs.| or a bad smell on his property, and it | the great case of The Stout Lady y 


I eall them French because | 





THE 


emergency. 


of ro- | pied most of min 


LONDON CHARIVARI. 


Duris 


e th: 





is c ipable of 


it 


discs wd 


and I had a eal 


Ll 


fi cxaeg) two thoughts occu- 


io would make this 


have escapes on to his neighbo 


s 4, 


2 y began edging towards the ma 

| hoping for a_ el to 

| Francois in some more secret m 
At Earl's Court I \ 
Imagine, ll you ¢ my sensut 

during period, Fray 


| looked cool and collected enoug 


ng the ieipauiba 
nce ree 
) I seemed to have 
a pane, if was still ed 


s his ti uil 


is feal 


ove r- | 
an, 


t} 
ul 


iat terrible 
gesture, 


ur’s through | wor ild be called. I shou 


nevel 


been to France and I saw ope there. | no fault of his own, heis respol nsible for | lynched. 
But any friend of mine who has}the corenyorares s. And I kept wonder- At Earl's Court the maiden 
been to Italy looks at them and says, | ing whether 7? ds vy. Fletcher would | swept out of = train and b 
“Oh, yes, they have those in Italy;" | cover a lizard on the Tube. |the moving stair-case. I followed. We 
and any friend who has been to Spain | I had no doubt that the stout lady | just caught a Sulaes train. | 
| says, “Oh, yes, the Span ish frog.”| would bring an action, for shock or} want to go to Putney. I ney D 
Anyh yw ,they have the true Continental | what-not. Icouldtell that by herscream.|to go to Putney. But I folloy 
vivacity and are most a not! Let us not dwell on these moments.| I began edging again. 
like your oily lumbering English frog, | Enough to say that Antonio was caught | At Putney Bridge she , | 
but tiny and dryish and painted a/|at last, tail intact, and the panic sub- | followed. 1 followed her up 
beautiful vivid green. sided. | What would you have done? Would 
ell, we walked down to Covent! And now imagine me, standing meekly | you have let poor girl g n 
Garden Station, the three of us; at least | in the middle of the crowded compart-|ignorance and have hysteri en 
I walked and the others rode. They ment, clutching the tin like a bomb in} she took off her hat ? Never! bb es, 
rode in a nice tin-can, with holes in the| danger of bursting, and suffering a! I wanted Francois. 
top, and naturally we were all rather | barbarous cross-fire of remarks. She glanced behind her with sus; n | 
elated, for it was no weather for living Perfectly just remarks—I admit it.|as she walked, and once, p og 
in Shaftesbury Avenue, even if you were | Still, they were remarks. The stout} policeman, she seemed about to stop 
accustomed to the hot suns of Italy,|lady’s were the worst. She said that|I prepared to be arrested. } 
or France, or Spain. But when I sat; Antonio was poisonous. And she sai y Butshewenton. I was close behind | 
— in the train naturally | just raised / something subtle about * reptiles | her now, steadily plucking up « ae: | 
he lid of the tin the tiniest fraction ; Anyhow, we are both sensitive crea- land at last she turned and face 
not to look at myc ympanions, of course, | tures, and aiter a station or two olf this | oP Why are you following ! sne j 
but merely to let them know that eve ry- | we determined to leave the inhospitable | demanded. 
thing was going well and we shoul In't | train and take another. | Then I said the impossible t om | 
| be long now, and they mustn’t excite And then—it must have been about | beg your pardon, but you've frog 
themselves. Dover Stre: my blood ran cold. of mine in your hat.” 
Just the tiniest fraction, but... I sa Ira 8. | 5 iperb creature! Nota not 
One of these days there will be a He must have escaped during the!a shiver. She simply smil a 
new Underground poster. It willsay—| pursuit of Antonio. curious way and said, “Oh! | ery 
Do Nor Bry Your These frogs have extraordit ary climb | SOrry. Please take it.” 
LIZARDS ing P vers, very Pp ehensile paws, and I raised my hand and, coy! igh, | 
. . oem Rryr a love of being on an eminence, however | took hold of Francois. | 
DURING THE Rusu-Hovrs slight. Beancois had raised himeclito| There were creen leaves li re 
Yes, Antonio did the unpardonable | an eminence He was perched upon a | lilies’ on the hat, and the | thing 
thing. He darted out like green light- maidens hat, quite still, staring at an! looked quite at home. In fact, he clung 
ning and traversed the persons of four advertisement on firmly with his prehensile } as 
different people before any of them had The maiden was not three feet from | if reluctant to be moved. . 5 
time to scream; then pause: 1ona well-| me, though there was a man between He was reluctant Ile not ! 
developed lady who clearly, like myself,| us. I opened my mouth, I moved my | come. 
had been committing the sin of shop-|arm ... . and I did nothing ; Then the maiden began gale : 
ping between five and six. She carried Now what would you have done? |“ Don’t pinch him,” she sa 'S 
a large basket of grapes, and no doubt | Remembering all that had gone before, | only celluloid | 
it was this familiar fruit whi " caused | would you, the risk perhaps of 
Antonio to halt where he did and not | anoth¢ pal of more remarks, of \ntonio and Francois are | Ing 
on the City man next to her. He hi ulted | Rylands vy. Fletcher—would you have | well in the garden. A. P: 8 
on the lady’s shoulder, slipping his little | stretched out yourhand acrossa strange — : 
lack tongue in and out in a perfectly; man’s shoulder and remarked to a| The New Drama. 
friendly way. strangethough pleasant-looking maiden, ‘Her most frivolous ‘ flapper 8 
Unfortunately he did not stay there. |“ Excuse me, that’s my frog”? Would | have overlooked the white and ae i 
With the marvellous instinct of animals | you really ? ness of her dress; in wonderment et : 
he began to dislike the stout lady as * You lie. gang > pnp dap Bes, i 
much as I did, and even sooner; and Or would you have slipped out ol rare teaoe nears eee D & 
ue Garten Om again. the train at Hyde Park Corner andaban-|“ Fancy her wearing her sho ‘| & 
The human mind moves strangely in | doned Francois to his fate? Neve) | above her face, dear!” | a 
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THE TRUE CAUSE OF WORLD-UNREST. |, 


I was recently coerced I need not 


| . ° oa 4 . 
exp! iin how—into subscribing to a jin an expedition to the pre wressive lit- 


Philatelic Club. I did not then realise 
| that my subscription made me a mem 
ber, but I have since been very glad of 
| it, for that modest payment has put me 
} in touch with the real cause of the 
| world-unrest of the present day. 
j name had searcely appeared in 
year-book of the Club when I realised 


the 


that make history, and from that time 
scarcely a day passed but what some 
communication reached me from rest- 
less moulders of nations. 





General Finickin. He was prepared 
to found a new state in the Double 
t of applications for his new issue of 
stamps. He was confident, he said, of 
the suecess of his venture, and no part 
of the issue had therefore been under- 
written. 
fidence to have been misplaced, for a 
terse official note from 
Director of Posts informs me of an issue 
commemorative of the defeat of the 
“insurgent, Finickin.” 


it 
Lid 








the Baulkan| 


ul 


My | « 


HEAT-WAVE BILLIARDS. 


Then I had an invitation, by circular, 
o join a party of gentlemen of Imperial 
interests (references given and required) 
tle African state of Wangal-Wangal, 
whence, it appeared, several stamps of 


a half-pottle value had been received, 
in which through wearing of the type 
word “RevENUE” had 
RevenuF.” In addition to tracing 
the oflice from which these stamps had 


become 


the 


femanated and securing the balance of 


that 1 Was én rapport with the forces | 


the stock, it was hoped to rouse neigh- 
bouring states to an interest in philately. 

I was unable to accept their invita- 
tion, but, two weeks after the depar- 


jture of the stamp-hunters, the Secre- 


Among the first to write to me was | 


iter Wangal-Wangal 


the effect 


tary of the Brig! 


Society circularised me to 


ithat the limited stock of the “‘ REvENvt 


Baulkans as soon as he had filled the | 


Now, however, I find his con- | 


Error” was now on sale in London at 
nineteen times its face value. 
Further developments in the “ Wan- 


| cal-Wangal Problem,’’ as it has come 


to be known, will be awaited with in- 
terest, for, in view of the amount of 
British capital sunk in native post- 
offices by the expedition during its 
fruitless search, it is the general opinion 


ol philatelists that the Government 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CTHLARIVARI, 


| 
| 
| 








‘, “] SAY, THIS BEASTLY CHALK HASN'T BEEN PUT ON THE ICR.” 


render of a limited issue of half-pottle | 


stamps bearing some new error, or the 
establishment of 
Influence. 


a British Sphere of | 


The Stamp-Lovers’ Association is, | 


however, the great force behind all. I 
do not know whether they financed 
such military adventurers as General 
Finickin, but I do know 
the philatelic atrocities of New Europe 
have been perpetrated by their sub- 
sidised “ timbrological artists.” 
body are due the crude presentments of 
iron-muscled forging great 
chains, of iron-souled workers bursting 


workers 


ereater chains, and of rising suns of 


To this | 


that most of | 


liberty bristling like hedge-hogs with | 
rays, lighting up whole worlds of chains. | 
The psychological effect of these postal i 


horrors is incommensurable, and it is 
not surprising that nations determined 
to adopt such designs for their stamps 
will go to any lengths to provide oppor- 
tunities for new 


Issues. 


Now that the stamp-collectors of the | 


world are numbered by millions, the 
cost of a revolution or upheaval is soon 
defrayed by the sale of the stamps 
issued by the conflicting parties, and 
to the victor is held out the alluring 


will demand either the immediate sur- ! prospect of making a further handsome 


| 


| 
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| are brought to see that stamps com- 


| 
| 








Mabel (to brother, who ha 
Mother. “Ir’s Nov VERY 
Mabel. “ALU RIGHT, I w 


revenue by the introduction of “ minor | 
varieties.” A full-stop left out here, a} 
slight variation in the perforation there, | 
a change in the flavour of the gum, an 
issue de lure on hand-made paper—all 
these mean more money from the col- 
lector. It will be a glorious event in 
human evolution when Governments | 
memorative of some peaceful occurrence, 
like the teething of the Heir Apparent, 
will be just as eagerly purchased by 
ardent collectors as those issued to cele- | 
brate more sanguinary events. When | 
those days come we shall not hear so 
much of ruinous postal rates or of the 
need of a burdensome tax on incomes; 
indeed, the profits from the special Mil- 
lennium Series which every country will 
then certainly issue should suffice to 
render the world tax-free for ever. | 








“He declared that Topp, when stopped, said 
that he was a member of the Rumanian Le 
and that, as he had Mrs. Asquith and} 
Prince Bibesco (the husband of her daughters) 
in the car, he thought he was privileged to | 
drive at the speed at which he had been | 
travelling.”—Evening Paper. 


ga 
tion, 


[It does seem some sort of excuse, 


=e 


| through the bung 


THE LONDON 


REVISED HISTORY. 


THE discovery recently made by a 


CHARIVART. 


inedical expert that Henry I. died from | 


surteit of 
aimpreys will surely be an incentive to 


ippendicitis and not from a 
A 


i 
} 


further research with the view of test- 


ing the authenticity of other historical 


endings 


We venture to antic pate a few future 
Press paragraphs 


“An article in the current number 
of The Wine and Spirits Trades Review 
effectually disposes of the legend relat 
drowning of the Duke of 
CLARENCE in a butt of malmsey. Our 
contemporary points out that from a 
very remote period 
always been closed at 


ing to the 


wine casks have 

both ends, and 

that any person wishing to commit 

1 would have to crawl 

hole. It is suggested 

the unhappy nobleman met his 
end in an ordinary water-butt.” 


suic:de In one 


that 


‘In an interesting little brochure 


issued by the Underground Railways 


modern invention but 


I climb, but 


}it is stated that the escalator is not a| The very man to send 
dates back to! bowler is making the ball “ talk. 


| tragic end, 


JUNE 14, 


8 AvaeR 





s got the best of the cherries). “You REALLY ARE A PIG, JOHN.” 
NICE TO CALL ANYONE A PIG, DARLING.” 
on'T. Bur THE Nex? TIME I SEE A PIG I SHALL CALL IT ‘Jonn.’” 
ithe days of Queen Exizanet 


has been ascertained that the 
LEICESTER installed a moving 
of a primitive type in Cumn 
He is thought to have had tl 
mind when he wrote on the 
famous lines, wrongly att 
to Sir Water RaveiGu, ‘ Fa 
that I fear to fall 
hrows a new light on Amy Ri 


the 


+ 
{ 


which is now sup} 


lhave been occasioned by t! 


1922. 


I 


t 


tunat® lady stepping off with the 


toot. 








The Land of the Midnight Sun 


“At twelve « last night t 


in the centr of Lond 


temperature 


‘Bed Room and Sitting Room t 


of ball room and s« r 


, 
ullery. 
Advt. in Pi 
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This will be nice for Cinderella 


“Though well over 40 he [S« 
probably more strokes in his vocab 
most batsmen.”—Hvrening Paper. 
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Kindly Old Lady (tot us been hit by cricket-ball), “My poor cH1Lp! Are you HURT?” 
Boy. “No; Bur Ir’s SQUASHED MY SILKWORMS.” 

a ; ine have caused pain I unreservedly | If your idea of starting this band is 

\ Sol THERN \ AIL, withdraw them and confessat once that, | to have a weapon ol retaliation, or a 

Dear Scotnanp,—I note with pain | if the truth must be told, I do not know lsort of Army of Defence, against the 

| that there is some wild talk of a} even now whether the haggis is a food, | abuse of your countrymen at the hands 
National Band of Pipers being started) a weapon or a missile, or just a trap | of humourists, 1 beg you to accept this 
in your wonderful country, and it is|for such men as I. humble apology. But, oh! abandon | 
unde i deep sense of duty that Iwrite,| Yet ] promise here and now that, if| your terrible project. Let us shake | 
as one who feels the threat is prompted |I ever visit Scotland again, travelling | hands and live at peace one with the 
by a certain sense of vindictiveness | incognito like a Carmelite in Germany, | other. Yours in repentance, 
which it is not usual to associate with |] will neve go near a haggis farm, Or | “PEACE AT ny Price.” | 
a country so busily engaged in standing | tease the things, but will always treat 
where it did. them with the deference due to thei A Veteran of the Craft 
I will confess that Scotland is my | national services. |. 0 Sigmdeoene Taran « Paced Ginniietiale 
raw material—as it is of all alleged [ have playfully toyed with that great | Clock by Tempus Fu 
humourists—and that if Seotland were | virtue of your race Thrift, and even | Advt. in Scottish Paper. | 
ever cancelled much of my occupation | once invented a burglar who set up a| tal ta 
would be gone. I notice the troubl burglary business in a small way at} “Wild Mice wanted, alive.—Textiles De- | 





’ ; . } } 1} y . partment, Leeds Unive { | 
caused to innocent folk if ever anything | Aberdeen, and was ¢ ympeli d to file his jt SPE nes 
of mine steals out into the world with- | petition in bankruptcy within a month. 


| es. P ] 
; . 1) |The University authorities have aip- 
out some flippant comment upon your | He too is unreservedly withdrawn. 

Pp} ! J 


¢ 


| parently set themselves to solve the 
: 


co ty vet "oO 7. - a | a ae Lea if = ou vil . 
es eS : beg asic take it ao All this J romaeenrigs “ rer ) of 7 ancient problem, “ Why does a mouse 
good part, and realise that your country | give up that threat of starting a bag-| 1. it spins ?’ 

ich | ' l of hundred strong, [| *20" * spine 
is the rock upon which most of the pipe band of one hundred strong. 
world’s joyous jokes have been built | have no objection to your starting the] «synge got into trouble for satirising his 
since DioGENnrs bequeathed those that | band, providing you get each member | countrymen in ‘ The Ploughboy of the Western 


are now being used on the music-hall| to promise that he will never touch the | World L Pay ' 
stage, | bagpipes. I am not alone in saying | SYNGE was pretty severe upon them in 
. . | > ; ‘ 1 - . ; “iti Nh, » ) " Sa é ; 

I will plead guilty to expressing ajof the pipes that they are wonderful | Zhe Playboy, but never went so fat 


| 
az : ‘ EL St aie ee # ” av as to sugges a 
hazy doubt on that noble fetish of your | instruments about whi h no man could jin that play a to sugg t that they 
' would be guilty of doing honest work. 





land, the haggis; and if any words of| complain so long as they are left alone. 
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| do him justice, 


| area was already too large 


of those beautiful fronds fighting then 


| . 
vain ; 


PU 


THE DELIVERER. 


THE initial 


participants in the draina 


| 
that 1 am about to release are a few 
trands of am aromatic and narcotic 
weed grown with great care in the] tl 


State of Virginia; an 
pipe; and a preparation of wood and | 
phosp yhorus. The se, some time 
orenoon of last Whit Monday 
the | 


in the | 
» Wereln 
ands of a tramp who was resting | | 


} 


beside the road on the edge of the} 
common above a Surrey town that I} 
will call Bramberley. 


Having finished his repose he knocked | 
his pipe and passed 
on. It must have been a few mi 

er that | him, although cad | 
then no notion as to his share in the 
that were to follow. Nor, to| 
had he. Indeed unless ! 


’ 
g the readers of 


ie ashes out of 
met 


events 


ne is amon 


these lines, he will prob 
ably go down to his grave 


unaware that the dottle of 


his pipe, settling among | . 
the dry grass on a day 


vhen all was tinder, set 
alight; so that, by the 
me | arrived, some square 
yards of heather and gorse 
and young brake fern were 
smouldering and _ crack- 
ling. 

My first impulse was to 
fling myself upon it; but 
[ realised how futile would 
an action be. The 


suc h 


for one opponent. [ banged 
tbout a little, it is true, but 
to no purpose, and so went 
miserably and helplessly 
my there is 
something very sad about wanton ce- | 
truction of any kind, but particularly 
the destruction of new growth, 
nthe year. It was depressing 


rHIS 


on way, tor 


so early | 
to think | 
way up through the sand and peat to} 
spread out their green fingers—all 
to think of those vigorous gorse | 
bushes now being reduced to blackness | 
and sterility. F 
of destroyers 


ire is the most terribl 


Still, one man could do nothing. I 
I met anyone I would give the warning ; 


Having 
come to this conclusion I passed on, 
doing my best to live up to La Rocne- 
FOUCAULD’S maxim 


but otherwise I was useless. 
| 
bearing the| 
rfully. 
It was at this point that I came to 
the gates of a red-brick house, standing | 
back, with a brass plate announcing it 
to be a school for the sons of gel itlem en, 
and, loitering there, amid the warm 
fragrances from the garden, I was aware 
of such a dismal buzz ds the 


about 


calamities of others che 


| 
| 


sons of 


NCH, OR 


ise ‘hoolmast 


ancient briar|1 


ance oO! 
| 


utes | \ 


more 


| purpose of all these bx 


})] —_ 
] yame ? 


i this was ¢ { 


ithem out innotime. The 
j , 


LONDON CHAR IVAR I. 





“THE 


, | 
gentiemen can Make Over exce «lingly | 


t heat, 
i 


the habit of | 


] ‘ 
lessons On a he 


insipid 
when all the rest 


holhidi L\ ing, Fo. 


on Ol pre 

' A } 

ol the world is 
t } 


+ + 


ers to 


let their p pils off 

he festivals of St. Lul at any 
| 
sight, 
and there, of a listless head. What 


ogress | cannot 


Say, 


yu as I stood the e tne oid ana 


dee p! \ venerated name of ILAMBLIN 


SmirH crossed my mind—for the first | other 
time for decades. Do they still acquire five 
mathematics, | wonder, with the assist- | 





‘ | } 

} at formidabie 
| 

' r 

there not 


also | 


of for decades. 


NTER? His 
thought 


one 


Was 
hame im sure 
[The low murmur of | 
education being acquired against the} 
grain still went : invlin 


] ‘ ] } : 
i Ol scuies laborioush 


remote part ol 
Meanwhile 
As |] 


the pre mises 
the hre was burning. 
realised this, s 


uldenly the re al 

VS burst upon 
me. It wast y, of course, who should 
extinguish it. Why I had not 


diately thought of this I had 
; 


| 
| 
} 
hey, ¢ 


hnine 
oO notion, 
the sun is to 
I think of it 
I advaneed briskly to the front 
Head-master. | 
und I explained 

Headmasters who might 
adventure 
think prudently of | 
even of burnt hands and 
might have in the backgr 


or matron of whom thev stoc 


unless the fie 


1} 
| 
. 
| 
than 


door and asked to see the 
He came, 
There 


, 
demur to si 


are 
ich an > who would 
boot-soles and | 
who 


a wile} 


urnt 
legs: 
und 
1 in awe. 
But 


He <A 
ly 


I ean conceive of such ped Ler 


breed, 


cues, 


anc ther 


young and sporting. 
“Of course,” he said, “I'll have] 


se fires break 
my heart. 


on: mingling with the! : 


He \ anished, an ‘d I ck aah 


Jone | 14, 


ito show the w: ay. 


Throu 


, 1929 


heard him giving hiscommands, 


ii 


s 


yn | boys, x 
j put out 


ick 


out.” 


not too} ay 


ild ery 


alanche of volunteers. 


he said, ‘* you’ve 
a heath fire. 


al 


must beat 


1d leave his ec 


resounded, follow 


The Sule routine Was enat 


| with 


It 


Lack ; 


rooms, 


‘ 


sons of gentlen 


and I can tell you they 
zeal. 


wi 


To me, 





s; nothing to 

thermometer was exceeding a! 
however, it was; and | 
few minutes, for I w 
ising the next village f{ 
But my phila 
work was not y 

for, as I passed t 
iwaln, What shi 

nore smite up 

|but the drea 


His finger paused at C 





pe at 


ere 


waaae the road. 


of seales. Tl e 
had not 
alone remained a 
a kind of 
the one 
privileged to be 


burning heath. | 


OIANCA: 


all got 
Each of \ 
rat hehit 
all round the edges 


inverte 


‘ 
L 


and ina very few n 
-and-thirty 


masters and I, were on our way 


| 
And jat 


++ 


them th 


i rec 
lott 


( 


} 


been to! 


p 


it was impossible 


ofall the fun. | 
never forgive him 
should if me. 

So, through tl 
passages ] 


doleful sound u 


——!' door of the pract 
ly played in in a T was reached ; 


und then | burst 
shar 


me dazed. 


on and leave him t 


ly 


trac] 


} 


p 


sa fire on the heath, 


All the re 


school is there trying to put 
You 


take a stick.’ 


He was dazed n olong er. 
from the room and 
|or so the sons of gentlemen 
engaged on the beneficent task « 


are to le ive 


your coat be 


in 


Hest 


anolnetl 


guishment numbered thirty-an 
Alas, my poor HAMBLIN Suiru ! 
my poor 


Brighter Days in Harley Street 


“A 


The 


ne 
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and Gent 


That 


‘ll 


ed on inall 


‘THE 


Leading Hot 


TODHUNTER! 








rmous amount of resear 
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A RIFT TO MEND. 
WHEN a man gives a recital at the M lian Hall 
is not unusual for him to be assisted | 


or plays. [t is for her to ke p the ea ol the audier 
empl yed during those necessary intervals in th 
recitalist revivifies his throat with jujubes, or! A 

bow arm, o1 coaxes the dents from his col t, according t 


the requirements of his performance. 


i 


Yet, although this lady is not the prin pal figure on t 


i 


platform, it is she who receives the b iquets Whv should 


this be? 


After all, the man is giving the recital, isn’t he 


In these enlightened days an inv dious distinction of t 
kind between the sexes ought to be ab ed N 
degrudves the lady her trophies ; they do little harm, excey 


perhaps that the wire of the bouquets may someth 


scratch the surface of the piano when they are tossed upon | 


iin their profusion. But let the male musician receive a 


least equal treatment, even if it involves the hire ol 
second piano, 

is oti ae _ necessarily be flowers. Not every male 
musician would be made really happy by having to taxi hom 
beneath twenty pounds’ worth of roses and carnations, Int 


Spersed with smilax and maiden-hair fern. Sometimes a| 
nice pot-plant for the table would be more appropriate I} 


Bi . 

have heard several men on the concert platform to whon 
| I would myself like to present an aspidistra or an india 
rubbe r plant. 


r . ; ° , 
There could be little objection to members ol the audience | 
choosing other tokens. We would not advise the genuine} 


| Music-lover to offer cigars, for the prospect of receiving a 


| box from a lady admirer might have a harmful effect on a 
A silver watch suitably inscribed, how- 


be ; 
lolinist’s tone. 





You cannot imas 





VICTOR, NONE OF THOSE HORRID BUMPS 


Let discret n be used, by all means. No one of e 


] 1? 
ad be § fOo1SH as to dangle a baske oO 


ving; but there is no reason why he shot 
1 or If-halls or a few bundles of asparagt 
IRELAND. 
1 Child's Guide to .. .) 
\IR -§ (7reen Bro 
H, there Vv is an old man and he | ia 
(nd his son was a crazy young lo 


do what they would he would neve 


But he sat and he si shed for the M 


f 
1} hod give ie the M 
vy gave him a horse, with a bridle, of 
(nd a ship and a silvery spoon, 
ey gave him a cat, but he didn’t wan 


H ? ; VV 
“Wil Hodu dite me the Wh 


his father one day, with a curio 
7 . ial 
Went up in a penny balloon ; 


sine the trouble he took, 





} } 
But he managed to get him the Moon, 


» 3 + a0 
Oh, he shouted for JOY, that mdicuiou 


And he whistled a bit of a tune; 


But I’m sorry to say that he cried the next 
“Ob, what shall I do with the Moon, the Mc 


What 1u I to do with the Moon: 
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THE MISSING MONKEYS. 

A LonG stone-paved corridor in which 
a few scattered electric lights carry on a 
losing contest with the gloom. Ranged 
along either side are tanks of dull green 
water where fish of various kinds swim 
mournfully about or mouth dumbly at 
the glass. Outside it but 


is day, 


eternal twilight seems to reign; a sound 


of dripping water fills the air and occa 
sional footsteps echo and 
with a note of doom. 
The man at the turnstile told 
fed, but at present nothin 
happening. I turn my a 
first tank, in which a solitary 
stalking with a mysterious air of pur- 
pose through a jungle of anemones 
“ Wot’s the good o' that?’ 
breaks ina discontented 
I turn to meet 
the questioning gaze of 
a small man carrying a 
| Paper bag. 
‘Of what? I in 


ttention to the 


* suddenly 


voice. 


“That,” he repeat 
indicating thetank with 
the stem of his pip 
‘Annie moans. Oo 
wants to look at then 

I venture to remark 
that I do for one. 

« P’raps so,”’ he con- 
cedes after a moment's 
thought. ‘“ They're al 


right in their way, | 
s’pose—for them that 
likes’em. But answei 


me queshun. Are they 
worth eightpence ? 
ae Worth eightpence ? ‘Lecho, 
ii Zac'ly my p int,” he 
scurely. “ You're right 
Evide ntly well sat 


assents 


they ‘re 1 
sfied he pat uses t 


relight his pipe, then suddenly fixes me 


with an accusing eye. 
‘“Where’s the monkeys? 


mands in aggrieved tones. In tl 


of anything as unexpected as this I am 


quite speechless. 
“’Fore the War,” | 


an 


“there used to be monkeys ‘er 


they’ve bin an’ gone an’ taken ‘en 
away. Wot right they got to do that 


I murmur s be 
reavement. 

“ Fourpence it u 
‘to the fish with 
thrown in. Now it’s ei 
fish without 
sense in that? 

‘It takes some fin ling,’ 

‘You're 1 


wot 


my sympathy at hi 


see 


sues, 


monkeys. Where's 
| admit 
ght,” he assents. 
yel 
the pay-box an’ makin’ a roy 
['m quite ready to back you up.” 


ence the latte: 
| 


here 


| 
reverberate 


me 
that I was just in time to see ee fish | 


+ seems to be 


crab is 


staring, 


ob 


he de-} 


1e Lace 


| 
he resumes severely, 


now 


e,” he pur-| 
monkeys 
ghtpence for 


the 


Tell 
if you feel like goin’ round to 


about it 


ee dentii lly at this mome =r 
darts hurriedly from my side to join a 
general rush of sightseers towards the 
"i tank, before which an official 

1) brass buttons has just taken up his 
With a glanee round his audi- 
taps with 
1o0stly presence 
visible at a 


ak: 


the glass, whereupon a gl 
becomes dimly skylioht 


above, and in due course a cloud of 


small 10 rd m 
the tank. 


* Bull-head, whiting a 


sels descends slowly into 


 an- 


nd plaice, 


nounces Brass Buttons in tones of acute 
boredom. ‘Fed on shrimps.” 

With the air of one who does not 
mean to have his time wasted by any 
stupid ¢ ITIOSICY » leads relentlessly on 
to the next tanl followed in docile 
fashion by | udience. Aga'n the 





“ated. Sud- 





aenly t i ony ot tl proceedings 
is disturbed by the voice of the man 
with the papel bag, coming from the 
outs! gy ip. 
t no , he states em- 
p tie \ 
The audien¢ turn and ey¢ hi in 





Oo wants to see lot o’ bloomin’ 
fish ¢g n os mips he demands. 
Why, I cud do tinat 9 ay 
» | ix per, \ ) ¢ not eeln dls 
posed to dispute this cialt regards hin 
unmoved 


»~ wv = ) - I > InquUIreE 
‘Wot of it! echoes the other indig 
s the monkeys 


» know 


here now, 
} -4 J ’ 
t in commpilainin§ of, 
» small man. 

the monkeys wi thout 


got to abstract 
informin’ n 


yhody 


‘What dye mean 


CHAR VARI. 


he|n 


a key upon | 


i}man and rey 


re- | 
‘Wot right you} ead ! 


| 
| 
un — abstract 7 ae, re like a 
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monkeys?” exclaims the ke per 
the first approach to emotion that | 
has yet ‘7 haven't 
any monkeys. Got 
to do with my time.” 
“ Never mind ‘oo 
retorts the maleontent 
‘old official pers 


you responsible. 


shown. abstracts 


somethi: & bette 


ition ere an’ | m 
Wot right 
eightpence for fish w 


to charge 
keys ? 
With a glance of disgust the kee; 


mo! 


gnores him and, 


the next tank. 


turning, 





‘‘Common stickleback,” he announe 
sourly. 

‘Not worth seein’,” interpolates th 
persistent sn ill man, who h 
with the rest. The keeper 
him ut of the corner of one « 


Hed on filleted whiting, e 


her,” dec] 3 the 
rrupter. 7 a us 
some monke 

Wit 
the g 
trols Lily Se 


“The life 


neet 





common stick Cc 
he resumes 
pressed wrat bout 
"five vears 
“Wot’s t etim« 
ofa monkey nauires 
the small ma: y 
“Oh, dry »p about 
youl blesse¢ { eys 
suddenly bursts fort 
an anwmic-] oWwO 
man witha ¢ 1 fea 
rs ther in her hat Whiy 
nN & ‘ ’ 
can | you » Quit 
and let othe pe yp! e enjoy t 
* Enjoy the fish!” echoe nall 
man resentfully. “1 never « el 
to enjoy no fish. I came to set 
the monkey ors 
Then go and look at ) t 
SLASS ‘retorts.Green Feathe pu 
untly. ‘You'll see one thei 
There is an outburst of sement 
from the group, who seem t ppreciat 


i tl is very much indeed. 

That’s what ou'd bet do,’ 
adds Green Feather, elated b Css 
‘Much more like a monkey t un 

are 


‘Ho!”’ observes the 
gards her for a \ Wl 
hostility 


le Ss at last 


intense 
concet . “4 An’ pra] . ere 5 
other people that’s like other tuings. 
P’raps y tre more like a / 

keep a civil tongu youl 


exclaims the woman, Mushing 


J angril \. 


‘Mucl 1 


more like a 
yonan, pursues 
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adversary with relish. “A flat-fish—}] Simultaneously the athletic man, who | his ear and, giving him a powerful shove 

that’s wot you resemble.” has pushed his way t the group, | round the corner, returns to the tank. 

| “Now then,” sharply interposes a l extends a bt LW) isps him “Carry on, mate,’ he remarks tran- 

athletic looking man on the outskirts | by the ean quilly to the keeper. “You've ‘eard 

of the group, “that’s no way to talk “« Outside! »commands briefly. | the last of ’um.” 

toalady. Just you be’ave yourself.” I i Is the Presently, however, his prediction is 
‘Ss : falsified, for of a sudden a strange 


; &n angry murmur from the bystanders, | 


| his critie. “She's got a right to con 


» | am be’avin’ meself,”’ asserts 
the small man defiantly. 
“Call that be’aving yourself?’ dé 


hollow voice comes rolling and reve! 
| berating through the corridor, 
i W here s the monke ys F ] 
‘I never paid i ightpe nee to see a 
voman like a flat-fish 
The athletic man slews round and 


mands the incensed stranger. ‘* Comin 
‘ere comparing ladies to fish 

‘An’ wot about ’er comin’ ’ere ¢ 
pal n’ me to a monkey ?’’ retorts the 
other | tly. i 


‘takes a few quick steps towards the 
‘Serve vou right if she did.” declares | ind. Instantly a tremendous clatter 
; is heard beyond the bend and the noise 
pare you to what she likes. She's a = - ir , 
woman. down the stone passage. Gradually 


“Glad to ‘ear it, replies the small! the sounds die away and all i lence 
man satirically. ‘I shud never ‘ave| 


; 


guessed it meself. Person’ly I think | 


save for the continued drip of wate1 
ind the toneless voice of the kee per re 
| 1 rn . } reo 3 2a tions ) he com- 
d look better swimmin’ about in suming his observa on t col 


one o them tanks.” And, regardless « L | mon stickleback. 








he 





urns and addresses a little group of | The Irish Political Machine. 
children who are peering into the tank | ae mer a. seth 

I V sik, Miss she le n. -—. riday 
North 


} . lil Wi l 
With their noses flattened to the glass. pe j | returned without opposition as ME P. for 
“Stand out of the way there,” he| out a word his captor wheels him round “proce sax Tokay op 
urges, “an’ let the lady ‘ave alook at'’er|and marches him discomfited to the| The inquest is fixed for to-day (Saturday) 
relations ! a 5 i bend of the corridor. There he releases | Provincial Paper. 


” 





jof swiftly retreating footsteps echoes | 
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THE MOWER. OUR CHAMPIONSHIPS. 


' 


I’p fished, to thunder, all the afternoon | (From the Sporting Column of any paper you lil, f 
And now the dusk came full of sweets untold ; | years’ time, or possibly sooner.) 

I heard the nightingale begin her tune Next month it is hoped that we shall settle, once for all, 
Up in the copse by Pennefather’s fold | the vexed question that has been agitating marble-playing 
Honey and tears, those golden notes of old; | circles ever since the institution of the first champions} ip 

And pushed the bike—a tyre was badly down— | of that popular sport. Young Mr. Dumbleton, at one tim: 


Through Shooter’s Lane that leads you to “ The Crown.” | holder of the All-British championship, is again ent 
the field, and is hopeful of demonstrating this ti 
upremacy of the underhand throw as against the le 
oa thumb-nail school so prominent in the United Stat 


I find tobacco to the scent of may 
The sweeter for anticipated ale; 
I like blue duskings of a summer day 


Spilt in deep lanes where the soft white owls sail Last year, it will be remembered, he h: id’ to yield in the 
Hunting dim hedgerows lit by blossoms pale, ee final to “Buck” Kirschenheimer, the hoy W 
The mimic moons the guelder’s pomp incurs Dubuque, but only after a struggle that will live long 


} 


the history of the game. 


And chestnut candles sought of cockchafers. 
* o 


I love it all, and loitered, as I can, 





While through the oak-copse greener gloamings spread, | this year as to the absolute fitness of the contestants. It 
Till up the road behind me came a man, has been said, we cannot say on what authority, that th 
Mid-aged and over, tanned a country-red; ll-important match last year was lost owing to Mr. Dum- 
Some extra hand for hay-crop, you'd ha’ said, bleton’s right hand being badly swollen. Rumour even went 
For a great scythe lay on his shoulder high so far as to hint that the pride of Alley-Road Se ad 
“The rain’s not stopped the cutting, then?” said I, ctually been subjected to a severe caning the evening 
«“ There ’s naught stops me,” he said, as one who'd joke, hefore the championship on the absurd ground that he had 
And went with measured stride that drew me on been indulging in a httle surreptitious practice during 
To join him, for I like the country folk, ‘prep.” Discipline is discipline, but surely the sternest 
Men of the fields one used to come upon, successor of KEATE and Busby might have been satisfied to 
Shepherds and suchlike, of the breed that's gone use the rod where it would have been less damaging to the 
Now for the most part: scarcely here and there chances of retaining a championship. 
You'll find ’em sh: pe like what their grandads were. 1b; * 1 tI * la | 
9» Se enn ecu Fe a t is much to be regretted that there should be any talk 
7 Naught does ?” quoth I; I wouldn't oe a ol a split between the adherents of Ping-pong and Table 
: But that you stop when we get down along ; lennis, even to the extent (possibly) of the introduction of 
Beer 's good at all times when you ‘ve been a-sweat . double championship. We have always set faces 
But beer at evening ’s sweeter than a song, , : cei awe T Oe 
er ternly against the needless multiplication of these affairs 
And that’s a truth that wants some putting wrong 


—— ally since the A.C.A. resolved to introduce what has 
been termed the Decade System. It was obviously unde 
irable that we should have separate championships fot 


Jim Stevens’s—if I may make so free 
Tisn’t two hundred yards—and drinks on me?” 


Then he: “ Lor’, lad, I’ve sweated many a day, players under and over ten years of age. However, the 
But, since I may not stand, ’tis rare 1’m stood; uuthorities have spoken, and it has never been « on 
Old Josuva perhaps, as you might say, to embarrass them by suggesting minor objectio1 The 
oo ; _ ° 4 " . 
He stood me, not a pint, but eight hours good ; \ssociation has plenty to do as it is: on the whole it does 
A rest—I'd do another now, I could its work sufticiently well 
A rest; not much to them, ! rather doubt, , * e 
What leans on bridges watching of a trout. Talking of the good old game, we have seldon ny 
And, if I stopped for aught, might well be here, thing more marvellous than the exhibition giv B int- 
June and the owl-light and a lover's moon, ing’s last week by young Rufus Batt a ye we —e 
And the fine smell o’ woodlands, warm and near, be a coming champion. Handicapper oss he was by the 
All sweeter for the rain this afternoon, ae ty ol playin S on one of the firm's ordinary dining- 
And that brown bird, still at her plaguey tune tables with any chance opponent who — a 
(Ah, Philomel, there was a likel sly lass!): among the spectators, his control of the celluloid $s all 
' 9 vit weyrfeae ila . — ge, P heen 
But not to-night, mate, not with this yer glass but perfect. No player, to our knowledg ha oor 
ote ; Lo : : quite Batt's equal at the adroit use of the bevel edg 
Then, large as lantern, in his hand I saw ae 
The Hour-glass, and I guessed and said, “ Old ‘ ; 
The sia i. oe an ciate id Lad, The outburst of feeling that took place at Ol npla 
Take it as kindly meant, you ‘re your own law 3 . . ; ; vo og eae } 
: yesterday evening during the final of the Shove-Dillards 
I ‘ve heard say you must always be a pad | ; 
1) ‘ Ope n Championship was perhaps natural under the cir- 
But thank you kind for all good hours I’ve had te N ttahle 
Alone. o° one | bane I og Sor . ars cumstances, one the less we consider it regre pie. 
d ) since was bul t/a high: ‘ ; ] 
Go “< un ust t] , } } ; 7 5" [ Certainly there were times when M, Kovacs, the Uz 
» if you must, then, but go slow,”’ said I. , _ 1 Pp 
ss oo = Slovak champion, seemed to haye misread Rule XIV. 
Anon I supped beside an open door Possibly it is interpreted differently on the tables at Praha; 


(Trout and cold duckling make a Cwsar’s meal), | even here the definition of a “ scoop ”’ has occasionally given 


All in a drift of stocks and garden store | rise to dispute. The habit of following the ball up with the 


Then ran my line, to dry it, off the ree! 

And stepped outside and watched the planets wheel, | conception, though it has been employed by some ol our 
With a cigar beneath the jessamy, 
Contented that The Mower should pass by 
Bringing to-morrow and its hatch of fly. : 


It is sincerely to be hoped that there will be no question | 





| hand until it disappears within the pocket is open to mis- | 


most successful players. But in any case the wisest thing to | 
do is to wait for the appearance of the delayed action film, 
now recognised as the ultimate arbiter on all dispute | points. 
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“TI’vyE BEEN HAVIN’ DREADFUL 


Luck, Sin— 


AN’ I’VkE JuST LOST MY JOB— USED TO PLAY IN A 


RCHESTRA, Sin—* 





Wuat instrpment pip I rnax? It “Sprenpip! J’ve GOT A TROMBONE. 
WaS THE—ER—IHE—ER—IHE TROMBONE, I’ru FetcH It. I'D LOVE TO HEAR A 
Bin,” TUNE ON IT.” 
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MY CHILDREN’S TOO YOUNG TO WORK— 


" 
Ah? 
me \ 
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&» 
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—_ 


w<— 


BUT IT’S BROKE UP AN’ WE’ 
ARATED, DREADFUL BAD LI 


“Tumme! THAT HE 
TROMBONE OF ALL I 
I say 1 Was ‘AVIN’ BAI 
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| THE INQUIRER, 
“WiLL you say that again slowly, 
Jane? I am not at my brightest at | 
seven o'clock in the morning.” 

Jane is our young maid-of-all-work, 
our One-and-Only Jane, our Inquirer. 

Her inquiries come to me through 
the kitchen-door into the lofted cham- 
ber where I am introducing one part of 
fish-meal to two parts of middlings and 
one of Sussex ground-oats. From which 
you may infer, rightly, White Leghorns 
and things of that sort. 

[t is my early-morning examination, 
and there is no escape from it until the 
mash is mixed; and General Knowledge 
is my weak subject. 





Jane tried again. 

“ What instrument is that 
all shiny brass with a [~~ 
—you know—a sort o! | 
long piece and a twist 
which goes all round 
and comes back again 
you know——” 


one, Sir, 


“JT don't,” I inte 
rupted. 
“With a sort ol 


wiggly bit, and you put 
it to your mouth,” she 
added helpfully. 

“ Ah, then it ean’t b 
the stethoscope. If you 
put an instrument to 
your mouth it is prob- 
} ably a musical instru- 
ment 
} “Tt is,” she said. 
| ‘You didn’t say so 
you know, Jane. Where 
did you first see or heal 
this instrument?” 

“T heard it at the} 
Brotherhood.’ (No one 
has ever explained to bac: 
|me why Jane has a right of entry to 
| the Brotherhood.) 
‘It was possibly Trombone, su 
| named ‘ Step and-Fetch-It.’ ” 

“Oh, no, Sir. It was—you know’ 

(I indicated dissent)—‘‘ a sort of—part 
lof it was twisted round the man’s 
| Cul. 

‘That sounds perfectly horrible. It | 
couldn't have been the 
psaltery.” 

«“ Aren't those theimages which Nebu 
couldnever the King had set up?’ 

“Oh, no, no. Is that 
from one of the | 
Brotherhood ?”’ 

“Yes, Sir. We had a lovely address | 
yesterday,’ she said. ‘“ Oh, such lovely | 
| word pictures! 


sackbut 01 


Please, Jane. 


the addresses at 


What are ‘the desolate | 
| places of the earth’?’ 

«“ Well,” I said without hesitation, | 
‘the entrance to Waterloo South- | 
Eastern station on a dark wet evening | 


| 
| 
j 
| 
| 


S 


i hump? 


| heavily ; ‘ 


would take a first prize in the South of 
England class, and parts of Wigan 
would receive honourable mention in 
an All-England entry.” 

“The preacher didn’t say anything 
about Wigan. Isitin Seotland?” (This 
is the invariable question in regard to 
any place outside our immediate dis- 
trict.) 

‘* No, Jane, Scotland hath her bag- 
pipes no less than her WIunsTon 
Cuurcuine, but so far she is not re- 
sponsible for Wigan.” 

“You haven’t told me what the in- 
strument was,” resumed the Inquirer, 
knitting her brows at my irrelevancies. 

“T must have notice of the question, 
Jane. Now if you had given me an 
easy one, such as: ‘ Why did the camels 
which passed down Whitehall the other 





Time 


HERE, ISN'T 1T?” 


“WELL, SIR, THEY BEAN’T COME OUT 0’ CI 


| clay hold their chins very high as they 


by the Foreign Office?’ on ‘Why 


went 
did t] 
: I might 
have told you.” 

This unfortunately gave the Inquire: 
a fresh opening, with a prospect of mate 
In two moves. 

“Is it the camel or the dundreary, 
or whatever they call it, which has one 

“es 

‘The best authorities differ,” I began 
‘but the consensus of opinion 
is rather against the dundreary.”’ 

‘I did not know the Census people 
put down camels.” 

“Yes, they do, with a firm hand,” 
said I], warming at once to the subject. 

How many camels are there?” 

pursued our One-and-Only, while I 
hurried forward with the mash. 

] temporised a little over this, 


ey take off Big Ben’s hands be- | 
lfore they washed his face?’ 


1922. 


[June 14, 


ss Every where,” she said Spacto isly 
“Oh, a considerable number—vyer\ 
considerable indeed. But the secti nol 
the ReatsTrRar-GENERAL’s Report whic! 
I have in front of me (I was going 
wrap up some eggs in it) indicates that 
their distribution is very uneven. I sex 
that the Rural District of Cricklade 
and Wootton Bassett contains 45.734 
statute acres (land and inland wate) 
and yet if does not include a singk 
camel, still less a married one with de 
pendants. At any rate the Census Ri 
port doesn’t say there are any.” 
“Thank you, Sir.” This very dubi 
ously. ‘ Er—do camels kick ? ” 
“They do indeed. And bite hard 
They have been known to kick Cens: 
men and eat up all their returns an ; 
digest them—into summaries. But | 
find—ah, hereitis. [1 
is What the Reaistrar 
GENERAL himself told 
Sir AnFRED Moxp 
18th August, 1921 
(Jane loves a paragrap 
with plenty of b ! 
it)—** The Department 
had the inestimable ad 
|vantage of thie yer 
support of Supe 
dent Registra: 
measure of precaution 
| against any local emer 





; 
té 








gency, and wi! 

| emergency aros: cl 

| necessitated any s 4 
;demands being ide | 
| upon them, thei vice i 


}and support in 
| instances have | 
|great assistance. 
1") ; you see that they ke pt 
jall the camels quiet 
oe 6)! ) 
IURCH YET.” | : How spl : 
‘ them! said Itthe 
maid. ‘What is a local eme ut 


| you said ?”’ 

“Judging from the noise, one of the 
;seems to have arisen in the poultry 
}run,” I said over my shoulde: 
| escaped. 
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“4 thick yellow smell hung on th 
From ** The Lake,’’ by Gror 
Nevertheless with a pale blue s 

went on our way. 











Letter recently received by af ( 
perambulator-manufacturers : 
“Kindly send illustration and } of | 
cheapest type of baby-carriage, desig for 
two children, one laying and one sitt 
| The dl rt chicks ! 
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Disgusted bacher of beaten favourite. “Ip yun CAN'T RIDE OUTSIDE OF THE ‘ORSE WHY DON'T YER GET 13 
Jockey. “So I wouLp IF HIS MOUTH WAS AS BIG AS YOURS.” 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. him before the success of Queen Victoria nd 


| Veetorians. Of the Mindlian in Books and Charactevs (CHATTO 4 








IKeminent 





| 

( 

By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) | AnD Winpvs) I like best that on SHaksprare’s final period, 
| Mr. Compton Mackenzir’s new novel, Jie Altar Sieps | because it smites the pundits (image-worshippers all, cutting 
| (Casse1.), is not in itself an outst nding success ; but as it | the real heart out of our poet to substitute one pleasantly 


eapene tery incl 





is merely the first ot a series I am qu ready to believe stuffed to th eir own im uge — hit likeness, and minetrical) : 
that its appare: iPdhabdie the material of the more intalligen! and hoists them with their own petar ds of selected quota- Li 
world t LO be evolved in ‘The Pa son's Pi MOTeSS, At any tion. The essay on BLAKI ph wate pi Ve » theme that ; 
| tate there are fewer fe minine blandishments and masculine | the author, I should say, has found congenial —is very pet 4 
reprisals in the story of Mark Lidderdale than in the earlier | ceptive and sv) agar fone can 1 pl ice &@ man so easily by 

legends. In fact his father’s yearn his mother, | his attitude to Bi AKB). THomas Browne, Lady Hester 

coupled with his own chance initiation into the tragic! Srannorr, Mr. Creevey, aaa Racine, RovssKav, | 


entanglement of a fair and devout friend, combine to give | Vorrarre, FreperIcK THE GREAT, HeNrt BeyLe(STeNDHAL) 








Mark a detinite distaste for any but spiritual adventures. |—that’s the rest of the bill-of-fare. Mr. Strachey amus i 
These he enc yunters un istintedly during his curiously hap ingly cor trives the air of the hes avy reviewer, ! ak i 
hazard trials of vocation in Father Rowley’s Mission House | reader duly ashan ed of his ignorance, but happily does not ih 
at Chatsea, in the corrugated-iron cloisters of Malford | disdain those strokes of wit and malice and those astonish a 
Abbey and in the Theolo; gical College at Silcheste: I a ing feats of compression (in place ot ¢ ull and detailed ¢ 4 
£ not so certain as I should like to be that M1 M ACKENZIE | plication) which make his two former worl diverting. i! 
¢ Is quite the man to bring into cultivation all the spiritus ul j Se aiie Sawai 
ground hi is 7 and innuendo have cleared. But Ishall} At the close of his useful and entert ng volume, Te a 
Walt to! e promised sequel and see. Meanwhile I am | Prime Ministers of Britain, 1721-1921 | Mc y), Mr. Crivi ai 
grateful tox new and charming fragments of the old “Guy | Biguam has obligingly furn ished us 1 a “composite it 
and Pauline” landse: ape, and for one or two amusing | portrait’ derived from the life-histories the thirty-six 


portraits, among which the all-English Monsignor Cripps | statesmen whom he has described: “The typical Prime 
and the pietistic young man at Chatsea, “who brought | Minister of the past has therefore been bor 











gt. With him his own lace cott: 1 but forgot to bring his night- | peerage, brought up in the country and ed ed at Eton 
; shirt,” ave easily the most unforgetable. and Oxford. Elected to the [louse of Commor twer 

R | five and married four years later, he has first come int 
a Mr. Lyrron Stracuey having become deservedly famous, | office at thirty-two. At forty-eight he |} vered 
Py his scattered articles and reviews have now, of course, a| House of Lords, and two years later has become the leader 


distinct market value; but let it be added that they have lof a Government. He has finally re elingu ished the position 
a@ real obj jective interest as well. Yet one can imagine the | of Prime Minister at about sixty and has died at seventy 





© | Shocked and forbidding face of the publisher if the puckish | leaving a family behind him. Unless, as some believe 
fe | . . +t] ‘ 1 aby 
Hs author had had the foolhardiness to offer such a sheaf to! Parliamentary government is on its death-bed and about 


— 


eqns 
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to be succeeded by Soviet rule, it is probable that the Prime 
Ministers of the future will in at least two respects resemble 
those of the past. They may more often be men of the people 
than aristocrats, but they will still have to be caught young 
if they are to acquire the necessary art of dealing with all 
sorts and conditions of men; and they will need no less 
than their predecessors the inestimable quality of patience | 
which Prrr said was the most needed of all. Mr. BicHam’s 
volume is the result of an immense amount of research, but 
it is not in the least dry. The amateur of politics will find 
it very good reading, and the more serious student an in- 
valuable work of reference. 





his readers see My Daughter Helen (C APE) through her 


justifies its inclusion among its publisher's “ Novels of To 
day 
a late-Victorian mind of a literary cast. It 


is the very 
simple story of a young § 
| 


girl’s choice be etween two lovers, 


lz 
Nt 


} \ } 


the strong, capable, . 
terly eligible Antony 
Derwent and the pathe- 
tic, proud yet shifty 
Marmaduke Abney. Mr. 
MonkuHousk will hate | 
my adjectives, for such 
crude labels are a poor | 
summing-up of the de- | 








| licate and unobtrusive 

fashion in which he has | 
shown in detail the| 
characters of these two 











| young men. Helen's | 
| choice—and you feel} 


| that it is inevitable— | 
falls on Marmaduke. | 
| Her unhappy married | 
| life is broken up by his 

| imprisonment for for- | 
| gery, and we leave her, | 








iat her father’s house | 
; 
‘e, With her : 
once more, ith het 4 A TRAGEDY OF 
| children, asking little of cote 
life for herself and shirking nothing that is asked of 
her. She may be a little stupid, but, with her divine lack 


common heroines of to-day, who are always so busy explor- 
ing their own souls. Sex becomes in Mr. 
hands something which, if not actually ugly, is certainly 
not in the least degree be autiful, and that is my only com- 
plaint against a book whic h, though the lovers of thrillin; 
plots may find it flat, is full of reflections on life and char- 
acter that make you pause to savour their truth and admire 
the clearness of sight with which they are discerned. 





Of the two instalments of New 
chronicle that have now been published by Messrs 
WHITCOMBE AND Tombs, the first—Zhe New Zealanders at 
Gallt oli—will naturally be compared with the corre spond- | 


Zealand's official War 


columns. During the Dardanelles Campaign the doings 
of the combined forces of the Commonwealth and of the 
Dominion, united immortally as “ Anzacs,” were so closely 
intermingled as to be practically inseparable. Major F. 
WAITEs, ‘fully appreciating this fellowship of heroism, tells 
us nearly much of the Australians as of the New 
Zealanders, and since it is desirable that there should be 
something more than the colour of the binding to distin- 


as 





— 


Mr. AtuAn Monkuovuse has been very clever in making|in the library of the War. 
father’s eyes, for Helen's story, although the treatment quite | tinguished forewords ; 


,” yet bears every mark of having been filtered through | 






of self-consciousness, she makes a pleasant change from the 


MonKHOUSE’S 


ing Australian volume ‘which has ne n reviewed in these] ” 





guish one history from the other the present writer’s more 
popular style has something to commend it. Colonel H. 
STEWART, on the other hand, in the second volume—T'}y 
New Zealand Division—which deals with later service on 
the Western Front, not only adopts a more 


classical 


diction but is more concerned with the strategic handling | 


lof the history of the War as a whole. But in both books 
| whether the writer be lingering almost regretfully ove r such 
familiar Dardanelles names as Quinn's Post, Monash Gul 


or Plugge’s Plateau, o 


\ 
r detailing the steps of the advance 





on the Hindenburg p= there are thrilling pieces of 
fighting literature, with a ring of authenticity, even of 


t=) 
Both writgrs have, it seems 
wired themselves in rather too heavily with dis 
but, after all, that is a m 
One might add that the photographs in the se ty 


vO 


a 


| passion, that gives them the right to a permanent plac 


to me, 


tter ol 


- | ti iste. 








a s are quite unusually gees. 
! I | >» Mr. § SAX ROHMER may re regal rd it as a compiiment 
wane cncaninednies y | Suen I say that Jal 
Pn thai bg ; , 
i i ; a iM, | of ¢ hinatown (CASSELL 
i 3 | i) | makes an urgent appeal 


iin to my nostrils. In this 
volume of short stories 


the stale and led 
odours of Ma wy Jack's | 
saloon bar were iS pene 
tratingly present with 
| meas were they ptu 
ous scents of \Jadame 
de Medict’s sumptuous 


apartments. From 











which you may under- 
stand that Mr. Ronmer 
is a@ master of atmo- 
| sphere. ane n fits 
as a story-teller do not 

stop at < g In such 
tales as “The Pigtail 
tof Hi Wing Ho, ‘The 
| Hand of Mat in 
| Quong,” and The Man 


rHE 


HEAT-WAVE., 


REN J with the 5h aven Skull 
he lea aves no doubt of his ability to hold his readers with 
an almost paralysing grip. 
vades these three tales, 
In his own line Mr. 


An eerie sense of doom per- 
which are told wit 
ROHMER need fear 


h great power. 

















no rival, and if this | 


line is to your taste I can recommend his book with the 
|assurance that it will transport you for a few hours into a 
4 ate (that has a very strange and a flavo 
4 | ny 
-| Our Teachers in the Press. 
} “Women who want to preserve their sanity must fight 
wearing the fashionable red hats. 
“Psychologists have long proved that red is a mad « i 
is the very worst shade for attracting the heat to that part of t dy 
aes re heat is most dangercugs—nam« vs the head.”—Mo1 paper’ 
ore is a cooler -colour than whi The old gold-diggé who 
ve red flannel shirts had ans a scientific fact. KR ind 
ellow sunshades destroy the sun rays better than anything I know. 
Evening Paper, s 
re Se ED NEE STG 
| Pottsville, May 9.—Mrs. Mabel Dalpaz, of Laurel, broke uy rd 
| party being conducted in her own home by her husband, when she | 
| sent for the police. She complained her husband and his companions 
became so interested in their game they forgot to be polite, and asked 


| they be arrested. The husband was placed in a cell and other guests 
ordered to their home s."—American Pape . 

It may be “ Peebles for Pleesure,” but it’s 
Politeness” every time. 


“ Pottsville for 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Ay oil pool was formed in the City 
afew days ago. This will have surprised 
nobody who has ever seen a financier 
in a heat-wave. 


“The leadership of the world is going | 
to America,” says the Dean of St. Paul’s. 
We shall miss Mr. Ltoyp Grorce very 
much. - 





Owing to the rain at Ascot it seems | 
that a certain newspaper aeroplane! 
could not display its smoke ad- 
yertisement. It is this sort of 
thing that makes the hardened 
racegoer demand his money back. 


“The longer I live,” says Mr. 
Warren Stone, of Toronto, “the 
more I am opposed to the sale of | 
liquor.” We are afraid it will be | 
years and years before they start | 
giving the stuff away. 


A new kind of microphone bas 
been invented by means of whiel: 
the human voice can be repro- | 
duced with greater purity. The | 
very thing for a golfer who plays | 
aloud. 


The members of the British | 
Delegation to Genoa were pho- | 
tographed last week at No, 10, 
Downing Street. It is alleged to 
have been done on behalf of a 
Die-hard who wanted to wear a 
miniature of this group next to 
his heart, 


4 





| “The United States,” says the | 
| Guaranty Trust Company of | 
|New York, “has gold to the} 
i value of £753,200,000.” This | 
| makes souvenir half-sov- | 
! ereign look very siekly. 

0 2 7 


s 


our 


A wireless Inessage frou 
buenos Aires states that the — 
evolution in Paraguay is ended. It is | 
said that it was called off because the 


| tebels complained of bad handicapping. | 


“ Forty pounds is forty pounds to aj 
gentleman from Glasgow,” says Mr. 
Arxotp Lurroyx. It would, of course, 
o about double that amount to an 
é be { > 4 

verdeen man. * 

A machine has been invented which 
takes fifty thousand cigarettes an hour. 
This has been a long-felt want with the 
“chain” smoker. 


The Chicago police have been pro- 
vided with a new weapon which dis 





charges a deadly suffocating gas. 
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lancy that a man we rode behind on an 


omnibus the other evening was smoking | 


some of it, aah 
ot 


rhe news that seven hundred concert 


}parhes are now working at English 
| Seaside resorts seems to suggest that | 


now is the time for Ireland to send us 
a message of sympathy. 


The plague of ¢ uterpillars in Surrey | 


Is ruining oak-trees, 


A good plan is to 
cut down 
t 


the trees: the caterpillar 
hen dies of a broken heart. 


jn we - 
7 | nM 

aN (My 
COOLEST i] 
THEATRE [Ih 
iN f 


th 












ZA ore 


A THEATRICAL DILEMMA, 








a 


the South of England, eight skeletons, 
\allin a kneeling position, were discov- | 
jered. They are thought to be the re- | 
| mains of pre-historic milkmen praying | 
for rain. } 

| } 
Nearly two thousand patents are | 
| granted to women every year. We can | 
| quite believe it, having tasted several, 


A contemporary suggests that the | 
Mount Everest climb has uplifted the | 
imagination of Englishmen. But the | 
‘height record for imagination is still | 
~~| held by a Welshman. 

* | 

Two Irish bishops recently 
went to Naples for a rest. They | 
are said to speak gratefully of 
the comparative calm of the cool 
depths of Vesuvius. 


* 

At a recent bull-fight nea 
Madrid a barrier collapsed and 
the spectators fell upon the bull. 
\In this country too there is 
nothing like a common love o! 
sport for breaking down bat 
riers, and it is no unusual oceur 
rence for spectators to fall upon 
the referee. ‘ 


The installation of the tele 
phone system in the Highlands 
has been formally inaugurated 
at the ancestral seat of the chiefs 
of the Clan Cameron. It is 
hoped that matters will be suffi 
ciently advanced to enable “ get 
ting the right number” to be 
added to the exciting contests 
at the Braemar Gathering. 





Tt is announced that the house 
formerly occupied by Miss Ernest 
M. De t is to be sold by auction 
shortly. We trust that every 
effort will be made to prevent it 
from going to America. 





“ Schoolboys six feet in height 





On the American stage, we read, they 
are introducing real dinners for dinner 
seenes. There is some talk of seaside 
boarding-house keepers adopting this 
novel plan. 

“The proper p onunciation of the 
Polish city is Bydgoszez,” says a weekly 
journal. Nothing could he more proper. 


A man aceused of bigarmously marry- 
ing seven women was released by the 
judge in order that he might straighten 
out the tangle he had got into. We 
understand that he has applied for leave 
to appeal against this order. 


During excavation in a chalk pit in 





| have never before been so numerous,’ 
says a Sunday paper. The explanatio: 
is that they were allowed to grow un 
checked when their fathers were a yay 
at the Wav. 

The stag-beetle is said to be a rare 
visitor to cities, and one which was cap- 
tured in the Strand the other day Wis 
apparently stupefied by petrol funn ; 
We can only say that we are glad it was 
given the benefit of the doubt. 








The Spread of Pacifism. 

“The general opinion in Peking is that a1 
era of peace has daw ned. Wu Pei-fu has de 
clared that if Sum Yat-sen persists in his op- | 
position he must be eliminated.” 

Daily Paper. | 
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BABBLE OF BABYLON. 
: (By our Fleet Street'llaneur.) 
[1 was only the other d: Ly that two or three of the freshest | 


Town were laid together to evolve one of 
} 


itest schemes of this spark] ing Season, bt 
Débutantes, Limited, bids { 
: in Upper Crook Street, 
j 


your g heads i n 
the brig it already | 


fair to outgrow the pretty offices | 


where I was received yesterday 
morning by the very efficient managing directress, Lady 


Hazeleen Gaber-Lunzie, who is, of course, the youngest bu 
e of the Karl of Seakale’ 
\s Lady Hazeleen kindly explained to me « 

ie venture is nothing more or less than a revival of the ok 

custom of chaperonage as a business proposition. 
short, the outcome of lady whose 

are ol 

hy andsomely to be seen in pub lie wit h a sirl ot the } ighe 5 

ial standing 


1 } a 
s charming ae ROO 


} 
| 


t 
Lt is, in 
a suggestion that many a 


ample means recent acquis ition would gladly 





f SOc —preferably titled—under her wing, as it 
i were, i 

Débutant Limited, is run on a profit sharing system, 

Lady Hazelesn-told me, and the fees are necessarily high 


| but these include publicit 
: 

} 

; also arranged, oy 
: During my short visit 
telephone gave me som 
A daily in this office. On 


mi venate 


hook 


y in any desired organ 


pi O 


vincial or over-seas Press, and snap-shot = ra graphs are 


the constant interrupt ns by the 


e idea of the business transacted 


one occasion the wile ot a textile 


a duke’s daughter for Church 


rang up to 


Parade on Sunday week; on another, Lady Hazeleen en- 
gaged herself to be the protégée of the consort of a canned- | 


salmon king at the polo-mateh between Patagonia and the 
Bootleggers at Roelingham next Saturday. 

I came away with the impression that the 
of Débutantes, Limited, are—well, unlimited. 


» possibilities 


. * * 


AON ANI LOE TL OTE 


The progress of another brilliant idea is less grat 
' to record, and widespread sympathy will be extende 
volatile “‘ Pogo’ of the Illyrian Legat who has | 
done so much unofficially to brighten London, in his disap- | 
pointment at the discouraging reception, by the powers 
that be up Marylebone way, of his proposal give us a 
livelier Lord’s. 
It was on the second day of last year’s 'Varsity Match 
his first experience of our national game—that he made 
the mot, which was in so many mouths at Nero’s Club that 
night, about the players not being the only ones to be given 
the blues. At the same time he expressed a 
nothing was done for the exhilaration of tl 
the long interval between luncheon and tea, and he } 


ily 
tothe} 


ing 
ing 


i a) 
( orusco, 1On 


} 


‘iment that 


MAZE 


tot 


e spectators in 


izarcs d 


the suggestion that, for 


instance, a clown on cee would be 


especially appreciated by the occupants of the 1 


her forlorn 


A AES 


le ¢ king coaches 


_PU! NCH, OR THE LON DON CHARIVARI, 


acigarett te,4* 


la leading aurist will operate upon the 


} 

i His offer to carry the notion into effect this year, and | 
a also at the Eton and Harrow Match, with the help of a few 
{ | kindred spirits, has, however, aroused no enthusiasm at the 

ig headquarters of cricket. 

ei | { } } | 
a | All the same there is some satisfaction in reflecting that 

ij the seed has been sOWND, and that even in the notoriously | 

1. | 


impervious soil of Lord’s it may ultimately come to fruition 


* * 


As I pointed out the other week, the people 
identified with the ‘ ‘ Help Harle sy Street '’ move 
not 
success of the Pathological Ball, which 
announce, has but proved a stimulus to 
this deserving cause. 

It has now been decided to take a leaf out of t! 
' the Stage and give emo yabtinan oj O} pport 


| Was th 


further 


unity of 






the sort to let the grass grow under their feet, 


who are 


, 
and the 


e first to 


efforts in 


a \ 
realising that} 


ie bor k ol| 


| 
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physicians, like comedians, have their lighter moments 
and that neither surgeons nor actors are as awful 
seem in their purely professional capacities. With thi 
Medical Kéte in the Royal Hospital 
grounds is being arranged, and I am permitted 
a few of the features tl 


as the | 


object a Garden 


r 
to me 


lat are contemplated. | 


Those who go in foi erpemgenrng are invited to bring | 
them alor a to ry conclusions with - JAMES (! ANTLIE 8S 
troupe of Vigorous Veterans, who sill fe sai give some of 
| their thrilling acrobatic displays. Visitors who are worried 
about having nothing the matter with them will be sure { 


find something in the Diagno Dip, and others under 1 


impr ssion “y they are not enjoying themselves ca 

hat put right in the Cour Tent. Refreshments will be d 
senind ut cording to the — Written on the sy 
of eminent dietists. In the band of surgical insti 


drum, and it j ped 


that Sir H. A. Barker may be induced to manipulate the 
bone 

It is in the power of the publie to make the Medical | 
Garden Féte an annual event. 

oo “ * 

The gloom of the theatre slump is, if anything, inte ed 
by the splendour of the continued triumph of J 
Clothes at the Yorick. St. Maur Ixe declares in fa 
though every other theatre in London has long ago i its 
‘“ House Full boards for firewood, those at the ck 
have suffered somuch {rol n exposure that they will have tobe 
replaced. This surely is conclusive proof of transeendent 
acting, superlative dramatisation and a fastidious discern 
jment on the part of the newspaper-reading public. At last 
night’s performance some of the suite of Prince Ab! 
| Abeba of Abyssinia were in a box; Lord Loosend sat in 


the stalls, and Mrs. and Miss Wilkins, of Wimbledon, oceu- 
pied seats in the dres The fact that it is possible 


ttract such audiences just shows that it can be done 


; circle. 
toa 


A SOCIAL PROMOTION. 


of te 
but a cultured gentle 


lccord 
the all 
the 


ing to a contemporary, the buraqla -(1 nol 


iterate ruffian of old, 


manners of a duke.) 

We made no moan; our hearts were fa 
broken, 

Though all om 


The heirloom 


plate had vanished ina 
salver and the silver token 

That handicappers are not 
’en though my Araimint 


Had likewise gone 


always right ; 


as every trinket 
(the burglar did not pi 


We murmured not ; 


we di 


i not even tl 


A dirty sort of trick. 


! we f und i 
In thinking how 
(According to the | 
Was not ait 
Not 


For oh 


to a rullan In 


Whom any ad cent 


Pure pleasure Y 


iched to one 


conso 


in ample 


lation 


the hand that did the de 


itest Iniormatu 
ot e 
a orimy 
househok ler 


‘labouring witl 


mi 


mn) 
ion bree 


} 1 
choker 


would find 
a po yk er 


(Catching him f 


from behind). 








This was a man of infinite discernment, 
Cultured and tactful, polished and urbane, 

The prospect of whose imminent internment 
Would almost move us to a sense of pain ; 

lor now we boast to all who (not a few) call 
That we're the only people in our set 

Whom one of manners even faintly ducal 

Has deigned to visit yet. 
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A SELF-DENYING ORDINANCE. 


“TO BE A TRUE PATRIOT ONE MUST SACRIFICE ONESELF.” 

















— 








ee ee 


|} up into the bathroom at ei 





Earnest Tennis-player (to daughter of the 
ME OFF MY GAME,” 


THOUCHTS IN A WATER FAMINE. | 


I pon’t know whether it is a more 
beautiful or a more repellent thought | 
that the water 
bath will soon be used to 
love-in-a-mist, the antirrhinums and the 
Anyhow, it makes one 
It makes one remember to have 


one 18 using In ones 


revive the | 
mignonette. 
think. 

the water in the bath as high up as 
possible, so as to keep the tank they 
have fitted under the drain-pipe in the 
garden fairly full. 
idea of theirs. I 
thought of it myself. I believed when 
the Water Board sent their 
saying that we would be put in prison 


} 
should never have 


circular, 


if we used any water for the garden, 


that the gardener would } 


ive to come 
ght in the 


morning and five jn the afternoon and 
that evervbody would have to have 
baths at seven and four, which would 


make it very diflicult to know when to 
| But the tank is a good idea It 
, ' ; 

is wonderful how the human brain 


triumphs over the treachery of 
also triumphs, in our case, 


of the Water Board 


elements; 
over the tyranny 
I don’t 

guessed that we s! 


SS 


| 
| 
} 
| 
i 
i 


10uld be so clever as 


That was a bright | 


suppose the Water Board ever 
; 


house), ““ASK THEM TO PUT SOMETHING ON 


to use second-hand bath-water, and 
feed the flowers with it and yet not go 
to prison 


But take for a moment a hypothetical 


case puppe sing there was a 


| might be, in tl 


there very weil sorany 
an, saddened perhaps 
by an unfortunate love affair, who 


tended 


1] 
Villiage, 


a stern hn 


a single moss-rose tree 
garden plot, and had taken a vow 


chin 
as life should 
And 


would 





would never shave his 
or wash himself so long 
last, 


supposing that this man, 
| 


' , 
because of his great sorrow. 


us 


ailliOse Ce 


P} en, either tl 
in Is ancestry 02 


ff is so weak, or simply 


tainly ha 


some Scottish st 


li me 
rougn 


» | 
rain ini 


because the s 


by reason of his grief, drank only 
whisky and drank 1t raw. Consider 
What the position of this man would 
be. The Water Board would not allow 
him any W iter at all except for do- 
mestic purposes. Not a drop. As a 
matter of tact, according to their circu- 
lar, it would be just the same if he 
( { s| 1, Instead of sit ol, moss-rose 
tree, a tennis-court Lb Dol ng-greer 
Ln r-Ca l peram| itor, a shop- 
ront or a paving-stone; he would not 


retresh 


might 


be allowed a arop ot water to 
I 
, though that 


any of these things 
he ever used. 


5 
r 


be the only wate 


THEIR HEADS, WILL 


nan, as | 


In a} 


| he woul 





you? THE Da; 


that 


kind of 


cot 


nuts and a 


to Say 


biscuit 


clusively with synthetic vitami: 


is difficult, nay almost imp« 


conjecture What such a man 
’ 


} One is naturally bound to as 


he would be a man of honout 
if any dishonourable men eat 


biscuits: and he 


too, tor much of 


one out ol 


lived en 


him after the s 


would be a tin 
the spirit woul 


Bo 


; 


of his dreams, so that he w 
deign to cheat the Water 

night-time, or dare to cheat 
day. 


Il think, he wo 


pelled to break his lifelong 


Obviously, 


; : 
Dulhe, and use the 


rose { 


he did that, as 
ence wit 
haps die of pneumonia mit 
despair. His death would 
Water Board’s door. 
would have of their 1 
There would only be two ot 
ble courses, unless he allowed 
die, which I take it 


rose to 


not do, because he would ] e chet 


} 


in memory of his faithless | 


like Isabella and the pot ol basil, ( nly 


bath-wat 


1 tramps at workhouse 


‘ 


\ 


pr bably be very Ul, a 
( 


ext meetil 


e 


e 


I for-'! not like that but quite different 


thar 


One | 





Peat wea ea 


WERE 


iia abi 2 





SS LRA 











| 
| 
i 





—_— 


Ju 


_—__ 
— 


cours 
six © 
near’ 
this 
notic 
be te 
soda 
then 
expe 
shill 
O1 
that 
Boal 
The) 
usiD: 
rose, 


| the | 


this 
are | 
was! 


and 
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course would be to walk some five or 
six miles (and back) with a bucket to the 
nearest lake. But at his age and in 
this hot weather one may dismiss that 
notion entirely. The other course would 
be to buy a hundred dozen siphons of 
soda-water in the village and squirt 
them at the moss-rose. That would be 
expensive ; but of course one gets a 
shilling back on every siphon returned. | 

On the whole I feel pretty certain | 
that he would bathe and die. The Water | 
yuld this ty! nny. | 


They would try to prevent him from } 





| 
j 
} 


ti 


exercise 


using any water at all for his moss 
rose, although he paid for water like 
the rest of us; they would drive him to 


this subterfuge of washing—and who 
are they to say whether a man sh 
and hound him finally to 
his grave. 

It comes to this, then: That there 
is to be one law for the rich and gre 
and prosperous, and another for 
lonely, non-washing, nut-eating, nea 
who happe ns 


a single rose, There 3 


“Grand Guignol’ for you. The country 


| more tragic and pitiable to think abou 


has come to a pretty pass when suc! 
things can be allowed. 
What makes the whole affair even | 


| 1s the attitude of people like Tomlinson 
| Lasked Tomlinson, the other day, how 


| he was dealing with this matter of the 
| water-famine, and found that he wa 


| by means of a hose fixed to the bath 
| room-tap. 


actually cleaning his motor-car at night 


He said that the water he | 


| Was using was only the water that one 


has to run off first in order to get a hot 


bath. Nobody will be surprised to hear 





that the day after telling me this he 
killed one of the station-master’s guinea 
hens when travelling in his guilty car. 
_ But the behaviour of Kemp-Brown 
is, if anything, worse. He and his 
family have baths by relays the whole 
day long. Those who are not bathing 
play tennis until it is their turn to bathe | 
again. And at night they water the | 
tennis-lawn. The tank under their 
bath-pipe is simply huge. 

I should like to narrate to Tomlinson 
and the Kemp-Browns the story of my 
poor old man with the moss-rose. And 
to the Bartletts too. They have as 
little public spirit as Tomlinson and the 
Kemp-Browns and they have about 


fourteen dogs, some with long hair. | 


They point out that nothing is said 
about dogs in the Water Board’s com- 
muniqné, and that the very stagnant 
duck pond into which Tiny and Tchit- 
cherin and Yung Ho will keep getting 
has now become rather a blessing, be- 
cause, although it keeps the footman 
busy with a tub in the yard most of 
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Chatty Stranger. “GOLF MUST BE A WONDERFUL GAME, GuvNor, THEY TELL ME 
rHAT THERE ’S A FELLAR OVER THANET WAY AS CAN MAKE A GOLF-BALL WRITE ‘ Daiby 
Mam.’ IN THE ATR,” 








Our Ephemeral Historians. 
From an American publisher's cir- 


the bedding geraniums, which seem to 
do particularly well on dog and duck- | 


pond combined, | cular :— 
That reminds me that the old manI| «37, G, Wells’ Outline of History. Gaod | 

spoke of, to whom such grave and | for 10 Days Only.” 

terrible injustice was done, might also 


have kept a dog and bathed it all day| “Great disappointment was yused in Prest 
B ‘Id t seem to} Wick this afternoon when John Wilson, the 
c some i t em bt 
long. rub ome 10W ao no € local ayduududududud idudduuuuduuuuns, 
see him doing so. Misanthropic, swart | a beaten on the last green.” —Glasgow D’aper 
and nucivorous, he was not a dog-lover, With such a handicap the surprising 
| | feel sure. If he fostered anything thing was that he survived so long. 
| besides the rose it was a cat or, more | Sia 
| 1 . 
| probably, faw n-coloured mice. From a trade circular :-— 
4 . 1 ae . ee 
I doubt if all these thoughts, beauti- | A special demonstration of - Coreete 
ul or repellent, whichever they may be, | (illustrated on Living Models) at Y.M.C.A., 
} ’ é , g 
would have come into my mind any-| St. No orders will be taken at the 
ll to the | Demonstration. 


where except in a hot bath fu he} , ee 
The hot bath is going’ on to the | This explains how the Y.M.C.A. 
| tains its reputation for being somewhat 


i strait-laced. 


main- 








top. 
greenhouse where the seedlings are. 
EVOR. 








the day, they have managed to save 
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| debt of gri ititude 
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you re ea thi it in this | ms lon of ours 
there are twelve people called STARKEY, 
and eleven people aed Geen a 
wonder if the SrTarKEys are lucky on 
the telephone. Or do they moan along 
the wires, “ Wrong number again, Miss! 
O miserable Srarkey!"’? 

The trouble is, | 
very few of these del 


THE BLUE FAIRY-BOOK. 

Mr. Punch’s article of last week on 
some of the names in the Birthday 
Ilonours encourages me to explore an 
even wider field, only to repel the 
charge that England is “less generously 
provided with arresting names’’ than 
\ine ica. 

Everybody in the Telephone-Book is, 


i] 


fear, that probab ly 
vhtful people re ally 


And what marve Hous 





j 1 
know each other. 


! 
of course, a perfect gentleman, and, | dial gues don't happen in consequence! 
having once courted publicity by having | Can’t you imagine them ? 
| their names circulated so widely, fam} ‘Hullo! Isthat you, Pivro? Hower 
ure the subscribers won’t mind my} wants a word with you.’ 
disereetly mentioning them here. If O: 


they do, they shouldn't have such nice ‘Hullo! Is that you, 


JAPHET, my 


names, for a nice name is public pro-| boy? Hullo! This is Noan.”” Noau 
perty. I will confess at once that my jis a butcher, of course. 
name is Haddock, and they candowhat| O 
they will with that. | “Hullo, Mars! Venus speaking 
| 


For all these fine old E 4m names 
are to be found in the Blue bt airy-Book. 


| How is it one 


There are some subscribers to whom | 
ve others of the telephone owe a signal | 


-which I now propose never comes across them 


to pay. The other day, for exam ple, as|in real life? Why does one never see 
] wandered sadly throug sh the waste of | Mr. Herspacr a Na notes with 
W’s, what balm descended on my soul | Mr. Grass? Wi y; oh wl y have l 


as my eye caught that littl | never been int roduced to Mrs. Srnver- 
yage 914: lyorp? Or Mrs. Tworexnny? Virtue 


OuSIS ON 


| , 1 . 
: 3 : : and VICE are both subscribers; but are 
Wen.ipetovep A & Sons, Butehrs & . ' 
* 7 | they in touel 
eEBES. Perhaps, however, I am wrong. It 


\nd not one WELLBELOVED only, but | may be that things 
it least four! [longed to eall the magic}than I ima 
number and whisper into the receiver, | 


tter 
gine, that every morning 
| GcopLap has a word with GOopLAss: 

© WELLBELOVED, are you there ? | and Mr. Burtar has a word with Mr. 
You have brightened this day for me, | CHEESE ; and Mr. Sorry has a word 
| 

| 


“are be ordered | 


WELLBELOVED. Farewell.” with Mr. Yeu; and Mr. Busy murmurs 
But nearly every letter, even the|a few home-truths to the Misses IDLE; 
dullest of them, bas its romantic relief. | and Mock and Turr.e get together. 
When you have waded in vainthrough| If not, there is something wrong 
the seventh page of that tiresome SMrrH somewhere, and I feel that there ought 
a Society for Getting into Toue h 


family, pass on a page or two. Soothe] to be 


yourself with the thought that, if you! with Tele ‘phone Subscribers with Jolly 
liked, you could have a word with|Names. Perhaps we had better found 
Mr. Sunsuine, Jupan. Or by simply|it at once. The names I have men- 


putting three pennies in the slot and | tioned ave 
turning the handle, you will be entitled | the 
tosay, “ Hullo! Is that you, Precious?” 


handful gathered on 
propose that anyone 
| wishing to become a member should 
‘Good morning, TreasurE!” or} compile a list of his own and send it in 
‘TRUELOVE, are you there?” ‘“ What's | to the Secretary. Tay will, of course, 
ina name?” said SHAKSPEARER, thereby | be awarded for the best list, and when 
gravely injuring his reputation ; for you] all the lists are in we can set to work. 


a mere 
surtace. | 


and I know that nearly everything isin|I am sorry, but I cannot reveal the 
aname. And [should liketoring up Mr.| plans of the Society in detail-at this 


Lovexy and ask if I might speak to his | date. 


daughter. I do hope he has a daughter. 


[Jur NE 21, 








MORAY JUNE. 
EXILES may wander far a-field 
And tind them deep delight 
Where tropic suns their magic \ 
\nd tropie moons delight : 
Yet one old corner will there be 


And year by vear there ealls for n 
The Moray June on Spe Vv. 


I never knew the season yet 
A ghost-wind did not blow, 
Ere ever the moon of May wa 
Froin hills of heather and sn 
| And stole into the tropic noon 
This message LO convey 
‘Come, taste a \ 
Come north ; 


gain the Moray J 

gain to Spey. . 

| Good are the burns of the In 
Pykara, Ie riyal . 

Good are the ghats and the runnin: 
That hurry to Malabar ; 

\nd oft my heart is merry with t 
Yet wearying for the firs 

The birch . 

trees 

Twixt Insh and Fochabers. 


andthe broom and t 





Who knows not Spey, the river of 


The rushing river and free ? 
| Who knows not Spey, the g 
strong, 

| And who will not 


That summer 


7] 
Lilil 


agree 

and winter, 
Blue day or silver noon, 

Rarest of all the rivers that run 
Is the Moray Spey it 


Who knows that 
shower, 
From Dulnan to Mulben, 
From Advie over to Aberlow 
And back to the Tulehan Glen 
Who Rothes knows and 
Cromdale, Craigellachie, 
Let him be counted of my kin, 
lor he is friend to me. 


Yall ¢ 


1 June 


land in shi 


To tempt me to its will; 
Through the loud bazaar and the t 
drums 
Its message conquers still ; 
And I swear that river and st: 
glen 
Shall now 


1922, 


Whereto their hearts will stray, 


tuthrie LL 


Year after year that north wind 





| ‘There is no THuRSDAY in this thrilling | 
| book, but there are two men who are 


| Monpay, and nofewerthan five Fripays, 


of whom are butchers. 
butchers have much 
taste In names ; 
BELOVEDS are butchers, and 
the LAVENDERS are butchers; 


| four 
course, 


But, ot} 
the best | 


three of 


is that it makes fantastic works of im- 
| agination seem so dull. I mean, when 


Ny 


two of the four WaeLL- | 
of Death; bu 
and two| phone Book—1l 
of the four Portwines belong to the| 
same fastidious trade. 
The objection to the Telephone- Book | 
| ve nted the 
| them up yourse 


The prize for the best Literary Name 


has been alread 
| ally, to Mr. 
The prize for 


is awarded to a suburban gentleman, or 


rather to his } 
been born into tl 
+ 


DEATH, 


And now, 


BensamMIn Crip. 


Mh all. 


salute the day 
this exile back again 
His Mor: ay June on a Bpey. H.B 


That gives 
y awarded, provision- Tha gives 


Making the Best of It 





“Putting the Weight—Won b 

10 3-5 secs.” —Scots Paper. 

We are glad to see that Scotla 
‘speeding up” an event which sp 
tors too often find intolerably slo 


yarents. Others have 
1e world under the name 


ut least in the Tele- 





ere is only one 


JOLLY 
* ASCOT. 
% * : . ri 
| ‘ - a k I . 1.30. rial Stakes of 10 sovs. ea 
suppose, you think 1 1D- | 599 covs, added. Seven miles 166 ya 


Very well, then, look 
lf, A: P. &. 





Some trial. 


Provincial Paper. 


mple 
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| exclaimed contritely. 
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HEADSY-UP! 


out undue ostentation when my 
caught me. 

“Why, you've forgotten Violet 
cried reprovingly. 

1 did my best to 
look astonished. 

“So I have! | 


“Well that’sfunin 
But I hadn't; and it 
wasn't. 

“Go little walkee 
with kind master,’ 
encouraged my wile, 
and our little dumb 
friend came prancing 
and pulling out tome 

| regarded Viole 
without favour; | 
dislike intensely 
taking her for little 
walkees ; she is the 

hortest-legged, 
longest haired dog in 


Christendom, and I have legs like ot * Headsy-up!” 


and am both bald and clean-sha 


The contrast between us is so marked | heartily at the keen young policeman’s | tent wi th this rash defiance, I ¢ 
| as to cause frequent 


comment. 

“] can’t take her,’ I said 
“she hasn't got a muzzleon. And 
know the muzzling order is in force 
again in our part of Hampshire.” 

My wife laughed. “ Headsy-up,” 
she said to Violet. Instantly ow 


| little dumb friend tossed up her 


| head and the vast Niagara of han 


was flung back. I bent to observe 
and there, half hidden in the mist 
below the dammed cataract, I saw 


| the glint of the wire entanglements 
' ordained by law. 


‘Headsy-down,” said my wife, 


| and once again the muzzle was 


swallowed up in the hairy deluge. 
it is seldom that | pat Violet- 
gently, | mean; but this morning 
| patted her in the real §.P.C.A, 
sense of the word. I felt she was 
going to be a companion to me. 

“Come on, Violet,” I called 
briskly; and Violet galloped on in 
front of me with her grotesque 
rocking-horse action. 

[ had not miscalculated. Before 
Violet and I had little walkeed a 
quarter of a mile six people had 
drawn my attention to her muzzle- 
less condition, 


the corner of the High Street. 


“Ha, ha,” [laughed unconcernedly— | he gasped, 
And fourof the six counsellors 
turned back and followed me in order 
to witness my imminent discomfiture. 


six times. 


“Ah!” gloated the keen 


| 
| J 
I was slipping out of the house with- The y followers parser l, 





and loud-spoken | 


grufily ; 


and had warned me of | 
the keen young policeman on duty at 


young the keen 


THE LON DON CHARIV ARI. (June 


9 9 
21, 1929 
policeman as we all ‘eek: into ie Vheciar tly, “ Headsy-up! 


On Tue 
High Street. | pa ised, 


suggesti vely ~ 01 
ney vesday he merely stared s odd 
ll trouble you for your name and|/and his hand was still: on 


.% | : ° ¢ 
Violet pAUse’ d. | his hand twitched 





wife 





address. Sir. if please,’ hoomed the} he blinked and his gaze shifted 
she} keen young policeman. “That there|his arms were folded : on Friday 
animal ain't muzzled.” hut bi es and kept his hands be d 
his back untilwe 
passed ; and Ons 
urday hedelibe: 
looked the oth 
and his hands hung 
limp and nerveles 
hissides. * Hi 
ip!” | remarke 
the back of h c. 
Ile groaned. He 
Was & brok« ’ 1) 
But tl ! 
ll, No, 1K H is 
DY now \ 
tablished the tact 
— Ss of Violet's ol ( 
"y » the Law ot 
: —— screened il 
Heavsy-ur!’ 1 comma p VIOLEr.” eye), I decided ' 


ourlittledumb friend 
|need no longer be subjected to 


| dignity of wearing a muzzle. Not 


I commanded Violet 
ven, The four followers laughed very 

7 = 
zeal, So did I, 


| self smirked self -consci vusly, 
| 


mistaken Violet her- | | to Say 


* Headsy up!” every t we 
But | passer d the 


keen youny polic a 
, | ? ; 
there was the very antithesis “of mirth | There must be something vei 


you|apparent upon the face of the keen | lating, ver y health-giving in the process 
es of law-breaking. I know I have 

=F? A Leal ot | cam *Y oe | P 
aiasieed { never felt better im my lif un 
Cone toe : | did for most of the succeeding 
VaR | week. My step became bu t 
i HH , 
weit und springy, my eye clear and 


challenging, and my complexion 
of that slightly-bronze d hue so he- 
coming to handsome men. People 
> remarked upon my magnificent ap 
pearance and asked me if I had 
just returned from a holiday. But 
the keen young policeman got pale 
und paler, his uniform sagged and 
his moustache drooped pitiably. 
Indeed, 
twinge of compassion for him when 


a single magpie while shaving and 
had broken my wife's hand glass 
(not that I’m superstitious) —the 
end came. 

I had, as usual, buoyantly turned 
the corner of the High Street 





policeman was not alone bee In- 
spector was with him, and, before I 
young one when, rising from the squat- | had time to double back, a w “hy 
ting position he had assumed to facili-| finger shot forth at Violet. A bitter, 
tate a close scrutiny of V ‘olet 8 js aws, | weary, disillusioned smile contorted the 
“Pass along, p! ease.” haggard face of the young 
Violet and 1 passed along merrily. as it’ s no good, Sir, 
And that was the first di iy of a glorious | if you will ‘ave it 
week. Every morn I wi ulkeed her up to 
young } oliceman, 


‘hi VAS A BROKEN 


policema 
"he sighed; “bul 
‘Fadsy-up! 
Violet proudly threw back her con- 
founded mane. 





and said | 


I was beginning to feel a | 


of course it was on a Friday, the | 
13th of the month, and I had seen | 


when 
I saw that the once keen young 
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<a and address,” said the In-| 





I, OR THE LONDON CH ARIVARIL. 493 


ffer. Thus is the money of the poor|army. The inspiration for this inven- 


\) 
spector brusquely ; and of course J was | tax-payer squandered, tion was received by Mr. James whilst 
fined the maximum penalty. | Put brietly 4 James's inventions|sitting in his tent one afternoon in 
The young policeman, I am sorry to | are these : July, 1917. 


say, is still in hospital. I aim told that | 
the ward and even the corridors ring 
with the poor fellow's 8 ravings, 

‘Kadsy- “up! he cries unc 
“*Eadsy-up!” 





‘THE WAR OFFICE AGAIN 





Yer another exainple is to hand, as |. 


Wwesay in ZD’he Slowshire Weekly Herald, 
of the dilatoriness and apat thy witl 
Which the War Office treats inventors 
Who are young and innocent enough to 
hawk their wares in Whitehall, 


2 ee appear that a Manchester | a 


sient Mr. Robert James, who was 


in i: Mameanenie during the War, bas |t 


recently perfected two inventions by 
the use of which he claims that we 

lraq, as one should now call it, to at 
feist one quarter of the lowest estimate 


et approved. In all confidence he took | 


his inventions to the War Office, but, | 


incredible though it may seem, the | 


mandarins of that establishment have 
returned them with a curt note to the 
effect that they regret that they are 
unable to avail / Ran ae of his kind 


should be able to reduce our garrison | 


Jeing struck during the Wai by the| He proposes that each mirage opera- 


lifelike appea ince Oo] the mirage s which 


yl tor should be proy ided with half-a-dozen 
re so frequently seen in the deserts i ea tins similar to those containing 
: 


| Mesopotamia, he has, by an ingeni ous | fire-extinguishers. On driving in the 


laptation of the cinematogra , per- | bottom rod by a smart blow on the 

ected a machine by which one is able! ground a triple-proof, self-stropping, 

to rept oduce upon a front of one hun-|non-reversible dust-storm of one hun- 

dred yards com plete det uls of a fe ree | dred per cent. efficiency would at once 
‘upying a defensive aati or of a! be released at the advancing Arabs. 

| battalion moving to the attack, Sup- | Under cover of this cloud the operator 





ported by machine-guns and artillery. | could repair bis machine or steal si ently 
It is patent therefore to the veriest laway. In this latter case the mysterious 
| ] ; 


| novice in the art of war that, with the | disappearance of an entire army would 
| eX¢ eption of a few operators, no troops | be sure to cause havoc among the imag- 


it all are required to quell an Arab | inations of the superstitious Arabs and 


rising or to extract taxes from recalci- | impress them with the futility of waging | 
trant tribesmen. The lifelike presenta-} war with so great a Power. 

tion of a defensive positic n would be As Mr. James reckons that only one 

leertain to stop all attacks, while the | sporadic kilowatt per hundred yards 

immunity from rifle bullets an d the | per half hour Is required to project the 

}mechanical ste: cet ness of the mir age | mire ige, and as the local price of each 

| battalion in tl ack would cause the|such u nit is only two mahelas, one 

lenemy to fly panie-strc ken long before | finds it rd to realise that the War 

the picture came to close quarters. ee have refused so tempting an offer. 


| ‘The second invention is merely a 
his inventions to a foreign Power, 


\safeguard and would only be used in 
Mr. James has decided to commercialise 


the event of the failure of the projector 
or should some unusually fanatical body | them. 
lof tribesmen venture to: ittack the mirage | due course. 


| i 
is understood that, rather than 
| 


Particulars will be pr iblished in 


























| morning: withoutany sign 


| submarine near the bridge; 





| illustrate more vividly by 
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THE ROSY PARKERS. 

tosy, because we are so healthy, or 
or least make such efforts to be; Park- 
ers, because it is in the Park—Hyde 
Park—that those efforts are made. 
Every morning, while you, dear, slothful 
and, I am seriously afraid, too corpulent 
reader, are still in bed, those efforts are 
resumed. Yes, every morning we, in 
the horrid search for fitness and slim- 
ness, 


up; before, really, the Park is ready | 
for us, because the chiffoniers are still | 


are walking in the Park before | 
more fortunate or less vain people are 


to be confused with those who ride. 
No doubt they too think that they are 


exemplary devotees of the goddess 
Hygiea; but we know that they are 


| really out for self-indulgence. To sit 
jon a horse—often on a horse that is a 
| good deal safer than a rocking-chair 
is not exercise. Talking to pretty girls 
| who also are on horseback is not exer- 
icise. Itis fun. Now we have no fun, 
| we who pad the salubrious hoof; with 
us it is all duty. 

The riders, however, have this in 
;common with the walkers—they are 
p unctual too 0. But the 1y also have a pair 





at work harpooning yester 
day’s paper bags, andthose 
who look upon this green | 
expanse as a dormitory are | 
only just beginning to | 
make those yawning | 
stretching movements 
which to them constitute 
dressing. But how un- 
ready the Park is I can 


} 


saying that all its chairs 
are then free, there being 
no one to collect the tup- 
pences. 

We are the most punc- 
tual creatures in the world. 
We meet and pass at ex- | 
actly the same spot every | 


of recognition, of course, | 
having been properly! 
brought up. I often won- 
der what kind of cataclysm 
would be needed to make | * 
us friendly. A terrificthun | 
derstorm might, if it sent | 
us to the same shelter; a} 
tidal wave on the Serpen- 
tine undoubtedly would. 
The: appet aranceot a hostile | 


\ 
Wife (wih 


the sudden collapse of the Sieresi* 








IM 


has been awake for hours and feels she 





bridge when all the King’s | Husband. “Yes—wuar 1s 17?” ee of Canterbury-bells. 1 he 
horses and all the King 8 j Husband. - LET US SEE, MY LOVE, WHAT A LITTLE SILENCE WILL po.” sheep are not where bhe y 
men are crossing it—that !— So ROSE ______| were yesterday. And this 
probably would. Or the explosion ofjof time-tables. The first brings them! reminds me of our constant problem 

the Magazine. But nothing much less; | to the Row at a given hour; thesecond| How do the sheep get there? Who 


for we have, as I 
brought up. 


But even if 


say, been properly 


we pass as strangers and 


| aloof we look at each other swiftly and 


narrowly—I mean those of us who are 
engaged i in the distasteful and uncom- 
fortable task of reduction. We look to 
see if there is any difference ; we com- 
pare notes. ‘“Confound the fellow,” 
we say, 
thinner;’’ or, on happier 
‘He's fatter than ever. Puffing more | 
than usual too.”” This sends us home| 
to bath and breakfast at peace with all 
mankind, 

We who walk are not for a ery 


mornings, 


| tingent. 
“he really is getting a little|on bicycles with towels round their 


What they think of the present c crowd 
who submerge only when the weathe: 
is warm can easily be guessed. 
could be no true companionship be 
tween such extremes, and one sees the 


season that will once more remove them 
from the rank and file and set them 
above them. Nothing else can do it 
for in the water all men are equal. 
They must be fairly intolerable fell Ws 
in their offices on black January days, 
these all-the-year-rounders, for it is a 
thousand to one that none of them keeps 





must speak to someone). 


his _Aretic exploits dark: so little in 
_ . | deed : are they a secret that 
|it would not surprise me to 
learn thatthe true pleasu: 
‘of mid-winter bathin 

| boasting about it aiter 
|wards. But now it is mid- 
}summer, and the wate 
fulland on Sundays so 
| in the mornings with n 
lin the late afternoo ns wil 

| gamins. 

| To the regular exercise: 
}in the Park there is som 

| thing new every morning 
The leaves are a littl 
larger, the blossom is com- 
ling on or g oll, the 
iducklings are growing, 
the moorhens are growing 
Some onedifferentis riding 
with His Masesty—for it 
is our privilege to see the 
Kina of England, very 
close to, every day, and ex 
change salutes with him; | 
or he has a different horse, | 
sometimes a bay, some 


a ao 
ong 


times black “ Delhi.” The | 

flowers in the herbaceous | 
i border change and gi 

place to new. The f 


aw? 


gloves, for example, are 
just disappearing in favour 








determines when they shall trot, when 
canter, when gallop. and when walk. | 
Whether they control, or whether their 
horses do, what mere pedestrian shall 
say? But horses are clever creatures. | 

Nor are we to be confused with the} 
bathers. The bathers are a hardy and 
for the most part more youthful con- | 
They arrive from all quarters | 


j 
| 
| 
| 
j 





|necks, whereas we live in the vicinity 
and walk. The bathers fraternize too ; 
all but (I imagine) the robust and in- 
sensitive perennials whose boast it is 


that they never miss a morning, not 
}even if they have to break the ice. 


has seen them on their way from the 
real country to this makeshift? Where 
were they shorn the other day?) What 
becomes of them when the time is ri ipe 
for the butcher? Has Hyde Park mut 
ton a flavour peculiar to itself, as the pr 
saléhas? Do epicures insist on getting 
it? And, finally, not only of Hyde 
Park sheep, but all: Do they know 
that if they had no entrails there 
would be nothing to string tennis 
racquets with ? E. V. L. 











Another Impending Apology. 


“Mr. — 


, the yell-known local tenor, won 
the | 


wronze medal,.’’—Scotch Paper. 


There | 


stalwarts longing for the return of the | 





: “| 
aise 
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“So YE VE 


lirst Coper, 
First Coper. “Dip Yr Dori 





“TO SOOTHE THE SAVACE BREAST.” 
‘Tur gramophone was playing a rag- 

It had played it thrice, a thing | 
of alarming suddenness. George (14) | 

/and Bessie (16) were teaching eac! 
ther the latest step. 

“Can't you dance to somet hing hettel 
than that?” I asked. 
“Oh, Mother, it’s awfully nice. All 
right--[_ know—put on ‘By Heck! 
George; that’s lovely.” 

It was not their fault. After all, | 
hadnevertaken them to heargood music. | 

| The thought was a shock. I was really 

| Very anxious they should grow up in 

| the knowledge of it. | 

| I waited till “By Heck!” had crowed 

| tnd clacked itself to anend. ‘Children,’ 

I said, “I’m free to-morrow night, and 

lm going to give youasimply glorious | 

treat. We'll go to the Opera.” 

| The response was not overwhelming 

Bessie's face was a blank; George's posi- | 

tively dropped. Perhaps mine did too. | 
| 
| 
| 
i 


} 
} 


| 


tune. 


| “What is it tomorrow?’ Bessie 
asked, 

| “IT don’t know. Look; there's the} 
paper,” 


SOLD THA MAI 


HIM HEN?” 
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' 
» Oo ) re Ar Last, How pip YE po ir?” Second ¢ WHISKY 
Second ( . “Divin a Birr. | DOPED THRE MAN THAT BOUGHT HIM 
* Othello,” said Bessie. “ Bessie,’ I whisp ‘ed, “shall we £9, | 
SHAKSPEARE Or someone, isn't it?” | dear?” 
George mumbled. “Go, Mother? Oh, no.” 
‘Yes. But it’s Opera,” I dared not look at her again till the | 
‘ Mother,” said George, “ would you | thing was over. Othello’s grief was | 
think me a most awful swine if--well, | terrible. His glorious voice broke in | 
lod heaps rather go to the pictures. So!sobs in the agony of his love and | 
much more exciting. Should I be a!remorse—sobs that smote on the heart | 
swine and clutched the throat. | wept with | 


e is only fourteen. 
man,” I said, “ you 


\fter all, Georg 


§ 
id 





s} all vO 
you, Bessie % 
; ‘I'dliketheopera, Mother—awfully.’ 
I felt 
\t tl 
Bessie if 


nodded without speaking. 


cheered. 
the First Act 1 asked 
yas enjoying if. 


e end ol 
she 


voice was wonderful 


note it he ld me spell-bound. 

When it came to the slaying of poor 
Desdemona I was troubled at what I 
had done in bringing Bessie—such a 
sensitive child. Her lips were drawn 
back from her teeth: her face was 
white: she stared, horrified. I was glad 
when the scene was over, but I almost 


How would she bear 
) 


dreaded the rest. 
it? Ought I to take her away : 


to the pictures. What about | 


| home 


j 
j 


| 





She|in a highly superior tone 


From the first} pictures compared with Opera. 


him. It was a grief to teat the heart 


ut 

Bessie and | were silent as we drov: 
At. breakfast the children discussed 
their evening 

“The pictures, George, said Bessie 


-“* No yh! 


Othel!o’s | You don’t get anything exciting on the 


You 
should have seen Othello strangling his 
wife! It was worth sitting through all 
the rest.” 








Extract from a“ Tipster’s "” advertise- 
ment: 

“At Ascot to-day I have got two ston: 
taintys {sic} on my 2/6 special. 

Yo 1 Can £0 bre eon these two.” 


} 


We should think it very likely. 
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A THEOLOGICAL PROBLEM. 


“ \MorHER, 8’POSING I DIED, sHouLD I Go 1% 


“S'posina I DIED BECAUSE A BIG BEAR SWALI 


$n a Good Cause, 

Mr. Punch has a reputation for being an importunate 
beggar on behalf of children. 
have to have mothers and it is just as well that they should 
have the best they can get—he ventures to plead the cause 
of the higher education of the future mothers of the race. 

Bedford College (University of London), the largest, as it 


| is the oldest, of women’s colleges in England, is in urgent 
| need of funds for the extension of its residential accommo- 


dation. Though primarily a day college, it draws an in- 


| creasing number of students from the provinces and out- 
| lying districts of London, and for these the advantages of 


living a corporate life in the immediate environment of the 
college and of avoiding the long daily journeys that involve 
much waste of time, are sufficiently obvious. The Council 
have at this moment the opportunity of securing a Hall of 
Residence admirably adapted for the purpose. The Uni- 
versity Grants Committee, realizing the vital importance 


| of residential accommodation in the Universities, have 


promised to double any sum that may be collected, up to 
£10,000. : 

It is for help towards this end that Mr. Punch very 
earnestly appeals to his readers. 
to the Treasurer of the Extension Fund, Miss Monknovse, 
at Bedford College, Regent’s Park, N.W. 

Physical development is to-day as much a part of women’s 
education as of men’s; and it is intended that some of 
the fund which the College hopes to raise shall be devoted 
to the purchase of a permanent playing-field. An attractive 


offer of a suitable ground has been made, but cannot be | 
kept open indefinitely. 


Gifts should be addressed | 


) HEAVEN?”’ ‘‘Yrs, DEAR.” 

WkKD ME, WOULD HE HAVE TO GO TOO?” 

Soca GaN A ED FO A TT 

| In aid of both these objects—a new Residential Hall and 
}an Athletic Ground—possibly with a preferential keenness 
| for the latter, the Students have arranged a Dance to take 


to direct his own orchestra, at the Hyde Park Hotel on 
| Monday next, June 26th, under the patronage of H.E. the 
| French Ambassadress, the Duchess or Norrouk, Vis- 
|countess Mersey, Viscountess Ruonppa and other sympa 
thisers. Tickets (25/-) may be obtained from Miss ILpenrr, 
Bedford College, or from the Hyde Park Hotel. 


STRAWBERRIES. 
QUEENLILY June with a rose in her hair 
Moves to her prime with a languorous air ; 
What in her kingdom's most comely? By far 
Strawberries, strawberries, strawberries are! 
Strawberries fresh, heaven-begot— 
What were the Summer without 'em, ah! what 


) 


Cool as the morning they come from their beds, 
Splendidest scarlets and dewiest reds; 

Cherry and nectarine, apricot, peach, 
Mentioned with strawberries! out upon each! 
Strawberries ripe—Pharaohs deceased, 

Say, set they ever such seal on a feast ? 


Gods of old Greece had ambrosia for food; 

Nectar divine for their table was brewed ; 

Here with the Midsummer, sweet with the sun, 

Have we ambrosia and nectar in one ;— 
Strawberries—ah ! yet we believe 

Apples were chosen for tempting poor Eve! 





But this time—for children | place, with Lady Bonnam-Carter as hostess and M. Casano | 
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ROSE-DAY FOR WELCOME. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. |. 


tangible as 


quarter mull > Was almMos is in- 
th 
tn 


esecurl reasu 


Monday, June 12th.—Only some two | and others ‘"—on which it appears to 


hundred Members were present when | have been based. 
the House of Commons resumed busi- A pointed question by Sir JoHn} 
ness after the Whitsuntide recess. They | 


were rewarded for their constancy by” 
witnessing a unique sight. Up in the 
| Public Gallery was a Baby! The in-| 
fant was extraordinarily well-behaved | 
and never uttered a sound, being appar- | 
ently more interested in the contempla- | 
tion of its own toes than in anything | 
said or done by the grown-ups below. | 
Indeed there was nothing very ex- | 
citing to arouse its attention. Ministers | 
were chietly engaged in the familiar art | 
of evading inconvenient questions. The 
PRIME Minister, asked whether the 
| Genoa Pact of Peace had resulted in the 
Soviet forces being demobilised, replied 
that, as they had never been mobilised, 
the question did not arise; but did not 
succeed in explaining to the satisfaction 
“ Mr. HoaGr how in that case the 
great forces massed on the frontier,’ 
_ Ot which he recently spoke, had arrived 
| at their positions. Sir Ropert Horne's 
account of the conditions under which 
we had recently lent Austria two and 








A POPULAR WHIP. 
Rr. Hon. Coronet Lestie WILSON. 
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“WouULD ¥ MIND PPING t ENGINE, Mapam? I want 
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BuTCHER on the prospects of the Free 
State Constitution Bill w neatly 
parried by the CononiaL SECRETARY 
iwith the statement that it was 
|p »ssible to give a categorical reply as 
ito the effect of a hypothetical amend- 
|ment to a hypothetical provision in a | ' 
| Billnot yet introduced "—which sounds 
reasonable. | 
| General cheers endorsed Sir DonaLp : 
| MACLEAN’S congratulations to Colonel 
| Lestig Winson on having been made 
ja Privy Councillor; and they were re- i 
| newed when Mr. CHAMBERLAIN tactfully 
put up the new “ Right Hon yurable”’ to i 
lmake the usual statement about the | 
| business of the House. 
| A very small audience heard Lord 
WINTERTON'S exposition of the draft 
lrules for the Burma Constitution. 1 
lrather fancy that the knowledge of | 
most Members on the subject of Burma | 
is about as extensive as my own, and 
|is chiefly derived from Kietina. Any- | 
|way they seemed glad to know that | 
} 


as 


“im 





Supi-yaw-lat and her sisters were to be 
admitted to the electoral roll. A lady 
| who habitually smokes “a whacking 
| white cheroot” is obviously able to 
ihold her own with any mere man. 

















5CO 


The Constitution received the 





sabe 


ible support. of Colonel Wen«awoon, | Minister 


who claimed to be the onl 
Member of the House whio 
had been in Burma, It 
that his visit, as 
he frankly confessed, only 
lasted three or four days, 
but affections ripen quickly 
in the East, and it was 
long enough to make hin 
love the Burmese peopl 

1d to arouse, he believes, 
ecipt ocal feelings on theii 
pa The Chins, | ain 
told, claim him as one oO! 
themselves. 

The Allotments Bill re- 
ceived a Second Reading. 
Mr. ACLAND regarded it as 
a safeguard against social 
The man who 
plot of his own 

after will tak 
ery little interest in othe: 
people’s conspiracies. 

Luesday, 13th.— 
The newspapers have been 
filled with denunciations of 
the Home Secretary for 
having advised the re- 
prieve of the murderer, 
Ronatp Trur, on the 
ground of his insanity. 
Che agitation had spread 
to the House, and it was considered cer- 
tain that there would be a motion for 
the adjournment, and possible that the 
division would be a thing. 
Rarely, if ever, has there been such a re- 
vulsion of feeling as was caused by Mr. 
SHortt’s defence of his action, which 


$s true 


revolution. 
as a 


to look 


J ne 


close-run 


was, briefly, that, both in appointing ay 


Committee of inquiry into the convict’s 
| state of mind and in accepting its 
decision, he was acting 
accordance with his statutory duty. 
Mr. Houmes, however, persisted in ask. | 
ing leave to move theadjournment : 
only about a score of Labour Members, 


together with Sir F. Banpury and a few | 


| others, stood up in support, and accord- 
ingly leave was refused. Mr. SHortt | 


was warmly cheered as he left the 
House. 

The Vote for the new Cabinet Secre- 
tariat—familiarly known as the Down- 
ing Street Garden Suburb—produced 
one of the best debates of the Session. 
Sir DonaLp Macrean led off with an 


account of the gradual growth of the 


Secretariat, a war-time innovation, 


until it now comprised a ae per: | 


sons and cost thirty thousand ; year. 
He doubted its usefulness and fe: fire it | 
would turn the Prnm Mixtster into a 
President. 

His fears were derided by Mr. Cuam- | 
BERLAIN, Who quoted the Earl of Ban- 
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ARL WINTERTON 


absolutely in | 


but | 


\ P rime 
either a 


, : 
FOUR lor the statement that eve 


IS accuse 


“A NEATER, SWEETER MALDEN 


ASSISTS A YOUNG LADY 


“ON Hi 


puppet ora tyrant. With the growth 
of Cabinet work the Secretariat had, in 


| 
| 
| 
' 
| 


| 


} 





Ea . 

The Rev. Cuappany Macevisten. 
1s TEREWTH ? 
| FRIE NDs, No!” 
i 42 nde1 


; With a misstatement of facts. 


to grow up with a respect for veracity 


Mr. ietilitess 


‘WHat 
Is rr Summer Time? No, my 


‘Summer Time every Clock had a face 
| whic h confronted the rising generation every day 
How in these cir- 
cumstances could they expect the rising gene ration 


L ONDON CH ARI. ARI 


= 





ROAD TO MANDALAY.” 


| 


[June 21, 


his opinion, become a necessity, and | 


counted himself fortunate in being able 


Lo enjoy the Services ¢ f 


‘ } 
» #6 } wil 


} 
body of met 


york with such deyotio) 


under any pre e, fe 
anv length of time, at any | 
hour of the day o: i 
With commend ble 
restraint the trade 
ists present refrains 
shouting “ Blackle: 
when they heai 
seription 
Mr. Asaurru ei 
that the existenc: 
Secretariat was 
patible with the « 
mutual contidene ! i 
solute secrecy \ it 
theory, but not, [ { y, 
alway 3 In practice Was 
the essence of the et 
system, and decla 
Mr. GLADSTONE a Lore 
BEACONSFIELD \ I have 
shuddered at t! 
of any outsider being ] 
sent at a Cabinet Meetir 
Mr. Liuoyp GreorGce 
igreed, but said that! ts 


hadmovedsince tlie time, 
when, for example, there 


were no telephone A 


return to “the dignitied 
channels on which we sailed so easily 
to the cataract of 1914 ” was now im- 
possible, and he prophesied t 
future Administration would be e te 
dispense with the new machinery that 
he had set up. There was a ¢ | deal 
' more criticism, but eventually the Vote 


was carried by 205 to LLL. 

Wednesday, June 14th.—The Lords 
were graciously pleased to give tne 
LorpD CHANCELLOR leave of absence on 
June 28th, in order that he night go 
and he ‘* doctored” at Oxford. 

Then they gave a unanimous Second 
Reading to the Allotments (Seot 
Bill, though the Duke of 


BuccLEUCH 


‘expressed the hope that in Commuttee 


|; ever, 


it would be made as much hke the 
English Bill as possible. When, how- 
Lord ULLSWATER endeavoured to 
amend the Salmon Fisheries Bill in the 
direction of putting the English tishe1 
men of the Solway on an equa 
their Seottish competitors, his (race 





| was less complaisant. At present the 
Scotsmen enjoy several advantages 
six hours a week less close-t fj 
smaller mesh for their nets, and * stake 
nets” as against the English © hall- 
nets.” The Dukr was not at all ine] 

to surrender these privileges, un 





indeed, Lord ULLSwATER couid pe | 
suade the Government “to give ber | 
wick-on-Tweed back to Scotland. 
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| AN ECHO OF THE HEAT-WAVE, 
Ardent Cowiist. “Qcvite COOL, QUITE CooL. Coors AS BLAZES, COOL AS BLAZES 
Lord Ututswarer doubted if even then|of the draftsmen) that they picke d so | SHORTT thatseveral members ofthe Met 
| the Scotsmen would yield; “they will | few holes in it. jropolitan Police Foree are acquainted 
die at the stake-nets rather than sur- The laymen had their turn when the| with one or more foreign languages, 
render them.” Summer Time Bill came up for dis-}and that it is in his opinion unneces- 
Unless the Oil in Navigable Waters| cussion. On the whole the late Mr.| sary to offer them inducements to im- 
NM Bill passes into law there may soon be! WiLLEr?’s ingenious idea has met with| prove their linguistic capacity, But 
E no fish for them to quarrel about. Lord | the approval of the town-dwellers, but} his objection to furnishing them with 
fe | Montacu gave a lamentable account of | the agriculturists are still opposed to}a special badge seems less intelligent. 
; the disastrous effects of oil on fish and/it as “agin’ natur’.’” Mr. Macgvis- | They would, he thinks, be so constantly 
i | bird-life in the Solent. He had seen} TEN, too, denounced a measure whieh | called upon to act as interpreters that 
‘ forty swans dead, killed by oil. Lord}ecaused our clocks to set an example | they would have no time for their ordin- 
F | Mayo was more concerned witli its in- | of mendacity to the rising generation >) ary duties. But they would probably 
3 | convenience to humans. He knew of! but was well answered by Mr. Hopxrs-| prevent a good deal of the crime now 
| ladies who had emerged from the sea|sox, whom I take to be a disciple of | committed on or by foreigners, and the 
“perlectly filthy.” Faney Venus Ana-| Einsrei, since he averred that time | ordinary duties could be done by the 
dy mene iD such conditions ! Even | wasrelative not absolute: “ If¢ ne moved | monoglots. ¥ F 
Lord Brarstep, who was at first in-| towards a clock it went quicker, while | The Prime MINISTER was looking 
clined to oppose the Bill in the in-|if one walked away from it it _went | unusually gium, possibly as the result 
y terests of the “ oilers,”’ was impresse djstower.” I must try that experiment | of hearing from t} e Leap R OF THE 
i by the arguments and retired into his| one day with Big Ben. Housrthat there wouldalm stcertainly 
RS shell. | Thursday, June 15th.—A shock was|have to be an Autumn Session. But 


The “ honourable and learned’ Mem-| caused by Captain Guest's revelation 
bers of the House of Commons spent a| that there are less than a hundred “ain 
busy afternoon in amending the mam-| worthy’ machines licensed for civil 
moth Law of Property Bill. Consider- | aviation in this country. Mr. Punch’s 
ing that it is designed largely with the| advice to Prifannia ( ide last week's 
intention of reducing the public depend- | cartoon) appears to have heen only 
ence upon lawyers, it speaks well for | well justified. : 
their patriotism (and also for the skill| It was pleasant to learn from Mr. 





) eee 


r too} 


| 


| and.on the whole, reassuring statement 


ne, indeed, the 


jupon India. At one ti 
| Under-Secretary had no fewer than 
| four Cabinet Ministers among his some- 

what seanty audience—a tribute to his 
| growing reputation. 


he stayed to listen to a good part of | 
ir-} Lord Win TERTON’s excellently delivered | 
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A BALLAD OF BOAR’S HILL. 


Two years ago ‘twas stated that every Jack and Jill 


| Of genius had migrated from Oxford to Boar's Hill, 


And since divine afflatus was fostered by the cure 
The Hill’s Parnassian status seemed destined to endure. 


For there Victorian lions lay down with Georgian lambs 
Or pushed their precious scions, young prosodists, in prams; 
Well-water was not ample, but those who wished to sing 
Could always safely sample the Heliconian spring. 


But, recently week-ending hard by the sacred fount 

And duteously ascending this memorable mount, 

Where on contiguous ridges, each in his bowery dell, 
Joun Maserietp, Roperr Bripees and Ginpert Murray 


dwell 


Alas! I sadly noted, where’er I took my way, 
Signs of sophistication and symptoms of decay ; 


| A crass commercial coma now threatens to efface 


The raretied aroma that dignified the place. 


For when, the summit scaling, you pause to scan the scene, 
A peer’s portentous paling erects its monstrous screen, 
Blocking from all beholders the loveliest view I know 

Of Oxford as she smoulders and glitters down below. 


Where every prospect pleases but only Art is vile, 
New structural diseases the landscape now defile 

Villas de luxe repeating the manners of Mayfair, 

Its fine luxurious eating, its centralized hot air. 


r: 


The merry Oxford golfer from Frilford homeward bound, 
The Philistine, the scoffer, invades this holy ground ; 
And nurses with their charges regard him with dislike 
As down the hill he barges upon his motor-bike. 


No more are rustics bidden to plays of Ancient Greece, 
Uncultured and unchidden they vegetate in peace ; 

Greek is no more in fashion for chauffeurs, maids, or grooms, 
Dancing is now the passion in Muscovite costumes. 


The memories that cluster about the Poets’ Hill 

| Already lose their lustre; the nightingales are still ; 
And Oxford in revival looks proudly from beneath 
Upon the coming rival of Hampstead and its Heath. 


Morat. 
Bards of the finest feather, avoid your kind like sin; 
For if you flock together the world comes butting in. 
The facts I tell confirm it: the lights that never wane 
Are kindled by the hermit who shuns the crowd profane. 








Very Strenuous Golf. 


championship caused some surprise, for Miss Jean McCulloch, cham 
pion of 1913, was beaten by Miss C, Shewan, a local player, after 
; 20 miles.”— Welsh Paper 


“ The feature of the first professional golf tournament at Roehanp- 





nine hours.”—New Zealand Paper. 





has written and sung of mothers, babies, roses, stars, birds almost 
without end, and always his futile brain is on the alert for new 
themes.”—Provincial Paper. 

Wild horses would not drag from us the name of the poet 
thus contemptuously treated. 





“The season for the shooing of game opens on May Ist.” 
New Zealand Pa; cr, 
In the Northern Hemisphere there are no restrictions. 
Cats and beetles may be shooed at any time. 





X 


‘\ 


“The result of the first two rounds of the Scottish ladies’ golf | 


ton was that Rush, a comparative outsider, defeated A. Mitchell in | 
the first match round, owing to the latter's erratic play for the last 


“Tn his titles and themes Mr. —— has covered a lot of ground. He 


THE END OF THE STORY. 

I HAVE a theory that a poem or indeed any great literary 
work to be really effective should be left unfinished. The 
last Act of all plays ought to remain unwritten, the con- 
cluding chapters should be omitted from every novel. My 
point is that the final solution of the problem might then 
be shaped and coloured by the imagination of the audience 
or reader instead of being merely dictated by the personal | 
prejudice or fancy of the author. 

Several years ago I accidentally heard the opening couplet 
|of a poem hitherto unknown to me, and it brought me to | 
jrealise the tremendous advantage of the unfinished work. 
|The lines (1 know not even whether I heard the authentic 

text) were as follows :— 





“Oh, fat white lady whom nobody loves, 
Why do you walk in the fields in gloves?” 
I am totally ignorant of the identity of the author of 
this couplet; I have neither heard nor read the remainde 
of the poem, if there be any remainder; the important { 
is that by chance I became acquainted with these two d 
tached lines and they have haunted me ever since. 

One cannot deny that the imagination is stirred by then 
to a sense of some deep mysterious tragedy. Why did 
nobody love the f@ white lady, and why, oh, why did 
walk in the fields in gloves? ‘These are the questions t} 
thrust themselves inevitably into the mind, and there is 1 
answer—there never can be any answer—unless, of course, 
you should have the bad luck to be acquainted with the e1 
of the poem. 

Naturally I have my own solutions : 
| that the lady was an orphan employed as a governess by 

wn unsympathetic, spiteful woman. She took a dislik 
| this poor governess and bullied her, making unkindly ret 
ences to the size and the redness of the girl’s hands. She 

vas a timid creature with gentle eyes and was really not 
very fat; she would have been quite nice-looking only he 
hands spoiled her, Her turbulent pupils, taking their « 
from their mother, united to make her life a misery. ‘I 
father of the family had at first inclined to be kind to t 
girl, but his jealous wife soon put a stop to that. She wa 
alone and friendless. 

Stay; there was a little curate who sometimes called, and 
when he looked at the girl, whose name was Ruth, ther 
was something in his expression that caused her heart to 
| beat wildly. Her gentle eyes attracted him and the s 
| modulations of her voice were as music in his ears. but 

jher great red hands—they were too awful. He winced 
| whenever he caught sight of them, and she noticed it and 
| grew sad. 


my favourite one i 


No, he really couldn’t stand those hands, and at 
last he ceased to come. 

Then it was, of course, that Ruth took to wandering 
forlornly in the fields wearing white cotton gloves to conceal! 
the roughness of her hands, which had now become hateful 
and ugly even to herself. Perhaps one evening she met 
the little curate by the stile near the spinny, and possibly, 
since her hands were now hidden, his love conquered and 
they were married and lived happily ever after; or perhaps 
ishe never saw him again I do not know; I do not 
wish to know; I prefer to let my imagination weave its | 
|own delicate romances around this mysterious lady who 
| wandered so pathetically in the fields. 

And you must agree that the whole thing would be spoilt 
if one knew the author’s answer to the question. 

* * bd * 

The other day I was discussing this theory of mine with 
Birtwhistle, and I related, as I have done to you, the fanci- 
ful story which I had developed from that chance couplet 
heard long ago. 
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“Wilt YER PLEASE ’Or {UP A BIT LONGER, Mister? ALBERT'’S DROPPED ‘IS ‘APENNY.” 
“That 8 very odd,” he observed when J had finished, a} pelled her youngest boy to take his fishing-rod and climb 
striking coincidence.”’ | up into the branches of a large elm-tree that overshadowed 
“What is odd?” I asked. “What is a coincidence, Birt- | thelawn. As the governess and Mr. Jones, strolling togethe 
whistle? after tea, passed beneath his hiding-place the child, obey- 


ing his mother’s instruetions, let down his hook and line. 


you have just related, which you declare to be entirely im- | Before the unsuspecting girl knew what was happening she 
aginary, and an ineident which to my person: ul knowledge | felt her wig jerked suddenly high in the air, and she stood 
fore her horrified lover with a head as smooth and bald 


“The remarkable similarit y,” he said, “ between the story 


actually occurred some little time ago.’ | ba 
| “Tell me,” I said. las the egg of an ostrich.” 
“An aunt of mine,” Birtwhistle began, “whom I will} ‘Good heavens,” | eried, “ what an abominable trick! 


call Mrs. Walton, had engaged a governess to reg wer her! But what happened? Surely it made no difference; surely 


younger children, She was a modest comely girl, but she| his love was strong enough to thwart your aunt’s cruel 

suffered from one great affliction, even more di stre ssing, | ' 

perhaps, than the painful redness of your white lady’s| 

hands. As a result of some severe illness in her childhood | 

she had permanently lost her hair, and was consequent ly | | The n he did a most unexpec ‘ted thing 

obliged to wear a wig. So cunningly was this contrived, ‘What did he do?” | eried impatie ntly. 

however, that only my aunt was aware of the girl’s secret | Birtwhistle reached for his hat. ‘“ Re rally you mustn't ex 
“ About this time a Mr. Jones, a well-to-do bachelor, began | pect me to tell you the end of the story,” he said reprovingly 

to bea frequent visitor at the house, and everyone cone luded SSS 

that he had succumbed to the charms of Mrs. Walton 's| Fashion Notes. | 

eldest daughter. My aunt was highly elated and encour aged| “Ibis likely, writes al, a me tomy ii that the royal ony 

bim assiduously. However, it proved to be the governess |)..." — wed by NS» Se ae to te Peaieiek Manan 

lholes. The buttonhole must not be too large. incial Paper. 

Who had stolen Mr. Jones’s heart, and one day, to the| If it is the button comes undone. 

astonishment of everyone, he proposed to her behind the | a 

Cemnee- house and was acce pted. “Reuter wires that H.M. the King has invested General Si 
“My aunt was furious when she learned the news and in | J, A. Haldane with the Grand Cross of the Order of St. Medical and 

her jealous r age she resolved to take a malicious revenge. | 5t- George.”—Indian Laper. Ea 

When next Mr. Jones came to visit his tiancée she com- | Te can now describe himself as a Knight Hospitaller. 


intention ? 
He regarded his fiancée in amazement,’ continued 
Birtwhistle, “‘as the terrible truth dawned on his mind 
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| der 
| unromantic conditions ; 


| celled in the bud. 


| little reminiscent of Dea» 
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Krom his point of vantage on the 
Dover Road (where the milestones 
come from) it was Mr. Latimer’s plea- 
sant habit to intercept eloping couples 
and decoy them into his house with 
the humane object of proving to them 
the error of their ways. By means of 
a private secret service, which his great 
wealth could easily command, he antici- 
pated their intentions and arranged 
breakdowns for their cars in his neigh- 
bourhood, Having got them in his house 

-a sort of hotel, as it is represented to 
them—nhe follows a regular routine of! 
discipline, with the aid of 
a well- drilled staff. The 
man’s luggage is made to 
disappear and he is put 
into a draughty room, 
from which he emerges 
next morning with a 
heavy head-cold and 
without his one suit of 
clothes which an intelli- 
gent footman has delib- 
erately dropped into his 
bath. He is thus made 
ridiculous in the eyes of 
or else is him- 
self disillusioned by her 
attitude towards him un- 
these strange and 








and the escapade is can- 


The idea, though a 
Brutus—for Latimer is 
the Lobb (but more vocal) 


of this November Night's 


Dream, is very freshly DOMINIC DECLINES TO LOWER HIS DIGNITY. 

conceived and very gaily Nicholas . .... oe Mr. Joun DEVERELL. 

carried out. . Dominic pen o 8 Mr. ALLAN AYNESWORTH. 
As the curtain rises on a ee ae ee Mr. Nicuonas HANnen, 
Bi : Mr. Latimer . Mr. Henry AINLEY. 


the reception - room of 
Mr. Latvmer’s house a run-away pair 
are expected, and in a few moments, 
punctual to the tick, they arrive. They 
are Leonard and Anne and have no 
surnames. He is a married peer and 
she is a perfectly innocent girl, brought 
| up in seclusion and tempted away by 
his promise to show her a larger world. 
The sight of him next morning, un- 
shaven, wearing a borrowed dressing- 
gown and very greedy over his break- 
fast, is enough to kill romance in her 
maiden breast. 

Meanwhile a different kind of dis- 
illusionment has been achieved in the 
case of another couple who are just 
completing their week of correction. 
They are Nicholas and Eustasia (Leo- 
nard’s wife) and have no more surnames 
than the other two. Here it is the 
man who has been disillusioned. Sub- 





N 


who was always fit) for playing the} 
ministering angel when pain and an-| 
guish wring the brow; and in tending 
his catarrh she presses food upon him to 
the point of loathing. Thetwo couples, 
it will be seen, are ingeniously con- 
trasted. 

But perhaps the most original feature 
in Mr. Mitne’s treatment of the situ: | 
ation is his almost total disregard of the | 
element of sex, which is popularly sup-| 
posed to play some part in the relation- 
ship of lovers. Having-indicated with 
sufficient that Latimer has| 








clearness 








arranged for Leonard and Anne to be 
lodged in different quarters of the house, 
he drops the subject altogether. Now 
Latimer’s avowed object was to reveal to 
his patients the prosaic side of romance, 
and I make no complaint of the rather 
arbitrary methods by which he creates 
an atmosphere of disillusionment. But 
it never seems to occur to the author 
that the germs of disillusionment do 
not usually operate until passion has 
exhausted its novelty, and here it has 
had no chance. 

Mr. MiLye calls his play a “ comedy.” 
But it is not a mirror of life in one, at 
least, of its most obtrusive aspects. 
Better to have called it a “fantasy '"—a 
name thatcan always be made to cover a 
multitude of errors and omissions in 
the matter of human probability. In- 
deed there was a moment—it came 
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jected to identically the same treatment | with the threatened collision between 
AT THE PLAY. as Leonard, he discovers in her a ma- runaway husband and runaway wife 
“Tur Dover Roap” (Haymarket). | ternal instinct (starved by her husband, | under Latimer’s roof—when, if we had 


had to do with just any author, we 
should have trembled at the prospect of 
a farcical development on Palais Royal 
lines. Mr. Ming, of course, easily 
avoided this, yet he did not tense 

escape the t taint of farce. Some thing 
very like it occurred, as so often in 
otherwise reasonable plays, before the 
curtain rose. I refer to his selection of 
characters for eloping purposes. It 


Wis 





not too likely thatatype like Anne would | 


run away with a type like Leonard (or 
indeed any other married man); |ut 
that Hust could have found in 
Nicholas, or he in he 
any single quality worth 
eloping with was frankly 
unbelievable. 

Latimer’s vocation (1 
use the word almost in 
the Script tural sense of a 


asta 


*calling’’) was, of c e, 
very safe in Mr. Hien NR 
AINLEY’s hands. He was 


r the one actor for the} 
He is a past-maste 
the art of not accent 
ing; the best possible e 
ponent of Mr. 
method of elliptical un 
derstatement. He wor 
a monocle, and I liked 
his fatherly way of look- 
ing over the top of the 
spectacles which weren't 
there. 
symbolic of Nature's al 
horrence of artificiality 

As the butler M1 
ALLAN AYNESWORTH Was 
a very perfect model of 
impassive decorum. for 
a man so intelligently an 
ticipative of his master's 
wishes and, at need, so 
brilliant in initiative, his self-repression 
was astounding. 

Inthe part of Nicholas I greatly en- 
joyed the dry humour of Mr, DevereELt, 
very quaintly delivered with a most 
engaging crack in the voice. Harder 
things were asked of Mr. HANNEN as 
Leonard, At first he seemed a little 
colourless, but heimproved, as good men 
do, under misfortune, and simulated a 
heavy cold as well as it could be done. 

In Miss ATHENE SeryLer’s clever 
sketch of Hustasia anyone—especially 
those who have been wounded—could 
easily recognise the kind of ministering 
angel who ‘ought never to have left her 
heavenly home. 

Finally Miss Nancy ATKIN, with her 
youth and freshness, made avery charm- 
ing Anne. She has personality, and if 
her voice lacks modulation, that will 
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come with experience. For so young | by hanes in Oxford a lL was pre- | you say he at was?” he said, standing 
; an actress it was a performance full of | facing a discourse on my political views |a small effigy of Cuartie Crarriy 


| promise. by a witticism which had been well re- | the table. 
I find I have said practically nothing | ceived more than once, when I found We all guessed. “A choco 
| about “ the Staff.” They too said prac- | that Michael had left me, soliloquising. Charlie?” “An inkpot?” “A mar 
tically nothing, but they may have I looked round and saw him pointing | cure case? ” « A pocket trouser-pres: 
thought the more. In any case their | like a terrier at an object in a tobacco- ‘A dud?” said IT at last, knowing 


efliciency was beyond prais>. | nist’ s window. I turned in disgust and | perfectly well what it pretended to ly 

1 missed the first night, and when Ij walked on. In a few minutes he ran} Michael looked at me reproachful! 

| saw the play there were not many spon- | after me. | but the corners of his mouth curled 
_ taneous outbursts of laughter; it came; “Just look at this!’’ he exclaimed, | confidently as he said, “ Look!” 


for the most part in ripples of quiet | aiming a miniature revolver at me,| Welooked whilehesnatched Charli: 
appreciation from the intelligent. To! which burst into a small flame when he | cane from his hand and struck him ov | 

see Mr. MILNr properly appreciated | | pulled the trigger. the back with it. There was, as | 

you must attend his first nights He! “By y Jove, that’s neat,” [ said, and | anticipated, no result. He struck 

writes —as he has always written to|the rest of our conversation revolved peatedly, viciously, with exasperatio. 
please just himself and his understand- | round lighters, though by the time we | while we watched patiently with unlit ; 


ing friends. The change from jour- | parted the revolver had ceased to light. | cigars. 
ni alism to drama has seen little change| [had alwi aysunde rstood that Mic hi ve nil * Poor old Charlie,” I said at lengt : 
in his manner. He has [— ‘leave him alone {i 
inserted some entrances }bit. To-day,” 1 ¢ 
and exits, adopted a} | tinued impressively “7 
few conventions of the | bought the most re 
theatre just to show able, the most ing: : 
that anybody can pick ious and, for its ef! 
up the rather over-rated ciency, the most ridii 
tricks of the trade, and lously cheap lighte 
here and there thrown | the market. I wa 
in, rather contemptu- | please sd with it, Micha 
ously, «a “ Well, L’m | thi it I hought one 
damned!” to appease | you, 

the groundlings; but for | ‘That 'sawfully 
the rest he is still, in his | lof you,” he said, In 























later phase, the same | ling with gratitude a 
«“ALA.M.” Critics may | ae looks simp! e 
tell him that he writes | | enough . went - 3 
too much or that his | | putting my hand int 4 
stuff is too thin, but Imy pocket, whe 4 
this does not affect the | Michael’s eager ga g 
flow of his faney or the | | remained transtixed ss 
freshness of his style. | “The actual light 
He just goes his own | |is about the neat 
ery the old irrespon- | The Economist, “SHAKE THE WATER OUT O' THEM BIG EARS 0’ YOURN BEFOR! | thing made; whi 
sible way; and of the | YOU comp oUT, ERNIE; REMEMBER THERE'S A DROUGHT ON,” jcouldearry fifty or: 
eround that he has thus | S eae ceietcinientmen inicio ae VOU meekel wit 
ne red I know no section more deligh | was an artist, but when I visited him in | bulging it in the least. Jt do 
ful than The Dover Road. QO. Ss. "is new studio the other day it k oked | need petrol, and it never fails unles 
—- jmore like a faney-goods store than any- | of course, you leave it out in the 3 
= . . “oT — ithingelse. There were cartridges, battle- | all night ; and the best of it is, my di 

Ph LIGHTS PHAT | VILED | ships, motor-cars, bottles, old women, fellow '—J singled out Michael 

‘Have you seen this?” said Michael, |loaves of bread, boots, most of them |connoisseur—“as vou can carr 
producing a doll’s champagne hottle | exce lent miniatures, and all alleged to} many and they are so absurdly eheay 
and drawing the cork with an air of a| becigarette-lighters. He forgot to show when you ‘ve used it vou can throw th ¥ 
self-confident conjaror. [ told him that} me his picture 3. beastly thing away.” ; 
[ had never seen one of that size and| Last night Michael and two othe With that I tossed him a b 


asked him what it was for. Ile asked; men were coming to dine. On mv way | matches. 


me to “ wait a bit,” and | waited while | home from the office I went into a first- 
he replaced the cork and drew it again | class tobacconist’s and bought what the 











and again and yetagain. Still 1 waited. | pro prietor assured me Was unquestion- June nth i oa hing Hig confer & 
After a time I guessed what he was ably the most reliable lighter made. | » Farl sal fe savs that th nf £ 
trying to do and said— | also bought one for Michael. lin to be rat ey xperts.”- Provincial Pa 4 
“1 see the idea, but at the moment} He was in particularly good form, iThe French, we gather, would 4 
[ have not got a drop of petrol about jand all through dinner behaved like a| preferred a Focn Conference. : 
me.” finan who is restraining a gnawing de.- | | : 
‘ Pity,” he remarked; “it’s a little}sire to burst an unusually pleasant “Mr, Walter Booker plays th 
wonder when if ’s working.”’ | piece of news upon one. : | Will Morris quietly."—The Stage : 
‘Nodoubt,” I conceded, lighting my} When I was handing round cigars it| You ought to see our rendering ‘ 
| own cigarette and Michael’s with a spill. | came, Junius Cxesar during Mark Antroxy 5 i 
A few di: ays later our wi ‘Vs converge xl | “ Look here, you fellows, what should ispeech. | i 
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Mother (to little girl just back from ) “Dy 1U REMEMBER TO SAY, ‘I’VE HAD A VERY NICE TIMI 
FOR HAVING ME’?” 
Little Gil. “Yrs, Mummy, sur I s ‘TED I I saip THANK You. I’ve BEEN VEWY NICELY HAD.’” 


ny such decline to provincial slLuandards 

(By Mr. Puneh’s Staff of Le Ca Cle ) S 
“Lucas Maner’s” latest volume of rt stories—of|} MARTIN ARMSTRONG, 
Which the titular study, Da Silva’s Wid 
easily deserves its primacy ol iP 


a series of shght and 


fanciful | 
one of our promising 
Irult, 
belongs tempera nd competent gardener trying interé 

| liked best the interview between the A 
our snatches of crime, intrigue and illicit passion fictitiously | On, . Peter and the Deity on t 
}or not at all. This genre, when treated with the delicacy | the miracle of the Worcester Bowl. It ha 
which “ Lucas Mauer” displays in eight out of the nine | light touch and oug! t 


It is a mixed basket of the produ 


Mou 


mentally to those pre-war days when most of us had to take 


, 
it to shock none bt 








“The Emigrants ” is a sound pie 


tales in question, is as much discredit yur present ex- | person. 


{ 
tended facilities for indecorum as a sul urban tea-garden | writing which 





p ting shows a delight in the beauty of common 
| by the opening of a ’bus-route bevor But, although !and even drab and wu happy things. For t e who are 
the book’s romantic treatment of rea tic subjects will | interested in the psychic treated without iué olemniby 
appeal neither to the DEAN of St. Paul's nor to his more! there is “ The Labyrinth,” a fantasy of confused memory 
emancipated opponents, there must be still an audience t On the Threshold,” the unsolved riddle of a dream, and 
whom an English tourist’s initiation into Etruscan religious | the very odd adventure of Mr. Perkins and Mr. J tin 
orgies, as described in * The Higher Edueation of Mr. Be sley the pul lic batl But a cata era to be inte! 
Wright ; an ingenuous diplomatist s sojourn With an opera-|ligible, would fill almost as much spa ketches, 
Singer in a moorland cottage, as handled (not quite so} which are admi ibly ec mpressed. Mr. A a has wit, 

tactfully) in ‘‘ Bov’s Love:” the passion of a poet for | our, fan ind a ni ense of word-\ 
unlortunately not deceased wife's sister, as traced ret 
spectively in “The Privet Hedge,” and the apology of a I ld have thoroug ly en) yyed S S 
maltreated wife for the murder of her husband, as put|(LANgr) if only I hadn't fallen in love t vrong 
forward in “On the Boat Deck,” will p Vide i brief imagina- eroine It | uppened once before, | rene nve! Live 
tive escape from the blameless tenour of their live The case of Ivanhor : but then Sir WALTER : poropise i 
first story, as I said, stands apart: a very pathetic and not assigning Rebecca to The Lis werited AN f, wher 
controlled re statement of a hitherto insoluble enigma. Mr. Ceci, CHAMPAIN Lowis makes no | | about 
eee lridding Micha Bursiade of that very ¢! ai he 
One seems to remember the GoupeNn CockereLy Press| Eurasian, G D i Be U! practi . aft P 
as a co-operative publishing venture by a oup ol yi ing he expected that an Knelish Gove rs n . ii | . ve . i 
literary idealists which might, one thought, be apt to turn Sub-Divisi nal Officer in a. Teme + : rs 
into a clique of members busily taking in each other's'should marry a gir with a name like J tugo 
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Burmese mother, and a father who (somewhat unsoberly )| 
navigated the weekly mail steamer through the intricacies 
of the Upper Myitgyi. But Michael, in the intervals of | 
departmental tennis at Tatkin and the stalking of that re- | 
doubtable dacoit, Bo Chet, very nearly did; and, though he 
was saved to marry the fair-haired daughter of the Com- | 
missioner, and Gladys bestowed her pretty hand on a man 
of her own jat, lam not sure that Michael got the best 
of it, though lam certain Gladys did. I faney Mr. Lowts, 
like all open-minded Englishmen, has his doubts about the 
invariable moral superiority of the British Raj. At any | 
rate the “ official Ze Deum” uttered by the Commissioner | 
on his party’s hairbreadth escape from Bo Chet’s gang is | 
one of the most amusing things in a book of unusual} 
charm and vivacity. 


Title Clear (Hwurentnson) is all about a Scotch village, | 


Kirkiebrig, affectionately called “ Kirkie,” and ministers | 
and bawbees and all the proper things. But you may 
be relieved to know that it is not necessary to have 
an acquaintance with 

“braid Scots”’ to en- SF OES 


joy the conversations : = 
—and very good they 
are. On theother hand, 
even if you are quite | 
well up in the sort of 
novel which has that 
sort of thing in it, you | 
Will still find something | 
fresh in its pretty story. 
Miss Sara JEANNETTE - 


Duncan, who is Mrs. aa oe: 
Everard CoTes in| 

| brackets, has run peril- | 

| ously near tothe beaten | ~ 2 *<==" 
track, for her heroine’s | . >: 
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| ROBERTS gone wrong 


j; able a job of a sea-story. 
\that these experiments came very easily to her, 


;ensis who was slightly deat 
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wrote -Epyornis Island. Then we come to tales of mea: , 
streets and the East End, faintly recalling Mr. Arruur : 
Morrison and Mr. Jacoss and the author of Limehous, 
Nights. “The Skipper’s Yarn” reads like a Morir) 
But 1 congratulate Mrs. Morpauy 
it is not every lady who could make so pass 
From internal evidence I gathy 
In al 
i toiling want 
how else could she have cit 


on her pluck ; 


probability she dictated them rapidly to 
scribed a face as “ coruscated ” with numberless lines 

Mrs. Barnum Reynoups, in the seven stories that mak: 
up Confession Corner (Hurst axp BLAcCKETT), sees to it that 
her readers have plenty of variety Those of us who 


} 
Ke 


;a simple tale quietly told will find it in the story that 


gives the title to the collection; but thrills are provided i: 4 
“Grip Tarn” and “ The Secret Spring and * The Stic! 
Princess’ has its moments of tense excitement. Bu 
‘Cazalet’s Seeretary,”” which is neither very simple 1 


very thrilling, pleased Re 
— —_— : Sh 
a j}me most. 1 should 3 
| have liked iteven bet t e 


if I had been left 
Lmore vivid impressi 
of Cazalet himself. \ i 
it stands, the seereta 
a finely-drawn « 

almost 
ates heremployer. 'T 
j}might have been 
enough if she had 
ultimately married lin 


acter oblite 











In her telling of a sto 
Mrs. Reynoups 

to be hurried, but, if 
| is uw little too leisure rf 


> : | - aye = 7 4 
sweet middle-age is de ST i ZEEE for the moderns. # 
/7é ~ ge . . 

| voted to the memory: ¥ Bligh — will give pleasure 

| of the lover who left . fmany who still hay 
| her long ago. Also | an appetite for sul 
| the lost lover's twin | [Wo LEADING MEMBERS OF 1HE “Keep ON SMILING” CLUB MELY ON A LONELY | stantial fare. 

| brother comes back to | BEACH WILERI THEY HAVE BEEN ORDERED BY THEIR MEDICAL ADVISERS TO | 

re : ni | RELAX FOR A FEW WEEKS, } 

| lis native village, a an : : 5 ; | Mrs. Gertrreun 


successful maker of American millions, and lays siege to he: 
affections ; and then—well, even the simplest reader will 
suspect that he isn’t the twin but the lover after all. Indeed 
Miss Duncan hasn't even attempted any deception or my- 

tery or to have what reviewers call a telling dénouement. She 
has written her simple story with a simple wholesome plea 

There are sinners in Zitle Clear and fools and 
scolds, but there is humour too and love and ‘kindliness 
| and only a really superior person could fail to find it enjoy 
able. 


sauntness. 


without just that addition of salt which makes wholemeal 
bread perfect; but good enough for all that. 1 enjoved it 
Short Shipments (Hurcurssoy), by Exxon Moxrpacns 
is a very clever exercise in various styles. It is almost 
though Mrs. Morpaunt had deliberately said to hersel| 
that she would astound the critics by putting into a single 
volume a dozen odd stories in nearly as many popula 
manners. She begins with one of the dampest stories I have 
ever read, calculated to give any susceptible reader a violent 
eold in the head. This is “ The Fountain,” and Mr. Bracx- | 
woop might conceivably have written it if he were feeling 
w trifle below par. It is a tolerable study in the mystical | 
vein, but it does not quite get there. “ Hodge,” which is! 
not quite so good, owes something to the Mr. Wetrs who! 


ic 








lt is what one might eall a wholemeal book, perhaps | 


ATHERTON 5S optimism in Dormant Etres (Murray) ma 


seem a little excessive. I can believe that Marl: 
Talbot, who for reasons that seemed to me inadequate 
compelled herself to drink, might wel a violent tiistast 


for any alcohol, but I do not find it so easy to think that 
| Langdon Masters, whose father and grandfather had been 
}drunkards, could so quickly and completely acquire sell 











,| control after months of determined debauchery. Optiniisn 3 
however, is readily forgiven, and forthe rest Mrs. Arnerroy : 
gives us a charming picture of San Francisco Society in t q 
sixties. Composed almost entirely of Southerners. tl 

| Society vas Inclined to resent /foward Talbot's) 

lto a Boston virl, But she conquered all hearts, incl d 

» that of Langdon Masters. Hence grave complications ( 4 
uked a considerable skill on the author's part for Live 4 
ravelling. Perhaps, indeed, it is rather churlish of me 1 Bs 
etain a sneaking doubt about the happy ending. 

“SOuTuVorT CATCHING UL WITH THE SEA 
Southport’s reconstructed fairground | hore, } 
Vieasureland, was formally opened vesterday . . fhe unfud 
the official flag was witnessed by a large number of spectator 
}aver) ] 

In endeayouring to keep up with the movement the Hag 
had apparently got half-seas-over. @ 

1 ” i 
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|| At, the opening of the Hague Con iin 
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The lat 


ladie 


est 


hews Soe n p aris, vi 
journal, ‘ 


SaVvs| 
‘is that the eaieiel 


We have felt all | 


attached 


| finge rprints are to re to t 
birth ce rtificates. The practice of using 
an unele’s collar for this pu rpose has 


e118 co 


ning back,” 











[ference a cor lon of police prevented the| along, peace or no peace, that some-| never proved thorouch : 
journalists from getting at the delegates | t! ing of the sort was bound t ) happen. | roe et ee 
\ ns they were going to tea. More ‘than | | “ Ninety-five Lge oer 
one delegate declared that the memory | Italian waiters ase insisting on the! hemes Hee contempo eae a oy aie a 
| re pleading eyes of the famished | abo n of the tipping system tel 7 |S ebepent ne = 4 
dl ag cae yee one gece fata mnee 4 : a Upp Beste D. We} to cre we aint.” And the paint 
nde) at the British railway | blamed for those that come unstue 

| him. porte 10 Suggested a similar idea to | 
| s a gf HIS Colleagues hopes to d spense W th, One of the competit in the W 
| Among the things for which ex-Presi-| his crutches next week. Ibledon Lawn Tennis 1. neynement 
dent Tarr is said to be noted is his said to speak twelve lat psragagy E 
| tremendous chuckle. It is hoped that | The ave rage Scotsman, accordir gto yet a steady monogiot at | ny . , \, a 
j@uring his visit a gramophone record|a home journal, stands about five feet | down. rae. i 
| will be made of it for the future use of | nine in in height. This disp st 
| the Brighter London Society. lof the cruel allegation that a Scotsman} From a 1 sporting note we learn that 
a ss _. p never tands anything i there is now a@ umbridge running Blue 
‘Mr. Taft was once a journalist, at the Natural History Muss Wi 
| Says The Westminster Gazette. Isn't it} ‘ Undoubtedly the spring rains have| trust that this rare and interestin 
| rather a pity to rake up things like! saved the situation,” says an official of !' member of our British fauna has n t 
ithis against our dis- j suffered at the hand 
tinguished visitor ? ms ' of the taxide 

* | FAU f, il 
|) “Riches do not al-| | It seems that Kirt 
| ways bring happiness,” | woop, the Australia 
| says Mr. ROCKEFELLER. | Golf Champion,isa non 
| Will those who are pre- smoker ai teetotale 
“pared to take the risk and never touches tea 
' please s stand up? or coffee.. But no mar 
| is perfect, and KK iRK- 
| The Ber mondse \ | WwooD p! iys golf, 
a ‘ Council have | . 
passed by-law pro- | Under the supervision 
hibiting oflicials from | of Dr. G. H, Mines 
swearing. This Was | Assistant Director and 
found necessary, we un | Secretary of the Na 


derstand, ow ing to the 
fear that such “demon 





Sophrolielioe attley,’ 


It is aremaanend | you 


ride in an aeroplane than to walk in the} sh 
streets. The di fliculty, of course, 1s to 
get pedestrians to believe this. 


In its monthly “Surplus” list the] ut 
Government offers fifty-four pairs of | w: 
handeuffs for sale. It is felt that at | to 
least ate; very de serving cases must be | we 














inhabitants of Mars are probab ly beings 


Institute ol 


tional Lt 
dust ial Psy che le ery 7 


strations might fall | ag cl number of investigators 
under the heading of gin 25 \ he are trying to find out 
. ogee \ fv ‘ . } 
taxableentertainments. | ~ then > |what causes people t 
; | Optician (to customer inquiring about s iked glasses). “YES, WE'RE SELLING | drop things. Their con 
. . OF SE LATELY. THINK IT’S CAUS HE Brigurer Lonpon 
“A recently -discoy- | 4 LOT OF THESE Lat LY I THINK IT’S BECAUSI 1x Bricgurer Lonp lelusions will be wel 
. " * SOCIETY HAVE BEEN RATHI OVERDOING IT. \ ; ‘ak 
ered orchid,” says a DP Se eee Os Leen pee ae 
tontemporary, “ will be called the|the Thames Conservancy. Not a word, | tains, in view of the many cases no! 


i will notice, about the ne wspapers | to be accounted for by the bite of 


Sophrolilioc: attley, and is destined to} which first suggested the rains. | butterfly. 
become a house hold word, * 
* “We drink too much champagne, AnTonov, an active anti-Bolshevist 
Statistics show ‘that it is safer to| writes a wine expert. We think hej}is said to have eluded capt ure by dis 


In connec 





ould speak for himself, guising himself as a butcher 

* ition with the Red Army. He took 
| desperate risk, Trotsky, if he 
|pened to come along, could not 


hadh ip 


Several scientists point out that th ; 
mave 








as well to ascertain Advt D 


yuld be just 


terly ed ourselves. We have al- | failed to detect the mere amateur. 
ays felt that, before making attem pts| = 
communicate with the Martians, it] “Scprrrivous Fat Fut 


t 
if 
it 

| 


Walking about feeling half dressed about | the y are the sort of people we she uld| The only way is to se 
the Wrists, le are to know. . . 
| | “The strawberries, after the wel ui 

The L.G.0.6. sports the other day | « But for Lord DunkeLuiy,” sa ys Mr. | have come in quicker than was anticipated 
included a race for conductors in whieh | T '?p. O'Connor, “| reed n 1OW be ihe selon bain Se os do bas 
fe compe titors had to stop every few | qui et Civil Servic e pensioner.’ Lord | n ce day a - i$ pill a 

and punch tickets. re Sesamare hy eipeok 4 to answer for. | \ little eryptic ; ut we fa ¢) . in | 
talk of arranging a similar contest for | beers the scholars pare: y shia : j 
pugilist ts, heads being substituted for | Under a new regulation of tl » Ne wy th eir beds after a surte this adel | 
pickets. E | York City Health “Departn nt ehdae able berry 
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IN DEFENCE OF SUMMER-TIME. 


Home Secretary is bringing in a Bill 
Summer-Time ” permanent, but to reduce it by six wee 

n response to the protests of farmers on the subject of early hours. 
In this connection it rd that has bee: 
taken in Lincolnshire of the exact time at which the lark, the thrush, 
the chaftinch and other singing in the 


r 


It is announced that the 


to Inake ** 


is interesting to read a rec 


birds start work morn 


On, not because his Daylight scheme 
Gives me more sun in which to bask, 

But that I get from P 
A longer light upon the task 

Involved in my laborious billet, 

| venerate the name of Mr. WILLETT. 


haebus’ beam 


Dearly I love his “ Summer-Time”’ 
That stays the hurrying feet of night, 

Because my instinct, when I rhyme, 
Revolts from artificial light, 

And ever, in the throes of toil, 

Prefers Apollo to the midnight oil. 


And now I hear a grave report 

That, dancing to the farmers’ tune, 
Our Mr. Secretary SHorrr 

Is cutting down this priceless boon 
Both at the Spring and Autumn’s fall, 
Three weeks at either end (or six in all). 


Apparently it angers Hodge 
To brush aside the morning dew; 

He loathes the Daylight Saving dodge; 
His cow, it seems, dislikes it too; 

Her sense of fitness it disturbs, 

And hence the present case of us v. Urbs. 


But what, I ask, have farmers done 
That, just to suit their sleepy eyes, 
Our cities should be robbed of sun, 
Suburban air and exercise ? 
Why should the rest of England bow 
Before the petty claims of Hodge and C°’ ? 


Sharp at 3.2 begins the gush 

Of the lark’s music, clear and stror 
At just 3.8 the early thrush 

Accosts the early worm in song ; 
The chatlinch comes upon the scene 
To start his overture at 4.16. 


wv, 
ig ; 


Why cannot Hodge, as Nature’s child, 
Do like the birds that rise betimes ? 
Why for his whim (this drives me wild) 
Must I curtail my sunlit rhymes, 
Or, for his cow’s convenience, cramp 


My natural style beneath the electric lamp? 0.5. 








THE FLOUTING OF FANFARON. 


Tue band was playing really well as I sauntered from the 


dining-room at The Hauton Hotel into the opulently-fur- | seemed to add a touch of triumphant colloquialism. 
My dinner had been fas- | 
tidiously chosen, superbly cooked and adinirably served; its | ™agniticence of the person who smoked it, he stopped at 


nished and softly-lighted lounge. 


excellence emphasized by glorious wine of unimpeachable 
vintage. I had had an interesting chat with M. Fanfaron, 


the courteous maitre dhdtel, and had ordered black coffee 


and a fine champagne as envoi to the exquisite ballade of | & mate h and held it ready, murmured in unayailing p 


my meal. I felt happy and care-free (for I had not yet paid 
my bill), and, lighting my best and most expensive pipe, 
with a sigh of content inhaled luxuriously the f f 


itagcrance ol 
an equally expensive and magnificent tobacco. 


M. Fanfaron advanced hurriedly towards me, his face|at the King’s Theatre, Hammersmith, from July 
perturbed, his smooth black hair ruffled with agitation,! July 8th, under the direction of Mr. Ceci, Smarr. 
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itime blistering the air with the fumes of some tob 
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i 
his square Assyrian beard a-quiver with some w 1 | 
emotion. 3 
‘* Pardon, M’sieu,” he began, “ but it is not permit a 
“What?” said I. ~~ Smoking forbidden? ‘Ti en y 
about Lady A. over there, and Lord B. and Admiral C. 7 
the corner ? 


“ Ah, yes,” replied the autocrat of the dinner-table; « it | 
is a cigarette they smoke. But a pipe, par exemple 
not permit, 
‘My good Sir,” I answered, pufling savagely, “ you 
t-of-date. Don’t you know that a pipe is now the arist 
crat of ‘smokers’ accessories,’ nay, the plutocrat? Non: 
of your vulgar three-and-six cigars for me. 


+hy) 
Liirty 


ou 


This pipe e 
shillings—more than the finest Toreadoro. Th 
tobacco is eighteenpence an ounce. There’s not a man 
this restaurant whose smoke is more luxurious than min¢ 

“ But—it is not permit!” and he shrugged his padded 
shoulders. “A cigarette, of course——” 

* What,” I thundered—* do you mean to say that, if | 
were polluting the atmosphere with a pestilent gasp: 





borrowed from the lift-boy, you would have said nothing : 
While, because I am grossly extravagant and smoke a pipe | 
and tobacco worthy of my dinner, you make me put it out ? | 5 





Not permit! Why, it’s the only smoke that should be | 





allowed. Ask the tobacconists ; they ‘re selling diamon ; 
studded pipes for duchesses. If your Revolution had hay 4 
pened to-day, instead of a hundred-and-thirty years 4 


aristocrats would be walking to the tumbril disdainfully 
drawing at their ‘ bruyéres,’ while the citizen-driver suc 


ACU |} 
a ‘ fag.’ 


A man with a pipe in his mouth is too content 
are cigarette-smokers to a man, corrupt and vitiated as t 
tobacco and paper they consume. In Russia even now tl 
Bolsheviks’ fingers are yellow beneath their bloodstains 
Cigarettes are for canaille, for sansculottes. Pipes ave { 


ZI aS NE RRR 


Princes, not for the Proletariat. Here, if anywher 4 
London, they should have pride of place. You're ol 
fashioned, M. Fanfaron, a survival of bygone mid-Vict 3 
lays, when pipe-smoking was a filthy habit only to be tok 4 
ated in rooms with sanded floors littered with ‘ cuspidors.’” | 4 

And then I drove at him a crushing phrase in his ow: a 


language. ‘ Nous avons changé tout cela,” 1 said, with an | 

exotic gesture. But-—-l pocketed my pipe. : 
ft * * * 4 : 

A few nights later I was again at The Hauton; this | 

1cCo- 

factory sweepings in inferior paper at sixpence the packet 

of twelve, and so was unmolested. 

A very Eminent Person indeed sat near me in a group 
of other celebrities, glittering with Orders and redolent of 
Debrett; obviously en route for some official function. 

He was smoking a pipe! 

I stepped across to M. Fanfaron. 

“You see?”’ Dasked, indicating my distinguished brot 
of the briar. “ V’la un vrai coq-de-bruyére. Regardez son 
pipe, hein?” “Hein” was a brilliant inspiration; it 





* Pipe! ft 


It is not perm——” he began, but, seeing the 
bowing his head, submitted. 
Victoriously I filled my largest pipe—which has a bow! | 

and M. Fanfaron, as t 





capacity ol about one ounce 
‘O, li la! Nom d'une pipe.” 


oe | 


The English Folk Dance Society, whose work Mr. 1 ch | 
has already warmly commended, is holding a Festival | 
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Cottage-Hunter. “Iv's VERY TINY, AND I THOUGHT THER} AS A MOST PECULIAR SMELL, Is IT HEALTHY?” bn 
Agent, “Iv 1s SMALLISH, MADAM, BUT } Irs E IT’S QUITE ONE OF THE HEALTHIEST ON OUR BOOKS.” pl 
—_ ST : : th 
| It stood on his study mantelpiece, plhrile sopher and made money by st 
A WINDING-UP BUSINESS. [ang evening after evening Fothergill | Anyway, he decided that it should hav 
My friend Fothergill has a clock|was content just to sit and look at it.|a dashed geod winding when he d 
which until a few days ago was the| It seemed strange to think of its going | wind it up. ir 
pride of his life. I say until a few days | on like that for fifty years, many a man’s And his fingers itched for the ke : 
ago advisedly. His present attitude} whole lifetime, all on its own. Oh,}| When they itched too much he wo y‘ 
towards it is perhaps best summed up | yes, a bit of a philosopher, Fothergill. | take it in his hand and play withit. But - 
in the words of that excellent periodical, 1k specially when he looked at his clock. | that was dangerous, and he gre cl 
The Exchange and Mart, where he | But what made it become in time] older and his powers of self-contr 
described as “ willing to exchange for|the absorbing interest in Fothergill’s | grew stronger the key lay untouche: pi 
gramophone, pair whi te rabbits or col- | life was the thought of some day wind- | inside the glass case. But his fing Ww 
lection foreign stamps.” ling it up. As the years passed, the | never ec ased to itch. n 
The clock was left to Fotbergill by | date when it would be necessary came| He had a hard tussle with hi — lf o1 i 5 
his uncle George, and a casual examin-|to represent more and more a sort of | his twenty-fifth birthday. He had ; W 
ation disclosed nothing to account for | milestone whose like would never occur | got married, and in the subsequent tl 
Fothergill’s exaggerated opinion of it.|again on his road. For Fothergill was | necessary business of insuring his uw 
It was just a clock, a rather ornate | twenty when hé inherited the clock, | he learned that he was officially con mt 
clock, with a good deal of gilt about it. land it had been first wound up on the | sidered to be good for seventy-five. | 
It stood on a sort of black pedestal | day he was born. It would therefore | he wound clock up now he could 
under a glass case, and in place of a| need re-winding on Fothergill’s fiftieth | have a second innings. But, after y 
pendulum it had a flat circular gov-| birthday, and unless he lived to be a/ it would only be half a wind, and the ii 
ernor, Which swung round and back | hundred he would never wind it up! second one was; really doubt. No, a 
again in lazy half-cirecles. It also | again. It was a }' lly solemn thought. | better leave it. He was good f fift, ; 
showed its works in rather anindecent| Fothergill w he awake at night | anyway. : el 
| manner. sometimes thinking about his clock. Fothergill was born early in April 4 
| All this would probably have left} And he would picture it ticking away | 1872, and when the bells and thir ie h 
Fothergill cold. But the clock had an-|long after he, Fothergill, was dead, by | ushered in 1922 he was much too : 
other peculiarity which fascinated him | virtue of the winding which he, Fother- | of the thought of bis clock to mak« 5 ‘ 
from the moment itcame into his hands. | gill, had given it Ile didn’t like to} good resolutions. The year conta C 
It only needed tobe wound up onceevery | think of that quite so mu but it’ only one resolution, as far as Fothe 
filty years. Fothergill couldn't resist} made him feel that if he hadn’t been a was conce rned, and that was to wind l ‘ ~ 
that stockbroker he might have become a! the fifty-yean clock on his birthday. x M4 
& ; 
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% ~ ‘He didn’t tell anybody about all thi : a ‘ 
| 








though of course everyone who -_ 








to the house was shown the clock and| ie ae , 

told of its remarkable long-windedness. tf, Sis / 

Fothergill’s passion was his own secret. Wi Brae 

Itwas morphiaand cocaine and allthose ~ z= 4d ME y = => f 
things rolled into one for Fothergill, NgAcT yr a py (i ‘ 


and he would as soon have thought of 
talk ng about it as a drug fiend would | 
think of talking about his craving. 

On the morning of his fiftieth ‘birth- 
day Fothergill dressed with feverish 
haste and hurried downstairs. 

5 But with his hand on the glass case 
e he paused. This moment had come to | 
‘ i mean a great deal to Fothergill. Long 
| anticipation had made it, in a way, 
seem to him the supreme moment of | 
his | His hand trembled and he} 
couldn’t bring himself to lift the cover. 
He suddenly felt that nothing but the | 
winding of the clock stood between him 
and old age. He had a vision of empty 
years. He was afraid. 
No, the evening was the time, not | 
1e cold unsympathetic morning. In| 
the evening, after a good dinner, wit 
fitting cere mony, philosophically ove 
| a good cigar, he would turn the corner. 

Leaving his breakfast untasted, Fothe 
| hurried away to the City. 
| But he could do no work, The City | 
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th 


| was full of rumours of firms which were 
being wound up, and every time the 
| phrase caught his ear his thoughts 
tlew back to hisclock. At last he could 
stand it no longer and he hurried home 

His wife met him in the hall. 
(Anything happened?” he asked 

from habit, too excited to care. 
“No,” she answered placidly. “Only 

your poor Unele George's old Valet 


maker. He came and wound up the 

clock 4 
So if you have a prame phone or a 
pair of white rabbits which you don't 
want and would like a clock which will 
not need winding up for fifty years, 
something might be arranged. But a 
. word of warning. If you are over fifty 
there is no fun in it, and if you are 
under thirty it’s a devil of a thing to 
: have about the house. 
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A new ‘*‘ Hat Trick.”’ 


‘ Some Abel batting wa the feature vester 
In fourth wicket down he carried his 


& a Mr. ——— said the Council had a whit ——_—— : $$$ 
Hy elephant in the Isolation Hospital." The Art of the < etes ene. 
‘ sassy pin tl | “He was a in of infinite taient within 
Ge In the elephantiasis ward, no doubt. oe ee ay 
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; “ Alan,” said Cecilia sharply, “ why There was a small gasp from Cecili; 
THE LIGHT-O’-LOVE. don't you say something?” and then a few seconds’ strained silence 
PROLOGUE. I took my cigarette from my mi ith * All over!” said John. “ My dea 
Ir was twilight in an old-world] and ¢: refully blew a ring. chap! But why 

eardaen. “Asan ittel of fact, I said soltly, “'The next day, [ said brokenly, ; 

It will seem an awful long time,’|“1 was hoping to make a statement | found that she was just fooling wit! 


| she said; “ will you wait?” 
| “| will wait twenty years if neces- 
| sary, my dear,” I answered, and gathered 


t 
; 
her in my arms, 





“ You must go now, dear; 
he looking for you.” 

“ Kiss me,” she said very 
holding up her face. 

‘Good - night, sweetheart,’ I an- 


they will 


> 1 
Slnpiy, 


swered. ‘ Good-night.’ 
| Phe was gone... 


Cuaprer I, 
| A week had elapsed since the events | 
just narrated. I was staying with my 
brother-in-law John, and Cecilia. 
Cecilia and I had been discussing the 
approaching marriage of our younger 
sister, Margery. Cecilia sighed like a 
young breeze. 
‘| ve married John,” she murmured, 


gazing at 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


ithing you care to say in your 


lof modesty, but—ei 


| | beeame engaged to be married. 
| 


him sentimentally, “ and | began :-— 


Margery’s going tomarry David; you're | 


the only one of the family left now, 
Alan.” 

‘Il know it was a of suicide 
when you married John,” [ said, “ but 
you needn't suggest it in front of him.” 


sort 


Qe ak, 
John prepared for speech, but Cecilia | 
ignored us both and continued dreamuly: | 


‘Why don’t you marry, Alan? Some | 


nice girl... I can see you... x 

happy together.” 
“ Nor can Basi 

tionally. 

Cecilia continued without 
le lement. 

“ Why don’t you settle down, Alan? 
It would make me so happy.” 

‘‘For Heaven's sake leave the man 
lone,” John interrupted; “ you’ye no 
tact, Cecilia.” 

Cecilia turned on him immediately. 

“What do you mean?” de 
manded., 

“ Well,” explained John in a hoarse 
and extremely audible whisper, “look 
at his face! ‘Find some nice girl!’ 
Well, I ask you.” 

“ Everybody doesn't marry for looks,” 
said Cecilia. 

“ Quite so, quite said John 
soothingly ; “ but one must draw a line 
somewhere. I mean to say—if it was 
anything like a face.” He looked at 
me critically, with his head on one side 
and then shrugged his shoulders in de- 
spair. 
pire It’s no he said decidedly ; 

“we've got to open our eyes to the 
We shall always have him on 
our hands. The only hope is that we 
may find someone to adopt him.” 


grunted John irra- 


} 
sne 


SO, 


use,” 


tacts. 


| was not in America ?”’ 
acknow- 


' 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
} 


| 


| 





1** Do I know her ? 


| explained sharply. 


ling to Cecilia. 


marry her? 


when you had both finished with me.’ 
« By all means,” agreed John. * Any- 
de- 


me. I found her making love to som: 
one else.” 

John took a deep breath. 

* Alan! ”’ said Cecilia. 

Yes,” I said bitterly, “ I caug 
making love to the gardener.”’ 

“ The they echoed 
gether. 

‘T came on them suddenly. He wa 
just laughing and saying, ‘O’ cours¢ 
[ll wait twenty years, missie, if \ 

There was a nd} think your father and mother’Il let ye. 
then— | John and Cecilia jumped simultane 

“Alan! jously and looked at each 

‘‘T don’t believe it,” said John. buted my face in my hands. 

I smiled complacently. “Where was he last week-end 

"- Who is ; demanded Ce ilia. asked John, 

Tell us all about it.” “At your brother’s place—Arthui’s 
said Cecilia quickly. 


sald John gloomily, ie i’d 


fence— 

“ Only this,’ I said; “ ] haven't men- 
tioned it before from a 
exactly a week 
ago this evening, almost to the minute, 


J } 
iit he 


natural sense 


aarde ner ! T 


Carter IL. 





“1 


moments slence 


said Cecilia other. 


sl 1c 2? 


A Yes,” 


I 


1 


better tell us the worst.” ‘‘ Dorothy!” cried John. 
I considered a moment and then | ‘Right next birthday !”  shrieke 
| Cecilia. 
“Tt was twilight in an old-world “You dog!” shouted John, jumping 


garden.” 
“Too many trees, | 
John, the horticulturist. 
“Tt was twilight outside too—” J 


for a cushion. 
| cried ane 
left at once by the French-window. 


‘Farewell, dear heart,”’ 


— 


THE ETERNAL PROBLEM. 
EAcH summer brings the eternal pro! 
lem back 
As ’twere a faithful bill; 
Sages have toiled and died, but in the 
track 
Man blindly circles still. 


“Oh!” said he. 

‘—— in an old-world garden 

«* Just a moment,” John inten upted, | 
holding up his hand. “ What exactly 
do you mean us to understand by that 
phrase? Do you mean that the garden 


“Tf I am to tell you,” I said, appeal. Yea, be he King or be he humble lout 


Or, haply, O.B.E., 
The year brings each the 
biting doubt 
g ‘ 
The cruel uncertainty— 


Whether, 
dream 
And shops with veg. grow rich, 
Strawberries are really better crush 
with cream, 


Cecilia looked at him. He shrugged 
his shoulders. 

‘‘ We were there together, she and I. 
We talked—and then suddenly she 
turned to me and held out her hands. 
‘Will you marry me?’ 

=P She said! 3 


} 
} 


self-sat 


as June flames lovely as 
she said.” 
Si gasped Cecilia. 

“The hussy !”’ said John. 


I turned on him and gave him a look. 








* But, Alan, dear,” said Cecilia, Or whole and neat—-ah, which ? 
‘surely you misunderstood her. She 
couldn't have meant it seriously oe “41 MILES NORTH BERWICK 
“Of course she was serious,” I said F ur public, three bath rooms 


shortly. 
“Good Lord!’ said John. “And what 
happened next?” | This might suit the new Open Ch: 
* What do you suppose?” I said, as- pion for a week-end cottage. 
suming a light air, “As an ex-lance- 
corporal (unpaid) and centleman, 
what could I do?” | sraph tal 1d ‘ 
: | bridal party ent ( e chureh 
“Do os: =p By oe oe 60} oh ‘Le “" Us, O Hi vents Fa 
said Cecilia, aghast. | and to the strains of the same inspiring h 
I nodded and turned away. | the procession moved up the aisle to th 
* Yes, I told her I would marry her. | 


of the church.”—American Paper. 
But that was a week ago. It is all|Isn’t this a little unfair to the brid 


Twelve bed rooms, garage. 


[Twelve g lf « irses. "— Dai yl 





in Bloomington (Ill.) Pa 


mean 
1r sang, 


i] 





over now.’ 


| groom 7 
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tee: 
| Isn't he lovely ?”’ | pression that it is a new one fi shly lit 
PASSING SHOWS. | <«*Heis. But you shouldn’t look at how is it done? It seems to burn fo 
Tue INTERNATIONAL Horsk Snow. him, dear; look at the pretty horses.” |ever unconsumed, a sort of symb l of 
| “Wuere are the horses, Mummy?”| It'’snouse. Like the little girl, wecan- | eternal youth. 
asked a breathless little girl behind me | not take our eyes from that magnificent or how he enjoys it all! The Weight 
during the judging Carrying Cobs (one | 
lof the Fifteen- S or two of them a | 
| Hands Weight- little over the stat- } 
| Carrying Cobs. utory fifteen hands | 
“Behind those two inches, 1} 
| gentlemen in top P thought; but 1t was | 
| hats, dear,” said ; difficult to be sure) | 
her father gently. do their prelimin- 
| And sure enough, iry prancings and | 
. ° P | 
by peering between line up in front of | 
sath 
the superb hats and the judges. The | 
the superb cigars judges are not satis- | 
|of the platoon of tied. His lordship 
| Judges, one gradu- singles out No. 998 
ally detected a and with a courtly 
number of cobs, a | wave of the hand 
little overpowered directs him to |} 
‘jAadtal wes t 
| but bearing up J prance ery — | 
. , goes YYS ¢& | 
bravely. A horse, “Jacks AND JENNYS.” Lonp LonsDALE UNBENDS bit Z hes | 
| of course, is well prances conscien- | 
enough in its way, but for a real picture | figure, imm .culate and dignified in the] tiously at the north end, round and 
: J? a) ° ° 7 , | } - rael vay gone 
give me a Judge of Horses dressed for | most glorious apparel in the world, but | round, all by h anSeh \way 600s III 
Olympia. | wearing also a perceptible aura of ripe | and prances assiduously ut { 1@ SOU h 
“Ts that the Kixnc, Mummy ?” asked | good-fellowship and obviously capable | end, round and round, all by ma self. 
the little girl again lof unbending. A splendid Victorian | No doubt they think that his lordship ' 
z ’ = aS ie pes “s pe 5 ¢ 3 . c } ih - al 1a} wa fixed o 2 oh 7 ; 
| “No, my dear; that’s Lord Lows- | figure. That prodigious cigar, always | has one all-seeing eye fixed on each ol 
DALE.” ‘ lalicht vet always conveying the 1m-|them. It may indeed be so. But toa j 
ages PALICTLL } Lb ¢ Wily 7 i 
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layman it appears that both the all- It was impossible to imagine that royal everything. One gentleman did | 


seeing eyes are fondly fixed on the|creature drawing a governess-cart, and | best, but he « nly knocked down ab 
: 


magic cigar; and it is my belief that Jit was difficult to imagine her in any- half. However, by exceeding his tim: 
he is having a jolly little game with | thing large T he her owners keep limit, he provided an opportunit 
them. an excelle nt touch of dra 
Kor no doubt he knows as which eame too seldom 
well as I do that there is noth- vear. Horse and rider wi 
ing to choose between all these ; still arguing about the de 
horses. Every horse is beau- ‘} ability of crossing a fence \ 
tiful and every horse is up to suddenly the bell rang. O 
no good. Give them names and i ronic toot on the post- 
numbers by all means, brand } and the great doors s 
them if necessary with such lin open inexorably, like the st 
olfensive epithets as “ skew- , } p} fp is ! ded doors of a castle, and 


bald but do not let us seri- 
y pretend that, qud horse 
they say at Newmarket), 
any one of them is superio 
to any other. The plain man 
knows better. 
And of course, in the rare markable collection of peo) 
case of a really distinguished \t Olympia the horse becor 
horse, the expert misses the respectable. In the are 
distinction altogether. They 


erim silence horse and 
were cast out into ignon 
ind darkness- poor thing 
liked that. 

Outside those doors, by 





way, you may see a ve 


flowers, the Ambassado 


are so busy eyeing its withers fashionable frocks, theda 
that they never get at the crea ladies divest him of al 
ture’s soul—as, for example, in every trace of horsiness. H 


i 


might be at Ascot. But t 
doors are the stable-doors 
outside them is a little of t 
real thing — real horsey m« 
vith marvellous breeches 
wide stocks, all mixed up \ 
immaculate Directors in 


the judging for the Holland 
Cup, about which I must really 
make a layman’s protest. 
The competitors were Ha 
ness-horses attached to absurd 
little chariots on __ bicycle 
wheels, and there was one 
little mare (I refer to No, 18 





hats and resplendent foreig 
which captured all hearts. ae ee va officers. But this is a dang 
m . SAM Ha) al Psi - . 
There was not a plain man or ; a, | ous place, for Contine 


a plain woman (well, of course, there|a miniature Roman chariot for her or| horses suffering from stage-fright 


were none of them) who would not have} a Golden Coach or perhaps a Pumpkin. | no company for a plain man, so d 
given all three prizes to No. 18. She| The jumping for King George's Cup] linger here. 

dashed round the ring with delicious| was, of course, very good to see—too As a plain, though patriotic, m: 
impetuosity, reaching out her fore-paws | good, I thought. In the midst of so] was glad to see an Italian and a Frene! 

as if she could not beai man earry off the 

to waste a millimetre of honours in the jumping 
ground, the very picture because their method is 
of high spirit and well- 

bred vivacity. Spontan 

eous cheers went up from 
the multitude of plain 
men and fair women 
whenever she got into her 
stride. Here at least, 
one thought, the issue is 
clear. No. 18 was far and 
away the most attractive 
horse for miles around. 
For the first time in my 
life I coveted a horse. 
Yet—would you believe 
it?—-she won no prize. 
\fter that it was quite 
clearthat the judges knew 


so much more das 
than the slow-but t 
progression of the Brit 
sh conipetitors, wi 
unexeiting when 
suceessful ana disn 
wWhenitis not. It shoul 
be more clearly und 
stood that the fir 

of an officer's charg 

to charge. The Cont 
nental riders never forget 
this ancient maxim, and, 
what is more, they 
time to jump oyer obst 
cles in a most « yine 
he Mounted Man. “I've CALLED FOR TH . ” Inf Way while ¢ 





nothing about horses ue siias The Show is 
whatever. | much excellence one pined for a little | piece of organisation; and at 


] 


I can only suppose that they were] comic ‘relief; and, after three oi four|the stalls you can buy a clock-\ 
| 
| 


worried by the same question as the | officers had completed the course with | canary for fifteen guineas. This er 
little girl behind me, who, though also|the loss of only half-a-point each, | 


: : : : ture sings for hours at one winding 
captivated, remarked with perplexity, | confess 1 longed to see somebody ride 


| , . 
) BENNY, 1 ¢ tong | but as they had no eight-day canaries 
“Yes, Mummy, but what is she for?” |in on a piebald mare and knock down | 


| made no purehase, \ p. H 


Ih: RSIS RISA REDE A 
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gms 
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l robust martyr. «J expect a sportsman " Practically,” I said, with an air of 
lean fish this stream as well with one|tremendous calm. “ With any luck 
eye as with two.” the sight of my right eve will not be 
However, he over-persuaded me. It] permanently impaired. There is ulcera- 
was like Ambrose, I felt, to wish to get | tion, of course, of the—yes—the cornea: 
basins and three cut-glass decanters, | me well at once so as to deprive me of | andsevereiritis will probably supervens 
two with stoppers and one without.|a better reason for not catching fish|I shall not be able to do any more fish- 
The furniture is mahogany, ornately | than he had. ing, but I shall be quite happy sitting 
carved. The pictures on the walls “A very good thing you did come to|here in this pleasant old coffee-roon 


COMPENSATION. 
ix the coffee-room of “The Grey 
Drake” at Wisperton there are five 
silver coffee-pots, four silver sugar- 








But I will not tell you anything about | see me,” said the doctor. “Just look| with the blinds down while you fill | 
the pictures on the walls; not even | down a moment.” your creel. Naturally Iam not allowed 
about the meeting of Wenn INGTON and | I hate looking down when somebody | to read.” 

Buvucuer after the battle of W aterloo, tis holding my eyelid. Itis not a want! Ambrose was visibly affected. 


nor the still life in oils ‘- , = “ *“ Look here,” he said, 


| 
: : . \ | R : 
rather a mixed bag, includ AN iI can’t leave you like 
. iM ° ° 











ing a melon, a capercailzie Be | this. I must stay in and 
anda hare. Onthe mantel \ Z 7 \ read to you. What would 
piece there are three large a \ you like? Glorious Ascot, 
empty china vases, pink \ ? ee ba 2 . by one of our most popula: 
ind gilt, and in shape \ P \ Fr lm Duchesses, or Broadwood 
resembling funeral urns. \ ( Oo \ / \ |}as I Know It, by Constant 

[ know about these \ LIC | ) \ | Inmate, outof the Mor 
things because I have had > sd } | Policy for the fifteent! 
nothing to do for the last \ 4) Have you ever thought 
three days but to examine “a what a jolly garden-part 
them. the contributors to 

That is the fault of the daily paper might have 
Wisp. The Wisp isa very 


|gether? Or there's 
| Great Western Time Tab 
for 1910.” 
| Cunning hound, 
brose. He thought he was 
going to get out of it too 
The wind was north-east 
there was a grey lookin t! 
sky, but not a prospect ot 
rain. I waved him away 
| with a renunciatory smile 
‘No, leave me here,” | 
sighed faintly. “I would 
not spoil your sport 
| worlds. It will be enough 
for me to meditate ot 
your happiness. Gat 


beautiful river, but it is 
too narrow and too full of 
herons and kingtishers 


ind otters and cows to be 
a really good trout stream. 

“There are,” I said to 
Ambrose on the first day, 
‘““more cows than fish in 
this river.” 

“Bless you,” he said, 
‘the cows don’t disturb 
the fish. I caught a pound 
trout almost under the 
nose of a cow in the big 
pool up there a year ago.” 

“IT think the cows must 
have increased since last 








; ; gee ' | your big baskets and p 
year,” I said. “I suspect a P | LOOT YEO AS | your pound-trout to : 
them of eating the trout.) ¢ actin | friends.” 

In fact I am thinking of A, ; J | ‘“T{ couldn't do that in 
putting a couple of gadflies | , é any Case, as you know 
on and fishing entirely for | “CURIOSITIES OF LITERATURE.” he replied, ‘* because of t 


cows.’ | Hicarre vHe BELLOCOSE TRACES THE OUTLINE oF SrmITic History, | Present postal arrang: 
[here are also too many ! ne “i ments. Lalways say that 


uncut trees on the Wisp. It was while| of modesty but a mere personal foible. | in the old days I could post trout from 





I was trying to find a quiet pool without | “rr ver, [ managed to do it. [here to my friends; now I can only 
cows in it that I slipped on a stone} “I’m afr: vid you won ‘'t do much more} post them to my enemies 

and hit a projecting alder stump with | lishing on this visit,” he went on kindly Ambrose has a coarse mind. 

the ball of my right eye. It was very | but firmly, “Ther re is a distinct ulcera- “Well, catch them anyhow,” I said, 


. | ° 
painful. | tion of the cornea. Iritis will probably |“ and we will eat what we can. Lig 
oe ae : : if ; : . ; 
«A mere nothing” I said to Ambrose | ensue. You will have to sit in a room| meals of fish will probably be all t 
later, when he condoled with me. “The| with the blinds down for the next few} I am able to consume.” 


stump was not very sharp. It might}days. You mustn’t read, of course.” So Ambrose went out to his alders 
have been much worse. .1 might have For a moment I was filled with pro-| and his cows, and left me alone in the 
run into the horn of a cow.” found gloom, but as I walked back to! twilight. 


“All the same you'd better see a| ‘The Grey Drake”’ eile a teiee bemidins That was three days ago, and ow 


i 


doctor,” he said. ‘ He ‘ll squirt some-| over my right eye I began to feel rather | meals of fish have been very light, very 


thing into it, and you ‘ll be as right as| more cheerful. After all, the fishing light indeed. The trout are sucking 

rain to-morrow. looked like being very bad indeed. ae! it seems, or rising short. It 1s | 
” : +) er * oo 5 , ; 

* I shall not see a doctor,” I replied, “Are you all right again?” asked|too cold and too bright, and there is 





trying to speak in the tones of a rather | Ambrose bi iskly. | not enough water. The trout will not 
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Lady, “1 SHAN’T WEAR THIS EVENING FROCK ANY MORE, Mrs. CoaGs. I DARESAY YOU CO 


Charlady. “THank you, Mum. Iv’Ln MAKE A NICE CHANGE WITH MY BLACK NET.” 








hand: 


take a yellow fly by day nor a white 


atm eC other 
fly by night. 


j - on 
la bit of a hero. 
uy suppose } you ve tried casting unde 
the noses of the cows?” I asked Am-| treaties of all the daily papers, to im- 
brose on the evening of the third day, | peril life and limb on a trout-stream. 
but he made no reply. | “J think I could have done pretty 

‘As | sit here with my iritis,” I went | well on the second and third d Lys,” I 
on, “in this darkened room, all kinds of | shall murmur, “ but for my wound. It 
pleasant fancies and images come into} is no use trifling with iritis, o! 
my mind, At times I ean almost bring} A very nas = blow.” 
myself to be glad of my affliction.” pi im rs tl | 

‘Order me a tankard of bitter,” he an-| ba pay 
swered shortly, while I go andchange.”’ “thy I am sorry for Ambrose. 

I am really sorry for Ambrose. His| ; now see that there is another 
trouble, you see, ‘is not only of the | pic ure which I had not noticed before 
moment, like mine. It will last. It | in the coffee-room of “ TheGrey Drake.” 
will never be healed. If we had been| It represents a tall gentleman in the 
out every day together and had no| costume ot a Regency buck leaning 
sport we should have gone away andj languidly against a tree by the side of aj 
made the best of it. “The fishing was] stream. He has a very long rod and a 
rotten,’ we should have said; ‘still, in | creel, and at his feet there are seven 
the cireumstances we didn’t do badly. | large trout. I must draw the atte ntion 


course, 
And the morning 
take in at home will pro 
ime pounds and pounds. 








We killed Ba Well, you know the | ol Ambre se to this. EVoEr. 
Way it goes on, | = 
Or, if Ambrose or ad been alone, | y so a Sasa 
e or I had been alone} = WwineN SUMMER STAYS. 
we could have made a fairly decent | 
show. But as it is I am sitting here} Dear Mr. Puncu,—I had such a 


&% perpetual unbiassed witness watch- 
ing him with my one cornea, treasur- | other dav that I feel I must write and 
ing up against him the truth that he | tell you about it : 

kills nothing at all. [ have been st aying in the depths of 








hall always be} the country with a distant 
It is not everyone who| keen sportswoman and a safer 
| can manage, in spite of the earnest en- 


. + . | 
|unique and refreshing experience the} 
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ULD CUT IT UP AND DO SOMETHING WITH I 





cousin, a 
pilot 
lover stiff country than in the fields of 
literature. One hot afternoon she 
dragged me, sleepy and reluctant, to a 
i neighbouring house, where we sat in a 
| shady garden and drank tea with midges 
in it, the unlucky ones who had drowned 
themselves despair of evei 
standing-room on our persons 
I was lazily replanning the house 
and “on n in my mind to suit 
ideas, but looking (I hope) 
and intelligent as my cousin and our 
hostess discussed all the local news, 
when some words came floating to me 
ilike a cooling breeze. My cousin was 
| speaking, and | wished the delightful 
| hostess in your recent story could have 


finding 


my owll 
attentive 


heard her (the one who implo red hei 
| guests by way of a change not to dis- 
} cuss Mr. Hv TCHINSON’S rnaste piece at 
| dinner) 

“Of course, my dea ! never have 
much time foi reading 
i the papers, but 
| good book the other day 
} 


anything but 
someone told me of a 
When Winter 
‘omes I think it was called. 

| And then the reply, refreshing as an 
| iced drink eg Oh, thanks [Ti get a pen 
| cil and write it down before I forget.” 
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Lewis Garitte ow, 
The Youth, “But, DEAREST, WHY NEED WE WAIT TILE OcToBER?” 
The Cinema Star. “WeLL, OLD THING, I’M RATHER KEEN ON OcroBpEeR. You 8k, I’vE NEVER BEEN MARRIED IN TH 
AUTUMN BEFORE.” 
}economics of the British musical world | Consciousness, and Dr. Berncastler will 
WHY THEY COME OVER. lrendered it quite impossible for her to| expound his theory of the crypto-crap 
Miss Manen Normanp, the film comédienne | accept any professional engagements. | ulous crigin of multiple vision. 
who arrived in London on June 20th on her) But apart from such considerations} The Rev. Luther Borgia Bangs, o! 
first visit to Europe, explained that it was en | ban wheat tated | totally dif- | Baa Mic! 1] 
ihe s as actuate rt al if- | Saginaw h., Will f { oped, 
tirely a holiday trip, that she will not think | - —— acnn _ vy enered y _ 4, parents opapmdiids not, “4 Was HO} 
about any film productions until she returns | ferent motive—her desire to study the|undertake any pulpiteering engage 
to America in August, and that her chief am-| voice production of English song birds | ments during the six weeks which he 


bition is to visit all the castles of England. 


pies the Chair of Egyptology at the} the mellow fluting of the blackbird, and | to undergo the f 


University of Oklahoma, has arrived at 
the Fritz Hotel. Professor Stoot wishes | 
it to be understood that his visit to 
Europe lras been undertaken for purely 
recreative purposes, and that he does not 
intend to frequent the British Museum 
or even ascend Cleopatra's Needle. 
After a short stay in London he pro- 
poses to make an extended tour through 
Herefordshire and Devonshire, with the 
view of sampling the various products 
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lin their native habitats, to discriminate | proposes to spend in this country. 
Professor Wilbur P. Stoot, who occu- | between the bravura of the bobolink and | martyr to dyspepsia, he has been ordered 
: b 


ruity-wine-cure at the 
| Port Meadow Sanatorium, near Oxford 


2 . j ; 
alcoholic regimen followed by the feath- | and has been made an honorary mem 


the use of stimulants on the correspond- 
ing organs of human singers. To this 


New Forest. 
stated that it was her ambition to visit 
all the cathedrals in the British Isles. 

Miss Stanleyette Woglom, the re- 





| of the cider industry and recording his 
| impressions of the relative salubrity of 
the sweet and dry varieties. 

Madame Galli-Curci, the famous 
| prima donna, who arrived at South- 
| ampton last week and was interviewed 
| by several of our leading musical critics, 
| gave a positive denial to the reports 
that she would appear on either the 
lyrical stage or the concert platform 
| during her sojourn in England. 





The} 


nowned Philadelphian novelist, who is 
;now residing at Oxford, has frankly 
| disclaimed the intention of e lecting 
local colour for fictional purposes during 
|her stay. An ardent disciple of Freup, 
|she has come over to attend the Sum- 
mer School of the Home Counties 
Psycho-Analytical Association, at which 
Dr. Emil Busch, of the University of 
Frankfort, will delivera series of lectures 
on the Rhythm of Hebdomadal Co- 


| 


end she has taken a bungalow in the | 
Madame Galli-Curci also | 


ered tribe on the flexibility of the larynx, ber of the Senior Common Room 
pharynx, and epiglottis with that of} Magdalen. 
Dr. Marcus Tiffany Peppler, the well 





|known anthropologist and Associa 


of Tipperusalem, wishes it to be unde 
i stood that his visit to Kurope 1S prin 
} ° 

j arily recreational. 


| Seotland into the vitaminal complexe 
| focussed in the Glenlivet area, and t 
| continue his researches in those 

| tricts on the Continent which are d 
| voted to viticulture. 


| Our Callous Contemporaries. 
| At the Zoo:— 

| “The Indian reptiles, one of whic! 
| keeper early in the week, are a valual 
| dition."— Daily Paper. 


Professor of Dietetics in the Universit: 


He hopes, how 


lever, to conduct some investigations i: 
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THE NEW FORCE. 
PRESERVE US! AN INI BERNAL MACHINE!” 
by the 1 


brutal assassinatio 
of the whole world.} 


Irish Gunman. “ SAINTS 
[It is to be hoped that the authority conferred upon the Provisio L Government by f the peopl 
the recent Elections, may bring to an el 1 the campaign of murde! culminati 1 the 


Sir Henry Witson—which has disgraced the name ol Ireland 1 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
Monday, June 19th.—The House o 


of Sir Josern WALTON, Who foraquarte: 
of-a-century has represented Barnsley 
ever, because Sir JOSEPH, who had beer 
kept away forsome two years by illnes 
had in the interim removed the 
beard and flowing moustache that 
merly distinguished him; and at firs 
door were able to recognise him, 

The Primm MINISTER Was away, en 





| 


| attire. 
i Mr. Hoaar, for one, was 


tertaining M. Porncars, 


full 
! 


The welcome was a little deferred, how- 


i 


i 


sight not even the policemen at the 


Consequently 
| it fell to Mr. CHAMBERLAIN to announces 


that the Government had at last made 
up their minds to put into force Part II. 
| of the Safeguarding of Industries Act 


Had Mr. Luoyp GrorGe been presen 


decision 
| faith would doubtless have been made 
but in the cireumstances Mi 
that Mr. CHAMBbERLALD 
should tell the House about the alleg: 


suggestion, 


some piquant Inquiries as to how this 


squared with his Free Track 


Mos! ] y's 


fe 


| divisions in the Cabinet on this subject, 


met with no response. 
Mr. CHAMBERLAIN, by 


' 


the way, wa 


| looking particularly festive in a grey 


frock-coat and with a white hat cocke 
over eye at almost the 
angle. His plea that the House, it 


one 


view of the fact that an Autumn Sessior 
to deal with Irish legislation wa 


“almost inevitable,” 
| Government to close the 
present sittings as early 
us possible, seemed to gain 
added force from his gala 
But L fear that 
not convinced by the argu 
ment that there were no 


i 


Brearry 


} 


1 


“] 


should help the 


divisions, and once, when 


the remis 


sion of the tax on imported 
ared th 


, ’ . 
Hims, dec it, unles s the law was 


iltered, the film recording the attempt 


Commons this afternoon welcomed back on Mount Everest would be taxed five 
one of its oldest Members in the person 


pence per foot-and there are twenty-nine 
lerstand. Sir 


thor 


I una 


isand feet of It, 





Ronert Horne agreed that it was unde 


, } 
minently British 


1.1 " 
sirabie to penalise so ¢ 





an enterprise, ind promised to see what 
could be done Chat was the limit of 
the Oppo tl Ss succe But t ey 
insisted upon taking nearly a dozen 








great contentious Bills on 
the programme, but only 
“business-like measures.” 
He has heard that tale 
before. 

On the Finance Bill the 
Opposition made their 
how annual attempt to do 
away with the Imperial 
Preference on tea. Mr. 
Lyte Samvrn’s descrip- 
tion of it as “an abomin- 
able exploitation of a fool- 
Ish fiscal notion ”’ evoked 
a similar effort in phrase- 
making from Mr. Ormssy- 
Gore, who begged the 
CHANCELLOR not to give 
Way to “the antidiluvian 
rigid obscurantist doctrine 
preached from the Oppo 
sition benches.” 

Mr. Newrounn, inurging 





\ 








, , me sIRD te 
LITTLE BIT OF SUGAR FOR THE BIR] on beer had gone up by 
ROBERTS AND THE CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER, nearly twelve hundred per 
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reached ninety-three it Was usua 





ya 
little over elghty comforted them- 
selves with cries of “ Resign,’ 

Tuesda fy June 0th The Lorp 
CHANCELLOR excused himself from mak. | 
ing a statement about Ireland on the 
ground that until the elections in that 
c untry were over the situation was 
“too fluid and too indeterminate.” As 
some consolation for this disappoint- 
ment he announced that Lord Curzon 
now hoped to introduce the resolutions 
forthe reform of their Lo iships’ House 
in the middle of July. Lord Crewi 
Was elad to hear it, but h ped the reso 
lutions were not to be “a mere acade 
mic expression of opit », but would 
be translated into legislative form as 
sOOn as possible His restior id 
not appear to evoke much enthu tl 
on the Back Benches. 

[hen the House heard from Lord 
LEE a pean in praise of the Washing 
ton Conference. Ile was almost enthu 
siastic about the “ voluntary surrender 
of our historic supremacy at sea,’ which 
he deseribed as “a free-will offering 
unparalleled in our history,” and evi 
lently thought that we had gained 
more than we had lost by wecepting 
equality with the United States and 
oO producing “a new orientation or 
should it be ‘ oecidentation " ? “of 
naval strength.” His view was en 
dorsed by Lord Senporne, who de 
scribed our efforts at Washington as 
‘a most brilliant piece of diplomacy 

" 


in startling contrast with other 
efforts 


where, 


unsuccessful e 
The mysteries of some 
recent Honours Lists were 
not entirely elucidated by 
Mr. CHAMBERLAIN in his 
explan ution of the process 
by whieh names are sub 
mitted by the Depart- 
he Prime Min- 
ister, and by PrimME 
Minister, after consulta- 
tion with the Permanent 
Head of the Treasury, to 
the Kina. Nothing could 
be more proper. But Lord 
Henry Bentinck was not 
satisfied What method 
is ad ypted by the Prime 
MInistEeR himself in select- 
ing thenames?” heblurted 
in his explosive man- 
ner, No an 
turned; butfi 
broke 
ry Bench I fancy 
Henry had 
touched the sp yb. 


Hearing that the duty 


ments to t 


the 





vif 
Out 


wer Was Tre- 


omthesmiles 


that if all along 





=v pe ante 
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. Pe eth ae RE ee PST : > 4 is 
cent. since 1913, and that on spirits | 2 ElL MACLEAN § feats With a borrowed | no 
used in perfumery by only five hun- | hat during the innumerable divisions, | LAY OF THE SOGIAL DIARIST. 4 
ired per cent., Captain Grr, V.C., was | the House of Commons was in rather} Ler other seribes with jeers and ¢ “ 
struck with a bright idea. Why not }somnolent mood. But it was part ally | Pursue the good and great, A 
double the duty on the luxurious per- | aroused by the announcement that the | Or probe the tricks of polities, 's 
3 
| 4 

| 



























fumes scent per scent so to speak British N vy in its depleted condition | The secrecies of State : 
and halve that on the harmless neces could not spare a ship to attend tl e| "Tis mine, as with a kindly care x 
sary beer ? | Brazilhan Cente nary al Rio de Janeiro Life’s lar dscape I explore, : 
fr speaks well for the prospects of | and was quite awake to the significar ce | Simply to notice “ Who were The 
t new British beet-sugar factories | of Mr. CHAMBERLAIN’s rather p tulant | To mention “ What they Wore. 
that the sugar-refiners, through Mr. | refusal to give the House ny facilities | ,,, 1: . i] 
Haxxon. should already be seeking to | for discussit g the recent vag ries of Week in saves out, at ball o1 suit 
deprive them of their Excise-relief. But | the Honours List. He gladly t sk | On river, lawn or road, ; 
M; &. H. RoBERT s, one ol the pioneers ie fuge be hind the SPEAKER'S ruling th it | In Mashion S “at wate " the a 
the new industry, succeeded in con- | this was a ite) affecting the Pre Che hierophants ol Mode ; . 
neing the CHANCELLOR oF THE Ex- rogative, | With z [note LordGorm —— 
CHEQUER that, though the interesting | Ki. P. D., though officially defunct, is}. And state with ore aioe 
nfant had made a good start (thanks, | by no means done with. “The Cuan r - Lady Spink oe in } 
perhaps, to two years of unwonted sun- | CELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER expects to| Ur mauve or grey or blue. 
hine it was not yet strong enough to | be paying b ick overcharges and « Lect | Week in, week out, with zeal dev 
nd uo on ing arrears tor another iustrt a l find congenial themes 
Wednesday, June 21st.—Lord Bat ee, | In dames in jade or gold-brocade 
FOUR OF WHITTINGHAME has suffered one | ~Y | And wondrous colour scheme 
or two strange rebuffs in his long career. / And werv seldom do I shrink 
The rudest, I suppose, was in 1906, From noting by the way 
vhen he could hardly gain a hearing | That Lady Spink looked well i 
from the House of Commons which for | Or mauve on blue or grey. 
fifteen years had hung upon his lips, and Por 
when one of his characteristic exercise | Although the hats of Lady Oup! 
in dialectics was dismissed by his sue- | Are of preposterous size, 
cessor in the Premiership with the | | [ do not venture on reproof, 
words, “ Enough of this foolery !’ | L never criticise; 
But hardly less surprising was his | ss | No venom mingles with my ink 
experience to-night on making his | I find, where’er I rove, 
maiden speech in the Upper House. | | That Lady Spink looks well in pi: 
Lord Is~ineron, in moving that the | Or blue or grey or mauve. 
mandate for Palestine was unaccept- | o@ Rr | eer 
able by reason of its Zionist complex \ ye | And, ifthelast dread trampshould s 
ion, had affected alarm at the prospect >< | At some great social show, 
of being followed by an orator who had ‘ I know I should be faithful found 
» often, by his inimitable power of a i lo AUC Spink and Co. ; 
debeis: samme’ a weak case into | ~\ Not musing upon Heaven or Hel 
strong one. For ib time { low ked as ii rn But noting who were there, 
his fears would be justified. Lord Bax | 4 FIRST IN NINGS ON THE LORD And who Was drest in ble ude cle 
FOUR, Whose voice just suits the acoustic | ¥ wane And who in feu denfer. 
peculiarities of the House, charmed | Lonp BaLFour 
the Peers with the beauty of his diction | Thursday, June 22nd.—Business in| «ford Haldane made the nportar 
and almost persuaded them that the | both Houses to-day was dominated by] nouncement that an anonymous douor } 
concessions to the Zionists were but a the news of the death of Field-Marshal | seut him a cheque for £00,000 towards t) 
just return for the contributions that | Sir Henry Winson, M.P., murdered at | *!dowment of the University (Bast Midlau 
the Jewish race throughout the world | the door of his London house on his|__ witabtied 
had made to art and science—and | return from unveiling a War memorial, | We don’t know how he managed to sit 
finance. | Brief but moving tributes to the mem- the cheque anonymously, but we ca! 
Lord Sypexnnaw brought the debate ory of a great soldier who had already | quite understand why he preferred 5 
down to earth with the blunt declara- | displ vyed a striking aptitude fon Parlia- | remain cre 
tion that by over-fayouring the Zion- mentary life were paid in the House 
ists the Government had broken its| of Commons by Mr. Asqurru and Mr.| | ait pr reerdry “a — R 
promises to the old Palestinians, Arab | Cuampervary, and in the Lords by the | eee Beatin» s ‘tch we site ceatet wit 
and other; Lord Buckmasrer observed | Lorp Caancentor, by Lord Crewe] third of its mechanism on the floor 
that Lord BaLrour had preferred ideals | and by the Bishop of Norwicu, who| Canadian I 
to facts, and had said nothing to justify | only a few hours before had taken part | Personally we should not attemp 
the RUTENBEKG concession ; and when | with the Frenp-Marsnat in the cere-| resuscitate a dog like that. 
the division was taken Lord Istiine- | mony at Liverpool Street Station. 
TON's motion was carried by 60 to 29. As a special mark of respect to a “MippLE CLass MISER\ 
Lord Batrour had been bowled first | Member to whom Parliament not long} ryjece somethin Raina Kin 9 
hall. But he will probably do much | ago voted its thanks for his services to] clement of the eommunity will r 
better in his next innings the Empire, the House of Commons, on Kvei ! 
After an all-night sitting, the tedium | the motion of Mr. Cuamper.ain, at| Surely the middle-class is not so | 
of which was slightly relieved by Mr. once adjourned. as our ci ntemporary paints if 
17 
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A GREAT RECOVERY. 
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| stances * as irretrievi si ly damaged the| this tame sport again except explicit 
AT THE PLAY. | reputation of Muriel—a thing which I| petition on the part of the rabbit. ; 
“Tae Way or an EaGie” (ADELPH).| hardly think could have been said even} Which of course takes placs in du Y 
Miss E. M. Detu’s diverting comedy | in Mrs. Hawksbee’s worst days. | course in the Third Act. Sir Reginald 
has many amusing lines for the truly! So our Muriel, for motives which es-| Bassett (Muriel’s guardian) has appar ; 
perceptive. And I should hike, right | « caped me, says that, on seco nd thoughts, ently been made Governor of Karl's a 
here, to pay a tribute to the author's | she will not have Nick (after her re pulse Court and is there giving a ball, to be 4 
courageous metheds of dramatisation. | of his ill-timed advances on the moun- | followed by fireworks. At the gate: sit tM 
I verily believe she could dramatise the | tains she had become engaged to him in| the eagle, this time disguised as a nu id 
first ten pages of Who's Who by her| Silda). | goose (an old Indian beggar). 3 
forthright method of simply placing} And now the scene changes and we| The way of a mongoose is apparently Ps 
in juxtaposition just any disconnected | are in Devonshire. Through a diamond. | to let the snake (a native ASSASSIN \ 
slabs of plot of appropriate length. | paned window (L) the Management | hostile designs on the Governor's | 
Not for her the tedious method of | with inspired perseverance and irrele- | glide furtively about the pavilions t if 
plausible “preparation,” not for her the vancy kept up a succession of nice white | ecstatic preoccupation of guests wit! ¢ 
pedantic machinery of “motive” or| fleecy drifting clouds, just the sort that | magnificent fireworks (on) gives him t ‘i 
the laborious technique of getting her} wouldn’t portend the terrific storm | opportunity to strike. 8 
people on and off the stage. She just | (there were no other signs of it what-| Thenthemongoosescotches thesnal . 


shoves them on or pushes 


| them off as required— 
handles her puppets, in 
fact, as puppets ought to 


be handled by an author 
strong-minded enough to 


stand no nonsense from 
the darlings of her dreams. 
Masterly simplification 


(has not somebody said ?) 
of the essence of fine 
craftsmanship. 

Now the way ofaneagle, 
so | am credibly informed, 
istoeat rabbits. And surely 
\ princess among rabbits 
was this Muriel Roscor 
Miss Marsorir Gorpoy), 
whom her father, the odd- 
est Colonel that ever mis- 
conducted the defence of 


1S 





a frontier fort, handed 
ver to the care of the 
eagle with the = snake- et ; 
. ‘ Dental Muriel, “WHar HORRID WAYS RAGLES HAVE 
charmers eye, Nai} . ‘ me = 
Nick Ratcliffe (Mr. ‘Gop Captain Nick Ratcliffe. Mr. Goprrey 1 
i A tf { a . ’ = , 
= = : Muriel Roscoe - « Miss Manrsyorie 
FREY TEARLE), with ex- 
plicit instructions to shoot her in/ever; but the art of “production” is, I 


certain circumstances. 


stances looked like materialising (as we 


say in Fleet Street), for the officer com- | knew, 


manding the relief force had ju-t sent | 
in a polite note to the effect that he 
was : awit sorry but could not arrive 
before the garrison was dead. I confess 
I misunderstood the alacrity with which 
Vick fingered his automatic and made 
the necessary promise. It was love 
that inspired him ; no mere eugenic 
zeal to reduce the number of unneces- 
sary rabbits. As for Muriel she hated 
the eagle apparently—as only a rabbit 
can. However, disguised as a jolly old 
tribesman and carrying the drugged 
Muriel in a bundle, dare-devil Nick 
leaves the fort and reaches the moun- 
tains just a little before the jingling 
harness of the relief force is heard (off). 

It is in Lady Bassett’s bungalow at 
Silda we learn that the night’s sojourn 
in the mountains in these heroic cireum 


~~ 


Which circum- | imagine, 





or 
which, as th 


other arts, ‘‘selective’’), 
» most ignorant among us 
was to drown somebody. This 
was in fact a brother-ofticer of Nich L’s 
a V.C., an “ass in a lion's skin, 

in an unusually inspired moment, 
smartly obs erved of himself. 
utes or so after 


as, 
he 
Five min- 
arriving in Devonshire 
he had en ed to and been accepted 
by Muriel, though he was consumed 
by a guilty passion for Muriel’s friend, 
Daisy (Miss Jessie WinTER), who had 
a delightful voice like the nicest kind 
of pussy-cat purring, and the usual old 
faithful good sort of a husband making 
a@ reservoir in India. 

Meanw hile Nick, who had been pussy- 

cat Daisy's good eagle and had diverted 
i from the foolish course of running 
away with the ass, now so providentis lly 
removed, testifies that he has forsworn 
the pursuit of rabbit and that nothing 
will ever again induce him to take up 


and, having thus fulfilled 
its mission as a mongoos: 
stops masquerading ana 
assumes the wings of t! 
e igle as before. 


By the way the auth 
not I, is respo: sible fo 


the zoological flavour 
this mixture. I merel 


record with what accura 
Ll can command. 
The plot of the play 


is, In essence, similar t 
that well-known brie 
biography of Mr. 'Ene 
’awkins’: “ First she sa 
she wouldn’t, then she sa 


shecouldn’t,then she whi 
pe ered, ‘Well, I ‘ll Sec 
Wild horses (to add to ou 


menagerie) might dr 


from me an admission 
to which I prefer. 
” Noted eagle-fanciers 
the audience were appa 
EARLE } 41 AT 
. ently pleased wlth JM 
GORDON, 7 


GopFREY TEARLE’S bray 
and virtue and wry twisted smile. 
thought Miss MarsorrE Gorpon did 
impossible ae with credit. 

But surely, if my eyes do not deceive 
meas | eal my contemporaries, eag! 
have gone out and the modern you 
woman is not in the very least like th 
rabbit of this new sor’s fable. How 
ever, no doubt it is the function of art 
to hold up the idealin a real and s 
world. But this is not the sort of p 
[’d care to risk taking any modern young 
girl of my acquaintance to see. She 
would be certain to sniff at me for 
stuffy Victorian. T 


Our Erudite Contemporaries. 


“ Richard Tyldesley is not one of Pharaoh 
lean kine. He is so rotund that he can: 
help recalling the Dickensian creation 


Fat Boy of Peckham.” 
« There 2,174 di 


Manchester Paper 


are fflerent characters in tl 








works of Charles Dickens.” . 
Same Paper, same da » 
But not Jonnny TRUNDLEY. 


gee 


oe 


SR Ris Soe ha 


MISS 








tee 7 


—— 





- 2S - SE, Z +B 
Lz a te Ym 
PROVINCIAL POLO. . 
He (wat hing the ineffectual efforts of the No, 1 hee] the game). “You skE, HE'S sUCcH ( SUP! I 


HAD TO INCLUDE HIM IN THE TEAM.” 
She. “On, I woxperep. 1 rHouGHT IT MUST BE BECAUSE HE’S 80 GOOD-LOOKING.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. Mr. Henry Sypvor Harrison f om trying to su ound a 
modern American heroine with a cloistral atmosphere by 
(By Mr. Punch’s Stat) Oj Learned Clerks ) | callin her Saint Teresa (CONSTABLE): for as a matter ol 
I pon’? think there will be quite so much speculation | fact “that restless and troublesome woman,” the origina! 
4s Messrs. Hurcninson foresee about the identity of the| saint, had, for a nun, perhaps the longest list of eminent 
anonymous author of The L’omp of Power, for the polit 
military empiricist who urges a national policy in one|deprecate the “Saint,” there is a great deal that is humanly 
paragraph and does his best to discredit it in ninety-nine} heroic about the career of Teresa De Silver, pac fist, who 
is becoming too familiar a figure to attract attention. The| having gained control of an ancestral steel company, de- 
main plea of these particular memoirs of 1914-22 is for a} voted in the early stages of the War to turning out mu 
stronger defensive alliance with France. But this is directly | tions for the Allies, does away with the war-plant and, to the 


| } ; 
t 


co-| masculine friendships on record. However, much as | 


qualified by the common-sense foot-note that, “ failing an | fury of her strictly neutral countrymen, beats th 
alliance with France, the most logical and, in the end, the} ne ‘dles for sewing-machines. Of course you may say wit! 
safest policy would be an alliance with Germany.” More- | Dean Masury (who enters the oflice at this ¢ isis with ever’ 
over “the cordiality and intimacy of our relations with | intention of frustrating the knavish tricks of its he ad) t 
France, ‘upon which, in the author’s opinion, our enjoyment | Teresa was actually helping the more militant Germans by 
of the rare and refreshing fruit of the War depends, are| withholding supplies essential to the war that was to end 
hardly intensified by heart-to-heart confidences about the} war. But Teresa does not see it in this light; even wher 
t 


e shells in 


Ha 
la 


downfall of General Jorrre, the feud between M. Parnteve | Masury, by the simple process of tracing a lost sharehoide 
P ‘ i * . } - 1s ‘a ds el ] - rey l pontre 
and General NivEL.e, the financial manceuvres of the! and taking over his shares, has ousted her trom all contro! 


“ séduisant” M. Bertuerort, and the ins and outs of the} of thefirm. An interesting singte, this, between Teresa and 





career of M. Cartaux, with his views on the decadence of | Masury, but played with more animus atid expletives tha 
England and surmises on his probable return to office. The} are usual in sportsmanlike—let alone canonized—circies, 
information on such topies as ‘ The Asquith Debacle ” (sic) | 5: SES ete - 
comes like a load of holly after Christmas. It would have| ‘Oh, I only said that to cheer you up, said the ut 
been all very pretty and apposite the day before yesterday, | abashed Michael. ‘Nothing like a little neg pense) 
but we cannot be hothered with it now. With this quotation trom The i rong Be r Mr. Crru 
ALINGTON disarms any critic who might hint that his ISS} 
\ judicious use of the Encyclopedia would have saved! in nugacity Strained Relations (MACMILLAN)—was be 








from his shop, Like Ropert Brownina— 
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neath the dignity of a Headmaster of Eton. Myself I like | —instead of what I may, I hope, without offence call the 
to think of him as escaping for once from “ the humanities” | usual novelist’s nonsense. 

into something more human. There is always an attrac- 
tion about the by-play of a serious worker taking holiday Sir Freperick Treves has peculiar qualifications for 
writing such a book as Zhe Lake of Geneva (CASSELL). 
His style is companionable, he has a nice sense of humour, 
and he can be informing without ever being dull. His book 
And why shouldn't a pedagogue be encouraged to deviate | makes one fret to be up and away to the places of which 
into desipience? Mr. Anineron’s trifle deals with the | he writes, and that surely must be a testimony to its merits. 
complications that develop out of a little harmless deceit | There is scarcely a village of the smallest interest on its 
practised by the host of a country-house party with the | shores to which full justice is not done. From time to time 
object of masking the identity of some of his guests. He | le stops to speak of those whose lives were once set in the 
has handled his subject with gaiety and courage. Very few | scenes that he pictures with so graphica pen. The escapade 
people can write this kind of story with the skill and dis- | of Madame de WArENs, who was weary of her tedious hus- 
tinction which Mr. Anstey showed in Lyre and Lancet ; | band and decided to leave him, is told deliciously; and this 
but, if Mr. ALInGTon occasionally betrays the amateur, there | is by no means the only story that lends human interest to 
remains a very pleasant quality in his humour, and he | the volume. A generous number of photographs add much 
unravels the threads of his theme with a commendable con- ' to the reader’s pleasure and comfort. Sir Freperick does 





“T want to know a butcher paints, 
A baker rhymes for his pursuit.” 
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A DOCTOR HAS DISCOVERED ANTISEPTIC PROPERTIES IN TEARS. THE REDUCTION OF THE BANK-RATE HAS 
ENCOURAGED AN ENTERPRISING PROMOTER TO START A COMPANY TO PUT THEM ON THE MARKET. 











scientiousness. I liked particularly his Archdeacon, who |.not seem to be particularly fond of tourists, but he has her: 
had resigned a science-mastership at Eton in favour of Holy | done them a great service. 
Orders, But isn’t this a rather uncommon evolution ? 








The Duke de Sracpoour is an agreeable writer, and in 
Mr. Cuar.es Marniort’s new story is as slight in sub-| Jrish and Other Memories he gossips pleasantly enough of 
stance as it is engaging in form. It is set in Barstow] people and places. In a short preface he says, “I notice 
and Cleeve—Bristol and Clifton evidently—and has for hero | that lately Zhe Times has condemned certain recent works 
one Wedmore, a rising young architect who has just won a/| of autobiography as ‘increasingly scandalous.’ Certainly, 
prize competition with a design for the Technical Institute | in this respect, [ can with confidence plead Not guilty.” 
(to be given to the city by Sir John Pumphrey, indigenous | His confidence is justified. During the fifty years or so in 
profiteer), and finds himself engaged to the stately and| which he was intimately connected with many of the prom- 
brilliant daughter of his patron. Going with An Order to | inent people in Europe he kept no diary, but his memory 
View (HutTcHinson) a dear little old manor-house with the| seems to have been stored with reminiscences that are 
idea of making it his future home, he meets therein one of | delightfully fragrant. In the chapter which he calls “ My 
those young women who draw one as the moon draws the | Soldier Sons” (all five served in the War and two were 
tide. Furious with himself and unreasonable with her, he | killed) he writes with a dignity that is beyond all praise. 
does not conceal his hostility. But of course it is no use| It would be an exaggeration to say that this volume is of 
for tides to protest; the moon always wins. And as/|any great historical value, but it is full of interesting in- 
Hilda Pumphrey finds, very conveniently, that the moon’s | formation and is totally free of vulgarity. 
| brother, a promising musician (they are a clever lot down ; 
in Barstow), needs her, Wedmore is free to let himself go| The many admirers of the work of Mr. Crospiz GaArstIN 
without feeling too much of a cad. The stuff of the story, 
as I said, is slight; but what a comfort it is to have such | “ Royal Ann” (HEINEMANN), a little yolume of poems, ol 
sane and sensitive talk on art—here architecture and music! which the majority are reproduced from these pages. 
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(“ Patlander” of Punch) will weleome The Ballad of the | 
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£ 
i Ir was on one of the brilliantly fine hot days which have now almost become the rule with us that 1 cam 
: upon an elderly gentleman fanning himself beneath a Hyde Park elm Looking at him closely I perceived 
} Certain physical peculiarities which told me that I] was in the presence of a no less illustrious p sopher than 
Mr. Punch. 
> . . ’ ’ . ois } 7 ; + | P 
But for once the Hage s expression Was lacking in geniality and complace nee. I will not say that he frowned 
or suggested anything but a general humane friendliness, but he certainly had something on his mind 
Presuming on some slight acquaintance made so bold as to greet him, remarking, in accordance with 
. 5 5 l | Db D 
conversational custom, that it was a fine day. 
: “It is,” said Mr. Punch. “Indeed, when you spoke to me [ was wondering if ib mig not perhaps be 
; too fine.” 
i om . . ao? } , 
5 “Too fine! Is that possible?” I asked. i | 
i “Tt has occurred to me now and then of late,’ said Mr. Punch, ‘ that England might be better off if if 


returned to its old character as the country without a clima 
a thunderstorm and all that kind of thing.” 

‘But surely,” said I, “we must not find fault with the sun, the centre of our solar system 
“4 “T never thought to do so, once,’’ Mr. Punch replied, “but I have been thinking about it a good deal 
. Our name and fame were 


e: with nothing but weather: three fine days and 


’ 


and I am shaken by doubt. That we islanders can have too much sun I am now certain. 
nurtured under capricious skies, amid wind and rain and such quick changes as try and test 
fibre. When we had broken summers we were stronger. Now that some curious meteorologic 


’ 


the quality of ones 


motion and England has become an almost tropical spot, we are weakening. 
“You are very disconcerting,” I said. “I came out feeling that this was the best of days in the best o 
Worlds and you fill me with forebodings.” 
Mr. Punch laughed. It was his first laugh. “I am sorry,” he said. “Tt is not my habit to spread gloon 
But I have no objection to provoke thoughtfulness. Now and again we must all be serious, even I; and my 








Ey aw ah) . allersane oy te cut tus ’ H 
cr ow-countrymen just now are causing me not a little anxiety. There is an all-round tendency cut duty and i 
3 at y } ey a F ara ‘~ re ant ne wor S prt FT 

2 2 at play. “Working hours are shorter than ever before; holidays are more frequent. ] yp of pe 
naturally is increasing too, for the sun is its friend. Two or three more summers such as last years and the i 

; 
j 








530 _ PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL _Gune 28, 1922. 


early part of this and we shall be out of ‘the running altogether, writh our more ene ae competitors scooping 
everything. 

‘My whole desire is to be cheerful and optimistic,” continued the Sage; “but [ can’t help being alarmed 
Every day comes some new reminder of our slackness. One orders things .at shops: they are promised and the 
promise is broken. The reason given is always the same: the factory could not deliver. ‘And why can’t it 
deliver?’ one asks. The answer again is always the same: the hands are doing less work, insisting on 
hours and applying themselves less during those shorter hours. Everyone has had this experience lately.” 

‘But that is not any novelty,” I put in. 

‘No, there were always some defects,” the Sage admitted. ‘“ But they were not the rule. It 


shorte 


is now the 


| rule to be disappointed; and that old villain there,” he added, shaking his finger, by way of reproof, at the Orb ot 


| been the prineipal result? To a great extent Daylight Saving has lengthened only the hours of play. It has set 


i 


| 
| 





} . . . 
unsettler of the industrial system. And it has got to stop. 


Day, “is largely to blame. You called him just now the centre of the solar system. gut to me he is thi 
. Db J J . 
“It is extraordinary what odd and unexpected effects can follow simple causes,” he went on. “Wher 
Daylight Saving came in I was all for it. Here was a practical common-sense means of lengthening ow 
working-hours. Gardens were to be better tended; allotments were to yield more; and so forth. But what has 


millions of young people, and a few older ones, thinking, as they work, of nothing but the blissfulness of the long 


| evening light that will be at their service when business hours are over; and who can do any really sound work 


when their minds are thus employed? I am no foe to games, but I see ominous signs that we are becom 
games-mad. If the next Waterloo is lost, it will be lost on the playing-fields.”’ 

‘And is there nothing to be done?” I asked. 

‘Only by spreading fear,” said Mr. Punch. “If that were 
up, a new keenness.” 

‘Could not the Press help?” I asked. 

‘It could,” said the Sage, “if it would. But the Press has not of late years added to its 

little suspect. It has been too ready to play with a scare for a few days and then drop too ready 
| develop almost any sensation. And then it is also not wholly guiltless in the matter of fostering the games-mu: 
which has come upon us. Journalists are not out for their health, you know. It is probably one of every 
nation’s misfortunes that newspapers can live only if they are purchased by a sufficient number of people.” 

‘Is there no other corrective influence?” I inquired. ‘ Yourself, Sir?’ 

‘But I am a journalist too,” said Mr. Punch. “I do my best, but it is a disadvantage to a reforn 
to have a reputation as a humourist. As a Savonarona I should cut a poor figure. An 
doubtedly could work wonders if his heart was in it. But where are the orators ? 
the political machine, which I must admit is a little suspect too, or they 
Conferences 


accomplished there might be a general quickenin; 


authority | 


orator, however, un 
They are either involved ir 
are in delectable foreign resorts enjoyit 


“ But enough of this, said the Sage, smiling his old smile once more, ‘ Let us be merry again while we can 
and. like Enelisl believe i he al miracle arrivi ys ‘e. And.as an act of grace after talki 
and, like true Englishmen, believe in the usual miracle arriving once more. And, as an act of grace after talking 


. ; : 
so long and so pessimistically, let me offer you an antidote and apology in one—my 
~ e “ &. ‘ 


One Hundred and Suty-Second Volume.” 

















